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CHAPTER  I. 

JOE  BROWNLOW’S  FANCY. 

The  lady  said,  “  An  orphan’s  fate 
Is  sad  and  hard  to  bear.”— Scott. 

“  MOTHER,  you  could  do  a  great  kindness.” 

“  Well,  Joe  ?  ” 

"If  you  would  have  the  little  teacher  at  the  Miss 
Heath’s  here  for  the  holidays.  After  all  the  rest,  she 
has  had  the  measles  last  and  worst,  and  they  don’t 
know  what  to  do  with  her,  for  she  came  from  the 
asylum  for  officers’  daughters,  and  has  no  home  at  all, 
and  they  must  go  away  to  have  the  house  purified. 
They  can’t  take  her  with  them,  for  their  sister  has 
children,  and  she  will  have  to  roam  from  room  to  room 
before  the  whitewashes,  which  is  not  what  I  should 
wish  in  the  critical  state  of  chest  left  by  measles.” 

“  What  is  her  name  ?  ” 

“  Allen.  The  cry  was  always  for  Miss  Allen  when 
the  sick  girls  wanted  to  be  amused.” 

“  Allen  !  I  wonder  if  it  can  be  the  same  child  as 
the  one  Robert  was  interested  about.  You  don’t  re¬ 
member,  my  dear.  It  was  the  year  you  were  at  Vienna, 
when  one  of  Robert’s  brother-officers  died  on  the 
voyage  out  tc  China,  and  he  sent  home  urgent  letters 
for  me  to  canvass  right  and  left  for  the  orphan’s  elec- 
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tion.  You  know  Robert  writes  much  better  than  he 
speaks,  and  I  copied  over  and  over  again  his  account  of 
the  poor  young  man  to  go  with  the  cards.  ‘  Caroline 
Otway  Allen,  aged  seven  years,  whole  orphan, 
daughter  of  Captain  Allen,  107th  Regiment;’  yes, 
that’s  the  way  it  ran.” 

11  The  year  I  was  at  Vienna,  and  Robert  went  out 
to  China.  That  was  eleven  years  ago.  She  must  be 
the  very  child,  for  she  is  only  eighteen.  •  They  sent 
her  to  Miss  Heath’s  to  grow  a  little  older,  for  though 
she  was  at  the  head  of  everything  at  the  asylum,  she 
looks  so  childish  that  they  can’t  send  her  out  as  a 
governess.  Did  you  see  her,  mother  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  no  !  I  never  had  anything  to  do  with  her  ; 
but  if  she  is  daughter  to  a  friend  of  Robert’s - ” 

Mother  and  son  looked  at  each  other  in  congratula¬ 
tion.  Robert  was  the  stepson,  older  by  several  years, 
and  was  viewed  as  the  representative  of  sober  common 
sense  in  the  family.  Joe  and  his  mother  did  like  to 
feel  a  plan  quite  free  from  Robert’s  condemnation  for 
enthusiasm  or  impracticability,  and  it  was  not  the 
worse  for  his  influence,  that  he  had  been  generally 
with  his  regiment,  and  when  visiting  them  was  a  good 
deal  at  the  United  Service  Club.  He  had  lately 
maiiied  an  heiiess  in  a  small  way,  retired  from  the 
a  1  m y ,  and  settled  in  a  house  of  hers  in  a  country  town, 
and  thus  he  could  give  his  dicta  with  added  weight. 

Only  a  parent  or  elder  brother  would,  however, 
have  looked  on  “Joe”  as  a  youth,  for  he  was  some 
yeais  ovei  thiity,  with  a  mingled  air  of  keenness, 
refinement,  and  alacrity  about  his  slight  but  active 
foim,  altogethei  with  the  air  of  some  implement,  not 
meant  for  ornament  but  for  use,  and  yet  absolutely 
beautiful,  through  perfection  of  polish,  finish,  applica¬ 
bility,  and  a  sharpness  never  meant  to  wound,  but 
deserving  to  be  cherished  in  a  velvet  case. 

,  TIlls  ,case  Hjight  be  the  pretty  drawing-room,  full  of 
the  choice  artistic  curiosities  of  a  man  of  cultivation 
and  piesided,  over  by  his  mother,  a  woman  of  much 
the  same  bright,  keen,  alert  sweetness  of  air  and 
countenance  :  still  under  sixty,  and  in  perfect  health 
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and  spirits — as  well  she  might  be,  having  preserved, 
as  well  as  deserved,  the  exclusive  devotion  of  her  only 
child  during  all  the  years  in  which  her  early  widow¬ 
hood  had  made  them  all  in  all  to  each  other.  Ten 
years  ago,  on  his  election  to  a  lectureship  at  one  of 
the  London  hospitals,  the  son  had  set  up  his  name 
on  the  brass  plate  of  the  door  of  a  comfoi  table  house 
in  a  once  fashionable  quarter  of  London  ;  she  had 
joined  him  there,  and  they  had  been  as  happy  as 
affection  and  fair  success  could  make  them.  He 
became  lecturer  at  a  hospital,  did  much  foi  the  pool, 
both  within  and  without  its  Avails,  and  had  besides  a 
fair  practice,  both  among  the  tradespeople,  and  also 
among  the  literary,  scientific,  and  aitistic  \\oild, 
Avhere  their  society  was  valued  as  much  as  his  skill. 

Mrs.  Brownlow  was  well  used  to  being. called  on  to 
do  the  many  services  suggested  by  a  kind  heart  in 
the  course  of  a  medical  man’s  practice,  and  theie  \\'as 
very  little  within,  or  beyond,  reason  that  she  would  not 
have  done  at  her  Joe’s  bidding.  So  she  made  the 
arrangement,  exciting  much  gratitude  in  the  heads  oi 
the  Pomfret  House  Establishment  for  Young  Ladies  ; 
though  Avithout  seeing  little  Miss  Allen,  till,  from  the 
Doctor’s  own  brougham,  but  escorted  only  by  an 
elderly  maid-servant,  there  came  climbing  up  the  stairs 
a  little  heap  of  shawls  and  cloaks,  surmounted  by  a 

big  brown  mushroom  hat. 

“  Very  proper  of  Joe.  He  cant  be  too  paiticulai, 
but  such  a  child !  ”  thought  Mrs.  Brownlow  as  the 
mufflings  disclosed  a  tiny  creature,  angular  in  girlish 
sort,  with  an  odd  little  narrow  wedge  of  a  face, 
sallow  and  wan,  rather  too  much  of  teeth  and  mouth, 
large  greenish-hazel  eyes,  and  a  forehead  with  a  look 
of  ^expansion,  partly  due  to  the  crisp  waves  of  dark- 
hair  being  as  short  as  a  boy’s.  The  nose  Avas  well 
cut,  and  each  delicate  nostril  was  quivering  involun¬ 
tarily  with  emotion — or  fright,  or  both. 

Mrs  Brownlow  kissed  her,  made  her  rest  on  the 
sofa  and  talked  to  her,  the  shy  monosyllabic  replies 
lengthening  every  time  as  the  motherliness  drew  forth 
a  response,  until,  Avhen  conducted  to  the  cheerful  little 
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room  which  Mrs.  Brownlow  had  carefully  decked  with 
little  comforts  for  the  convalescent,  and  with  the 
ornaments  likely  to  please  a  girl’s  eye,  she  suddenly 
broke  into  a  little  irrepressible  cry  of  joy  and  delight. 
“  °h  •  oh  !  how  lovely  !  Am  I  to  sleep  here  ?  Oh  ! 
it  is  just  like  the  girls’  rooms  I  always  did  long  to 
see  !  Now  I  shall  always  be  able  to  think  about  it.” 

“  My  poor  child,  did  you  never  even  see  such  a 
room  ?  ” 

“  No  ;  I  slept  in  the  attic  with  the  maid  at  old  Aunt 
Mary  s,  and  always  in  a  cubicle  after  I  went  to  the 
asylum.  Some  of  the  girls  who  went  home  in  the 
holidays  used  to  describe  such  rooms  to  us,  but  they 
could  never  have  been  so  nice  as  this  !  Oh  !  oh  !  Mrs 
Brownlow,  real  lilies  of  the  valley  !  Put  there  for  me  i 
Oh  !  you  dear,  delicious,  pearly  things  !  I  never  saw 
one  so  close  before  !  ” 

Never  before.”  That  was  the  burthen  of  the  song 
of  the  little  bird  with  wounded  wing  who  had  been 
received  into  this  nest.  She  had  the  dimmest  re- 
membiance  of  home  or  mother,  something  a  little 
clearer  of  her  sojourn  at  her  aunt’s,  though  there  the  aunt 
had  been  an  invalid  who  kept  her  in  restraint  in  her 
piesence,  and  her  pleasures  had  been  in  the  kitchen  and 
m  a  few  books,  probably  ‘Don  Quixote’  and  ‘Evelina’ 

Sf  !iai'  aS  w?Uld  b?  fathered  from  her  recollection 
of  them.  The  week  her  father  had  spent  with  her 

be  foie  Ins  last  voyage,  had  been  the  one  vivid  memory 
cp  ler  !lff’  and  had  taught  her  at  least  how  to  love 
I  oor  child,  that  happy  week  had  had  to  serve  her  ever 
since,  through  eleven  years  of  unbroken  school !  Not 
that  she  pitied  herself.  Everybody  had  been  kind 
to  her— governesses,  masters,  girls,  and  all.  She  had 
been  happy  and  successful,  and  had  made  numerous 
mends,  about  whom,  as  she  grew  more  at  home  she 
flee!y  chatteQ  to  Mrs.  Brownlow,  who  was  always 

Ca/T-i  nhfru°f  Mary  °giIvie  and  Clara  Cartwright 
and  liked  to  draw  out  the  stories  of  the  girl-world  in 

which  it  was  plain  that  Caroline  Allen  had  beeA  a 

blight,  good  clever  girl,  getting  on  well,  trusted  and 

liked.  She  had  been  half  sorry  to  leave  her  dear  old 
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school,  half  glad  to  go  on  to  something  new.  She  was 
evidently  not  so  comfortable,  while  Miss  Heath’s  lowest 
teacher,  as  she  had  been  while  she  was  the  asylum’s 
senior  pupil.  Yet  when  on  Sunday  evening  the  Doctor 
was  summoned  and  the  ladies  were  left  tete-a-tete,  she 
laughed  rather  than  complained.  But  still  she  owned, 
with  her  black  head  on  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  lap,  that  she 
had  always  craved  for  something — something,  and  she 
had  found  it  now  ! 

Everything  was  a  fresh  joy  to  her,  every  print  on 
the  walls,  every  ornament  on  the  brackets,  seemed  to 
speak  to  her  eye  and  to  her  soul  both  at  once,  and  the 
sense  of  comfort  and  beauty  and  home,  after  the 
bareness  of  school,  seemed  to  charm  her  above  all. 
“  I  always  did  want  to  know  what  was  inside  people’s 
windows,”  she  said. 

And  in  the  same  way  it  was  a  feast  to  her  to  get 
hold  of  “  a  real  book,”  as  she  called  it,  not  only  the 
beginnings  of  everything,  and  selections  that  always 
broke  off  just  as  she  began  to  care  about  them.  She 
had  been  thoroughly  well  grounded,  and  had  a  thirst 
for  knowledge  too  real  to  have  been  stifled  by  the 
routine  she  had  gone  through — though,  said  she,  “  I 
do  want  time  to  get  on  further,  and  to  learn  what 
won’t  be  of  any  use  !  ” 

“  Of  no  use  !”  said  Mr.  Brownlow  laughing — having 
just  found  her  trying  to  make  out  the  Old  English  of 
King  Alfred’s  ‘  Boethius’ — “  such  as  this  ?  ” 

“Just  so!  They  always  are  turning  me  off  with 
‘  This  won’t  be  of  any  use  to  you.’  I  hate  use - ” 

“  Like  Ridley,  who  says  he  reads  a  book  with 
double  pleasure  if  he  is  not  going  to  review  it.” 

“That  Mr.  Ridley  who  came  in  last  evening  ?  ” 

“Even  so.  Why  that  opening  of  eyes  ?” 

“  I  thought  a  critic  was  a  most  formidable  person.” 

“You  expected  to  see  a  mess  of  salt  and  vinegar 
prepared  for  his  diet  ?  ” 

“  I  should  prepare  something  quite  different — milk 
and  sweetbreads,  I  think.” 

“To  soften  him?  Do  you  hear,  mother?  Take 
advice,” 
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Caroline — or  Carey,  as  she  had  begged  to  be  called 
—blushed,  and  drew  back  half-alarmed,  as  she  always 
was  when  the  Doctor  caught  up  any  of  the  little  bits 
of  fun  that  fell  so  shyly  and  demurely  from  her,  as 
they  were  evoked  by  the  more  congenial  atmosphere. 

It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  him  and  to  his  mother  to 
show  her  some  of  the  many  things  she  had  never  seen, 
watch  her  enjoyment,  and  elicit  whether  the  reality 
agreed  with  her  previous  imaginations.  Mr.  Brownlow 
used  to  make  time  to  take  the  two  ladies  out,  or  to 
drop  in  on  them  at  some  exhibition,  checking  the  flow 
of  half-droll,  half-intelligent  remarks  for  a  moment, 
and  then  encouraging  it  again,  while  both  enjoyed  that 
most  amusing  thing,  the  fresh  simplicity  of  a  grown¬ 
up,  clever  child. 

How  will  you  ever  bear  to  go  back  again  ?  ”  said 
Carey’s  school-friend,  Clara  Cartwright,  now  a  gover¬ 
ness,  whom  Mrs.  Brownlow  had,  with  some  suppressed 
growls  from  her  son,  invited  to  share  their  one  day’s 
country-outing  under  the  horse-chestnut  trees  ot 
Richmond. 

“  Oh  !  I  shall  have  it  all  to  take  back  with  me,”  was 
the  answer,  as  Carey  toyed  with  the  burnished  celan¬ 
dine  stars  in  her  lap. 

I  should  never  dare  to  think  of  it !  I  should  dread 
the  contrast !  ” 

Oh  no!  said  Carey.  “It  is  like  a  blind  person 
who  has  once  seen,  you  know.  It  will  be  always  warm 
about  my  heart  to  know  there  are  such  people.” 

Mrs.  Brownlow  happened  to  overhear  this  little 
colloquy  while  her  son  was  gone  to  look  for  the 
caniage,  and  there  was  something  in  the  bright  un- 
1  epining  tone  that  filled  her  eyes  with  tears,  more 
especially  as  the  little  creature  still  looked  very 
ragile  even  at  the  end  of  a  month.  She  was  so 
tiled  out  wich  her  day  of  almost  rapturous  enjoyment 
that  Mrs..  Brownlow  would  not  let  her  come  down 
stairs  again,  but  made  her  go  at  once  to  bed,  in  spite 
of  a  feeble  piotest  against  losing  one  eveninp'. 

And  I  am  afiaid  that  is  a  recall,”  said  Mrs.  Brown¬ 
low,  seeing  a  letter  directed  to  Miss  Allen  on  the 
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side-table.  “  I  will  not  give  it  •  to  her  to-night,  poor 
little  dear  ;  I  really  don’t  know  how  to  send  her  back.” 

“  Exactly  what  I  was  thinking,”  said  the  Doctor, 
leaning  over  the  fire,  which  he  was  vigorously  stirring. 

“You  don’t  think  her  strong  enough?  If  so,  I  am 
very  glad,”  said  the  mother,  in  a  delighted  voice.  “  Eh, 
Joe  ?”  as  there  was  a  pause;  and  as  he  replaced  the 
poker,  he  looked  up  to  her  with  a  colour  scarcely  to 
be  accounted  for  by  the  fire,  and  she  ended  in  an  odd, 
startled,  yet  not  displeased  tone,  “  It  is  that— is  it  ?  ” 

“Yes,  mother,  it  is  that','  said  Joe,  laughing  a  little, 
in  his  relief  that  the  plunge  was  made.  “  I  don’t  see 
that  we  could  do  better  for  your  happiness  or  mine.” 

“  Don’t  put  mine  first  ”  (half-crying). 

“  I  didn’t  know  I  did.  It  all  comes  to  the  same  thing.” 

“  My  dear  J oe,  I  only  wish  you  could  do  it  to-morrow, 
and  have  no  fuss  about  it !  What  will  Robert  do  ?  ” 

“Accept  the  provision  for  his  friend’s  daughter,” 
said  Joe,  gravely  ;  and  then  they  both  burst  out 
laughing.  In  the  midst  came  the  announcement  of 
dinner,  during  which  meal  they  refrained  themselves, 
and  tried  to  discuss  other  things,  though  not  so  suc¬ 
cessfully  but  that  it  was  repoited  in  the  kitchen  that 
something  was  up. 

Joseph  was  just  old  enough  for  his  mother,  who  had 
always  dreaded  his  marriage,  to  have  begun  to  wish 
for  it,  though  she  had  never  yet  seen  her  ideal 
daughter-in-law,  and  the  enforced  silence  during  the 
meal  only  made  her  more  eager,  so  that  she  began  at 
once  as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 

“  When  did  you  begin  to  think  of  this,  Joe  ?  ” 

“  Not  when  I  asked  you  to  invite  her — that  would 
have  been  treacherous.  No,  but  when  I  began  to 
realise  what  it  would  be  to  send  her  back  to  her  tread¬ 
mill  ;  though  the  beauty  of  it  is  that  she  never  seems 
to  realise  that  it  is  a  treadmill.” 

“  She  might  now,  though  I  tried  so  hard  not  to  spoil 
her.  It  is  that  content  with  such  a  life  which  makes 
me  think  that  in  her  you  may  have  something  more 
worth  than  the  portion,  which— which  I  suppose  I 
ought  to  regret  and  say  you  will  miss.” 
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“  I  shall  get  all  that  plentifully  from  Robert, 
mother.” 

“  I  am  afraid  it  does  entail  harder  work  on  you,  and 
later  on  in  life,  than  if  you  had  chosen  a  person  with 
something  of  her  own.” 

“  Something  of  her  own  ?  Her  own,  indeed ! 
Mother,  she  has  that  of  her  own  which  is  the  very 
thing  to  help  and  inspire  me  to  make  a  name,  and 
work  out  an  idea,  worth  far  more  than  any  pounds, 
shillings,  and  pence,  or  even  houses  or  lands  I  might 
get  with  a  serene  and  solemn  dame,  even  with  clear 
notions  as  to  those  same  /.  s.  d.  !  ” 

“  For  shame,  Joe  !  You  may  be  as  much  in  love  as 
you  please,  but  don’t  be  wicked.” 

For  this  description  was  applicable  to  the  bride 
whom  Robert  had  presented  to  them  about  a  year 
ago,  on  retiring  with  a  Colonel’s  rank. 

“  So  I  may  be  as  much  in  love  as  I  please  ?  Thank 
you.  I  always  knew  you  were  the  very  best  mother 
in  the  world  :  ”  and  he  came  and  kissed  her. 

“  I  wonder  what  she  will  say,  the  dear  child  !  ” 

“May  be  that  she  has  no  taste  for  such  an  old 
lellow.  Hush,  mother.  Seriously,  my  chief  scruple 
is  whether  it  be  fair  to  ask  a  girl  to  marry  a  man  twice 
her  age,  when  she  has  absolutely  seen  nothing  of  his 
kind  but  the  German  master  !  ” 

“Trust  her,”  said  Mrs.  Brownlow.  “Nay,  she  never 
could  have  a  freer  choice  than  now,  when  she  is  too 
young  and  simple  to  be  weighted  with  a  sense  of  being 
looked  down  on.  It  is  possible  that  she  may  be 
startled  at  first,  but  I  think  it  will  be  only  at  life 
opening  on  her ;  so  don’t  be  daunted,  and  imagine  it 
is  your  old  age  and  infirmity,”  said  the  mother, 
smoothing  back  the  locks  which  certainly  were  not 
the  clustering  curls  of  youth. 

How  the  mother  watched  all  the  next  morning, 
while  the  unconscious  Carey  first  marvelled  at  her 
nervousness  and  silence,  and  then  grew  almost  infected 
by  it.  It  was  very  strange,  she  thought,  that  Mrs. 
Biownlow,  always  so  kind,  should  say  nothing  but 
“humph”  on  being  told  that  Miss  Heath’s  workmen 
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had  finished,  and  that  she  must  return  next  Monday 
morning.  It  was  the  Doctor’s  day  to  be  early  at  the 
hospital,  and  he  had  had  a  summons  to  see  some  one 
on  the  way,  so  that  he  was  gone  before  breakfast, 
when  Carey’s  attempts  to  discuss  her  happy  day  in 
the  country  met  with  such  odd,  fitful  answers ;  for,  in 
fact,  Mrs.  Brownlow  could  not  trust  herself  to  talk, 
and  had  no  sooner  done  breakfast  than  she  went  oft 
to  her  'housekeeping  affairs  and  others,  which  she 
managed  unusually  to  prolong. 

Carey  was  trying  to  draw  some  flowers  in  a  glass 
before  her— a  little  purple,  green-winged  orchis,  a 
cowslip,  and  a  quivering  dark-brown  tuft  of  quaking 
grass.  He  came  and  stood  behind  her,  saying — - 

“  You’ve  got  the  character  of  those.” 

“  They  are  very  difficult,”  sighed  Carey  ;  “  I  never 
tried  flowers  before,  but  I  wanted  to  take  them  with 
me.” 

“  To  take  them  with  you  ?  ”  he  repeated,  rather 
dreamily. 

“Yes,  back  to  another  sort  of  Heath,”  she  said,  with 
a  little  laugh  ;  “  don’t  you  know  I  go  next  Monday  ?  ” 

“  If  y-ou  go,  I  hope  it  will  only  be  to  come  back.” 

“  Oh  !  if  Mrs.  Brownlow  is  so  good  as  to  let  me 
come  again  in  the  holidays  !  ”  and  she  was  all  one 
flush  of  joy,  looking  round,  and  up  in  his  face,  to  see 
whether  it  could  be  true. 

“  Not  only  for  holidays — for  work  days,”  he  said, 
and  his  voice  shook. 

“But  Mrs.  Brownlow  can’t  want  a  companion  ?” 

“  But  I  do.  Caroline,  will  you  come  back  to  us  to 
make  home  doubly  sweet  to  a  busy  man,  who  will  do 
his  best  to  make  you  happy  ?  ” 

The  little  creature  looked  up  in  his  face  bewildered, 
and  then  said  shyly,  the  colour  surging  into  her  face— 

“  Please,  what  did  you  say  ?  ” 

“  I  asked  if  you  would  stay  with  us,  and  make  this 
place  bright  for  us,  as  my  wife,”  he  said,  taking  both  the 
little  brown  hands  into  his  own,  and  looking  into  the 
widely-opened  wondering  eyes  ;  while  she  answered, 
«  if  I  may,” — the  very  words,  almost  the  very  tone,  in 
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which  she  had  replied  to  his  invitation  to  come  to 
recover  at  his  house. 

“Ah,  my  poor  child,  you  have  no  one’s  leave  to 
ask  !  ”  he  said  ;  “you  belong  to  us,  only  to  us,” — and 
he  drew  her  into  his  arms,  and  kissed  her. 

Then  he  felt  and  heard  a  great  sob,  and  there  were 
two  tears  on  her  cheek  when  he  could  see  her  face, 
but  she  smiled  with  happy,  quivering  lip,  and  said — 

“  It  was  like  when  papa  kissed  me  before  he  went 
away  ;  he  would  be  so  glad.” 

In  the  midst  of  the  caress  that  answered  this,  a  bell 
sounded,  and  in  the  certainty  that  the  announcement 
of  luncheon  would  instantly  follow,  they  started  apart. 

Two  seconds  later  they  met  Mrs.  Brownlow  on  the 
landing — 

“  There,  mother,”  said  the  Doctor. 

“  My  child  !  ”  and  Carey  was  in  her  arms. 

“  Oh,  may  I  ?— Is  it  real  ?  ”  said  the  girl  in  a  stifled 
voice. 

After  that,  they  took  it  very  quietly.  Carey  was  so 
young  and  ignorant  of  the  world  that  she  was  not  nearly 
so  much  overpowered  as  if  she  had  had  the  slightest 
external  knowledge  either  of  married  life,  or  of  the 
exceptional  thing  the  doctor  was  doing.  Her  mother 
had  died  when  she  was  three  years  old,  and  she  had 
never  since  that  time  lived  with  wedded  folk,  while 
even  her  companions  at  school  being  all  fatherless,  she 
had  gathered  nothing  of  even  second-hand  experience 
from  them.  All  she  knew  was  from  books,  which  had 
given  glimpses  into  happy  homes  ;  and  though  she 
had  feasted  on  a  few  novels  during  this  happy  month 
they  had  been  very  select,  and  chiefly  historical 
romance.  She  was  at  the  age  when  nothing  is  im¬ 
possible  to  youthful  dreams,  and  if  Tancredi  had  come 
out  of  the  Gerusalemme  and  thrown  himself  at  her 
feet,  she  would  hardly  have  felt  it  more  strangely 
dream-like  than  the  transformation  of  her  kind  doctor 
into  her  own  Joe  :  and  on  the  other  hand,  she  had 
from  the  first  moment  nestled  so  entirely  into  the 
home  that  it  would  have  seemed  more  unnatural  to  be 
torn  away  from  it  than  to  become  a  part  of  it.  As  to 
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her  being  an  extraordinary  and  very  disadvantageous 
choice  for  him,  she  simply  knew  nothing  of  the  matter  ; 
she  was  used  to  passiveness  as  to  her  own  destiny, 
and  now  that  she  did  indeed  “belong to  somebody”  she 
let  those  somebodies  think  and  decide  for  her  with  the 
one  certainty  that  what  Mr.  Brownlow  and  his  mother 
liked  was  sure  to  be  the  truly  right  and  happy  thing. 

So,  instead  of  being  alarmed  and  scrupulous,  she 
was  sweetly,  shyly,  and  yet  confidingly  gay  and 
affectionate,  enchanting  both  her  companions,  but 
revealing  by  her  naive  questions  and  remarks  such 
utter  ignorance  of  all  matters  of  common  life  that  Mrs. 
Brownlow  had  no  scruples  in  not  stirring  the'  question, 
that  had  never  occurred  to  her  son  or  his  little  betrothed, 
namely,  her  own  retirement.  Caroline  needed  a  mother 
far  too  much  for  her  to  be  spared. 

What  was  to  be  done  about  Miss  Heath?  It  was 
due  to  her  for  Miss  Allen  to  offer  to  return  till  her 
place  could  be  supplied,  Mrs.  Brownlow  said — but  that 
was  only  to  tease  the  lovers — for  a  quarter,  at  which 
Joe  made  a  snarling  howl,  whereat  Carey  ventured  to 
laugh  at  him,  and  say  she  should  come  home  for  every 
Sunday,  as  Miss  Pinniwinks,  the  senior  governess,  did. 
“  Come  home , — it  is  enough  to  say  that,’  she  added. 

Mrs.  Brownlow  undertook  to  negotiate  the  matter, 
her  son  saying  privately — 

“Get  her  off,  if  you  have  to  advance  a  quarter.  I’d 
rather  do  anything  than  send  her  back  for  even  a 
week,  to  have  all  manner  of  nonsense  put  into  her 
head.’  I’d  sooner  go  and  teach  there  myself.” 

“  Or  send  me  ?  ”  asked  his  mother. 

“  Anything  short  of  that,”  he  said. 

Miss  Pleath,  as  Mrs.  Brownlow  had  guessed,  thought 
an  engaged  girl  as  bad  as  a  barrel  of  gunpowder, 
and  was  quite  as  much  afraid  of  Miss  Allen  putting 
nonsense  into  her  pupils’  heads  as  the  doctoi  could  be 
of  the  reverse  process :  so,  young  teachers  not  being 
scarce,  Carey’s  brief  connection  with  Miss  Heath  was 
brought  to  an  end  in  a  morning  call,  whence  she 
returned  endowed  with  thirteen  book-markeis,  five 
mats,  and  a  sachet. 
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Carey  had  of  her  own,  as  it  appeared,  twenty-five 
pounds  a  year,  which  had  hitherto  clothed  her,  and  of 
which  she  only  knew  that  it  was  paid  to  her  quarterly 
by  a  lawyer  at  Bath,  whose  address  she  gave.  Mr 
Brownlow  followed  up  the  clue,  but  could  not  learn 
much  about  her  belongings.  .  The  twenty-five  pounds 
was  the  interest  of  the  small  sum,  which  had  remained 
to  pool  Captain  Allen,  when  he  wound  up  his  affairs 
aitei  paying  the  debts  m  which  his  early  and  imprudent 
marriage  had  involved  him.  He  did  not  seem  to  have 
ad  any  Relations,  and  of  his  wife  nothing  was  known 
ut  that  she  was  a  Miss  Otway,  and  that  he  had  met 
ei  m  some  colonial  quarters.  The  old  lady  with 
whom  the  nttle  girl  had  been  left,  was  her  mother’s 
a  erna!  aunt,  and  had  lived  on  an  annuity  so  small 
that  on  hei  death  there  had  not  been  funds  sufficient  to 
pay  expenses  without  a  sale  of  all  her  effects  so  hat 
nothing  had  been  saved  for  the  child,  except  a  few 
books  With  her  parents’ names  in  them— John  Allen 
d  Caiohne  Otway— which  she  still  kept  as  her 
chief  treasures.  The  lawyer,  who  had  acted  m  her 

of  agde!an’  W°Uld  hand  °Ver  t0  her  5°0/-  on  her  coming 

That  was  all  that  could  be  discovered  nor  was 
Colonel  Robert  Brownlow  as  much  flattered  as  had 
been  hoped  by  the  provision  for  his  friend’s  daughter 
Nay,  he  was  inclined  to  disavow  the  friendship  &  He 
was  sony  for  poor  Allen,  he  said,  but  as  to  makino-  a 
fiiend  of  such  a  fellow,  pah  !  No  !  there  was  no  harm 

had  ITgmin  ofc  &  g°°d  °ffiCer  en°Ugh>  but  he  never 
naa  a  giam  of  common  sense;  and  whereas  he  never 

could  keep  out  of  debt,  he  must  needs  go  and  marrv  a 

md  iT  ;.Jl,lbeCaUSf  he  th0"Sht  »«'  ™de  was  LI 

,  J  ,ei-  R  was  the  worst  thing  he  could  have 
done  for  it  made  her  uncle  cast  her'off  on  the  soot 
then  she  was  killed  with  harass  and  poverty  He 
nevei  held  up  his  head  again  after  losingPher  and  iust 
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flow  with  tears,  when  she  heard  it  couched  in  tenderer 
language  from  Joseph,  and  the  few  books  and  treasures 
that  had  been  rescued  agreed  with  it — a  Bible  with 
her  father’s  name,  a  few  devotional  books  of  her 
mother’s,  and  Mrs.  Hemans’s  poems  with  “To  Lina, 
from  her  devoted  J.  A.” 

Caroline  would  fain  have  been  called  Lina,  but  the 
name  did  not  fit  her,  and  would  not  take. 

Colonel  Brownlow  was  altogether  very  friendly,  if 
rather  grave  and  dry  towards  her,  as  soon  as  he  was 
convinced  that  “  it  was  only  Joe,”  and  that  pity,  not 
artfulness,  was  to  blame  for  the  undesirable  match. 
He  was  too  honourable  a  man  not  to  see  that  it 
could  not  be  given  up,  and  he  held  that  the  best 
must  now  be  made  of  it,  and  that  it  would  be  more 
proper,  since  it  was  to  be,  for  him  to  assume  the  part 
of  father,  and  let  the  marriage  take  place  from  his 
house  at  Kenminster.  This  was  a  proposal  for  which 
it  was  hard  to  be  as  grateful  as  it  deserved  ;  since 
it  had  been  planned  to  walk  quietly  into  the  parish 
church,  be  married  “  without  any  fuss,”  and  then  to 
take  the  fortnight’s  holiday,  which  was  ail  that  the 
doctor  allowed  himself. 

But  as  Robert  was  allowed  to  be  judge  of  the 
proprieties,  and  as  the  kindness  on  his  part  was  great, 
it  was  accepted  ;  and  Caroline  was  carried  off  for  three 
weeks  to  keep  her  residence,  and  make  the  house  feel 
what  a  blank  her  little  figure  had  left. 

Certainly,  when  the  pair  met  again  on  the  eve  of  the 
wedding,  there  never  was  a  more  willing  bride. 

She  said  she  had  been  very  happy.  The  Colonel 
and  Ellen,  as  she  had  been  told  to  call  her  future 
sister,  had  been  very  kind  indeed  ;  they  had  taken  her 
for  long  drives,  shown  her  everything,  introduced  her  tc 
quantities  of  people  ;  but,  oh  dear !  was  it  absolutely 
only  three  weeks  since  she  had  been  away  ?  It  seemed 
just  like  three  years,  and  she  understood  now  why  the 
girls  who  had  homes  made  calendars,  and  checked  off 
the  days.  No  school  term  had  ever  seemed  so  long; 
but  at  Kenminster  she  had  had  nothing  to  do,  and 
besides,  now  she  knew  what  home  was  ! 
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So  it  was  the  most  cheerful  and  joyous  of  weddings, 
though  the  bride  was  a  far  less  brilliant  spectacle  than 
the  biicle  of  last  year,  Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow,  who 
with  her  handsome  oval  face,  fine  figure,  and  her 
tasteful  dress,  perfectly  befitting  a  young  matron, 
could  not  help  infinitely  outshining  the  little  girlish 
angular  creature,  looking  the'  browner  for  her  bridal 
white,  so  that  even  a  deep  glow,  and  a  strange  misty 
beaminess  of  expression  could  not  make  her  passable 
in  Kenminster  eyes. 

How  would  Joe  Brownlow’s  fancy  turn  out  ? 
CHAPTER  II. 

THE  CHICKENS. 

John  Gilpin’s  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 

‘  ‘  Though  wedded  we  have  been 
These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen.” — Cowj>er. 

No  one  could  have  much  doubt  how  it  had  turned  out, 
who  looked,  after  fifteen  years,  into  that  room  where 
Joe  Brownlow  and  his  mother  had  once  sat  tete-a-tete. 

They  occupied  the  two  ends  of  the  table  still,  neither 
looking  much  older,  in  expression  at  least,  for  the 
fifteen  yeais  that  had  passed  over  their  heads,  thouMr 
the  mother  had — after  the  wont  of  active  old  ladies — 
grown  smaller  and  lighter,  and  the  son  somewhat  more 
bald  and  giey,  but  not  a  whit  more  careworn,  and  if 
possible,  even  brighter. 

On  one  side  of  him  sat  a  little  figure,  not  quite  so 
tlnn,  some  angles  smoothed  away,  the  black  hair 
coiled,  but  still  in  resolute  little  mutinous  tendrils  on 
the  blow,  not  ill  set  off  by  a  tuft  of  carnation  ribbon  on 
one  side,  agreeing  with  the  colour  that  touched  up  her 
gauzy  black  dress  ;  the  face,  not  beautiful  indeed — 
but  developed,  softened,  brightened  with  more  of  sweet¬ 
ness  and  tenderness — as  well  as  more  of  thought _ - 

added  to  the  fresh  responsive  intelligence  it  had  always 
possessed. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  dinner-table  were  a  girl 
of  fourteen  and  a  boy  of  twelve  ;  the  former,  of  a  much 
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larger  frame  than  her  mother,  and  in  its  most  awkward 
and  uncouth  stage,  hardly  redeemed  by  the  keen 
ardour  and  inquiry  that  glowed  in  the  dark  eyes,  set 
like  two  hot  coals  beneath  the  black  overhanging 
brows  of  the  massive  forehead,  on  which  the  dark 
smooth  hair  was  parted.  The  features  were  large,  the 
complexion  dark  but  not  clear,  and  the  look  of  resolu¬ 
tion  in  the  square-cut  chin  and  closely  shutting  mouth 
was  more  boy-like  than  girl-like.  Janet  Brownlow  was 
assuredly  a  very  plain  girl,  but  the  family  habit  was 
to  regard  their  want  of  beauty  as  rather  a  mark 
of  distinction,  capable  of  being  joked  about,  if  not 
triumphed  in. 

Nor  was  Allen,  the  boy,  wanting  in  good  looks.  He 
was  fairer,  clearer,  better  framed  in  every  way  than  his 
sister,  and  had  a  pleasant,  lively  countenance,  prepos¬ 
sessing  to  all.  He  had  a  well-grown,  upright  figure, 
his  father’s  ready  suppleness  of  movement,  and  his 
mother’s  hazel  eyes  and  flashing  smile,  and  there  was 
a  look  of  success  about  him,  as  well  there  might  be, 
since  he  had  come  out  triumphantly  from  the  examin¬ 
ation  for  Eton  College,  and  had  been  informed  that 
morning  that  there  were  vacancies  enough  for  his  im¬ 
mediate  admission. 

There  was  a  pensiveness  mixed  with  the  satisfaction 
in  his  mother’s  eyes  as  she  looked  at  him,  for  it  was 
the  first  break  into  the  home.  She  had  been  the  only 
teacher  of  her  children  till  two  years  ago,  when  Allen 
had  begun  to  attend  a  day  school  a  few  streets  off,  and 
the  first  boy’s  first  flight  from  under  her  wing,  for  ever 
so  short  a  space,  is  generally  a  sharp  wound  to  the 
mother’s  heart. 

Not  that  Allen  would  leave  an  empty  house  behind 
him.  Lying  at  full  length  on  the  carpet,  absorbed  in 
a  book,  was  Robert,  a  boy  on  whom  the  same  capacious 
brow  as  Janet’s  sat  better  than  on  the  feminine  creature. 
He  was  reading  on,  undisturbed  by  the  pranks  of  three 
younger  children,  John  Lucas,  a  lithe,  wiry,  restless 
elf  of  nine,  with  a  brown  face  and  black  curly  head, 
and  Armine  and  Barbara,  young  persons  of  seven  and 
six,  on  whom  nature  had  been  more  beneficent  in  the 
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matter  of  looks  for  though  brown  was  their  prevailing 
complexion^  both  had  well-moulded,  childish  features' 
and  ready  fine  eyes.  The  hubbub  of  voices,  as  they 
tumbled  and  rushed  about  the  window  and  balcony 
was  the  regular  accompaniment  of  dinner,  though  on 
the  fiist  plaintive  tone  from  the  little  girl,  the  mother 

Fah^l/dToo  sooa''er  ^  ''  He  wUl  ^  “*> 

“What’s  the  last  news  from  Fairyland,  Babie D  ” 
asked  the  father  as  the  little  one  ran  up  to  him 

1  want  to  be  Queen  Mab,  papa,  but  Armine  wants 
•o  be  Peiseus  with  the  Gorgon’s  head,  and  Jock  is  the 
diagon  ;  but  the  dragon  will  come  before  we’ve  put 
roily  upon  the  rock.”  Puc 

a  What  !  is  Polly  Andromeda - ?  ”  as  a  ptpv 

1M“Yes  PoaPYW  “red  f'™ 

Yes,  papa,  called  out  Armine.  “You  see  she’s 
WOlrt  pI*Y’  a"d  Bab«  will  bo 

.  “I.suPP°se,”  said  the  mother,  “that  it  is  not  harder 

o  ling  Queen  Mab  in  with  Perseus  than  Oberon  with 
Theseus  and  Hippolyta— ”  muuonwitn 

"You  would  have  us  infer,”  said  the  Doctor  with 

loph  p— 

da^’Cs  bT,he  «- 

Sf d%ked  aiKnSS 

to  the  rock,  alias  stand,  to  wS  P^tas  S  hS  sh 
remarking  m  a  hoarse,  low  whisper,  “  Naughty  CPT' 

Well  moaned,  Andromeda  !  ”  y  y 

weimk“apa’’’  persisted  rnet,  “when  Oliver  Crom- 

Oh  !  look  at  the  Gorgon  I  ”  cried  th^  mAfi  . 

battered  head  of  an  ancient'  doll  the  motheb  as  the 
his  shoulder  by  PeLus  decorated  1,  fPlayed  °ver 
snakes,  one  made  of  stamps  and  thf  ’tP0  cnonnou3 
whalebone  shavings  out  o7a  C  ‘he  °ther  3  9piral  of 
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The  monster  immediately  tumbled  over,  twisted, 
kicked,  and  wriggled  so  that  the  scandalised  Perseus 
exclaimed:  “But  Jock — monster,  I  mean — you’re 
turned  into  stone - ” 

“  It’s  convulsions,”  replied  the  monster,  gasping 
frightfully,  while  redoubling  his  contortions,  though 
Queen  Mab  observed  in  the  most  admonitory  tone, 
touching  him  at  the  same  time  with  her  wand,  “  Don’t 
you  know,  Skipjack,  that’s  the  reason  you  don’t 
grow - ” 

“  Eh  !  What’s  the  new  theory !  Who  says  so, 
Babie  ?  ”  came  from  the  bottom  of  the  table. 

“  Nurse  says  so,  papa,”  answered  Allen  ;  “  I 

heard  her  telling  Jock  yesterday  that  he  would  never 
be  any  taller  till  he  stood  still  and  gave  himself 
time.” 

“  Get  out,  will  you !  ”  was  then  heard  from  the 
prostrate  Robert,  the  monster  having  taken  care  to 
become  petrified  right  across  his  legs. 

“But  papa,”  Janet’s  voice  was  heard,  “if  Oliver 
Cromwell  had  not  helped  the  Waldenses - ” 

It  was  lost,  for  Bobus  and  Jock  were  rolling  over 
together  with  too  much  noise  to  be  bearable  ;  Grand¬ 
mamma  turned  round  with  an  expostulatory  “  My 
dears,”  Mamma  with  “  Boys,  please  don’t  when  papa 
is  tired - ” 

“Jock  is  such  a  little  ape,”  said  Bobus,  picking  him¬ 
self  up.  “  Father,  can  you  tell  me  why  the  moon 
draws  up  the  tides  on  the  wrong  side  ?  ” 

“You  may  study  the  subject,”  said  the  Doctor; 
“  I  shall  pack  you  all  off  to  the  seaside  in  a  day  or 
two.” 

There  was  one  outcry  from  mother,  wife,  and  boys, 
“  Not  without  you  ?  ” 

“  i  can’t  go  till  Drew  comes  back  from  his 
outing - ” 

“  But  why  should  we  ?  It  would  be  so  much  nicer 
all  together.” 

“  It  will  be  horribly  dull  without  ;  indeed  I  never 
can  see  the  sense  of  going  at  all,”  said  Janet. 

There  was  a  confused  outcry  of  indignation,  in  which 
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waves  crabs — boats  and  shrimps,  were  all  mingled 
together.  b 

I  m  suie  ihats  not  half  so  entertaining  as  hearing 
people  talk  in  the  evening,”  said  Janet. 

“  You  precocious  little  piece  of  dissipation,”  said  her 
mother,  laughing. 

“  didn’t  mean  fine  lady  nonsense,”  said  Janet 
rather  hotly  ;  “  I  meant  talk  like - ” 

“  Like  big  guns.  Oh,  yes,  we  know,”  interrupted 
Allen  ;  Janet  does  not  think  anyone  worth  listening 
to  that  hasn’t  got  a  whole  alphabet  tacked  behind 
his  name.” 

Janet  had  better  take  care,  and  Bobus  too,”  said 
the  Doctor,  “  or  we  shall  have  to  send  them  to  vegetate 

on  some  farm,  and  see  the  cows  milked  and  the 
pigs  fed.” 

I  m  afraid  Bobus  would  apply  himself  to  findino- 
now  much  caseine  matter  was  in  the  cow’s  milk  ”  said 
Janet  in  her  womanly  tone. 

i  "Pi137  wI\at  rule  the  P^s  curled  their  tails,”  said 
hei  father,  with  a  mischievous  pull  at  the  black  plaited 
tail  that  hung  down  behind  her. 

,  And  then  the7  a11  rose  from  the  table,  little  Barbara 
starting  up  as  soon  as  grace  was  said.  “Father 
please,  you  are  the  Giant  Queen  Mab  always  rides  ! 
Queen  Mab,  or  Queen  Bab,  always  rides  me,  which 

the 'Giant— ”amC  ^  Th°Ugh  as  to  the  of 
There  was  a  pause  to  let  grandmamma  go  up  in 
peace,  upon  Mother  Carey’s  arm,  and  then  a  general 
lomp  and  scurry  all  the  way  up  the  stairs,  ending  by 
Jocks  standing  on  one  leg  on  the  top  post  of  the 
baluster,  like  an  acrobat,  an  achievement  which  made 
even  his  father  so  giddy  that  he  peremptorily  desired 
it  never  to  be  attempted  again,  to  the  great  relief  of 
both  the  ladies  Then,  coming  into  the  drawing-room 
Babie  perched  herself  on  his  knee,  and  began,  without 

“  Colubrkd”  :£!eparatl°n’  the  recitation  of  Cowper’s 

Fast  by  the  threshold  of  a  door  nailed  fast 
1  hiee  kittens  sat,  each  kitten  looked  aghast,” 
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And  just  as  she  had  with  great  excitement — 

“Taught  him  never  to  come  there  no  more,” 

Armine  broke  in  with  “  Nine  times  one  are  nine.” 

It  was  an  institution  dating  from  the  days  when 
Janet  made  her  first  acquaintance  with  the  “  Little 
Busy  Bee,”  that  there  should  be  something,  of  some 
sort,  said  or  shown  to  papa,  whenever  he  was  at  home 
or  free  between  dinner  and  bed-time,  and  it  was  con¬ 
sidered  something  between  a  disgrace  and  a  misfortune 
to  produce  nothing. 

So  when  the  two  little  ones  had  been  kissed  and 
sent  off  to  bed,  with  mamma  going  with  them  to  hear 
their  prayers,  Jock,  on  being  called  for,  repeated  a 
Greek  declension  with  two  mistakes  in  it,  Bobus 
showed  a  long  sum  in  decimals,  Janet,  brought  a  neat 
parallelism  of  the  present  tense  of  the  verb  “  to  be  ”  in 
five  languages — Greek,  Latin,  French,  German,  and 
English. 

“  And  Allen — reposing  on  your  honours  ?  Eh,  my 

boy ? ”  . 

Allen  looked  rather  foolish,  and  said,  “  I  spoilt  it, 
papa,  and  hadn’t  time  to  begin  another.” 

“  It — I  suppose  I  am  not  to  hear  what  till  it  has 
come  to  perfection.  Is  it  the  same  that  was  in  hand 
last  time  ? J 

“  No,  papa,  much  better,”  said  Janet,  emphatically. 

“What  I  want  to  see,”  said  Dr.  Brownlow,  “is 
something  finished.  I’d  rather  have  that  than  ever  so 
many  magnificent  beginnings.” 

Here  he  was  seized  upon  by  Robert,  with  his  knitted 
brow  and  a  book  in  his  hands,  demanding  aid  in 
making  out  why,  as  he  said,  the  tide  swelled  out'  on 
the-wrong  side  of  the  earth. 

His  father  did  his  best  to  disentangle  the  question, 
but  Bobus  was  not  satisfied  till  the  clock  chimed  his 
doom,  when  he  went  off  with  Jock,  who  was  walking 
on  his  hands. 

“That’s  too  tough  a  subject  for  such  a  little 
fellow,”  said  the  grandmother ;  “  so  late  in  the  day 

too  1  ” 
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“  He  would  have  worried  his  brain  with  it  all  ni<*ht 
if  he  had  not  worked  it  out,”  said  his  father  b 

f(  “I  m  af{aid  he  will,  any  way,”  said  the  mother. 

fancy  being  troubled  with  dreams  of  surging-  oceans 
rising  up  the  wrong  way  !  ” 

\es,  he  ought  to  be  running  after  the  tides 

Mrtlad  r  the°risingi  abou't  them-  Carry  him  off, 
time’^  CaiGy’  aiK  t  le  whole  brood,  without  loss  of 

But  Joe,  why  should  we  not  wait  for  you  ?  You 
never  did  send  us  away  all  forlorn  before!”  she  said 

pleadingly.  “  We  are  all  quite  well,  and  I  can’t  bear 
going  without  you.” 

rlr^dl  muchiathcr  a11  the  chickens  were  safe  away, 
;'ar'-v’  lle  said,  sitting  down  by  her.  -‘There’s  a 
tendency  to  epidemic  fever  in  two  or  three  streets 
Which  I  don’t  like  in  this  hot  weather,  and  I  had 
athei  have  my  mind  easy  about  the  young  ones  ” 

in  tlmmiSaof  it  H  U  ^  °f  “y  mind’  leaviag  3™ 

“YT‘  .™ind,  being  that  of  a  mother  bird  and  a 
doctoi  s  wife,  ought  to  have  no  objection.” 

«  t  °W  soon  does  Dr.  Drew  come  home  ?  ” 

In  a  fortnight,  I  believe.  He  wanted  rest 
poor  old  fellow  Don’t  grudge  him  every  day  ’’  7’ 

A  fortnight!”  (as  if  it  was  a  century)  '‘You 

^weekTh*™  fplaS’’  WeU'  ^  ^  take 

wheifi’cameln  1  fb?ndJa  letter  from  Acton 

efysium  it  Kyve  Clem^a^E ’££££«“ 

1‘‘Ajdrooms°?'’hare  ‘’°CkS  a‘ld  WaVes  and  a11" 

Yes  very  good  rooms,  enough  for  us  all  ”  was  th<=> 
answer  flinging  into  her  lap  a  letter  from  1  is  friend^ 
somewhat  noted  artist  in  water-colours  whom  IfC 

r/nfanHdt  Carey’S  Sch°o1  friend>  Miss  Cartwright 
iiaa  mail  lea  two  years  a«*o.  ^ 

mamma  obserS/”l  am  too  0^^  ?Sy  grand' 
will  let  me  stay  and  keep  house  for  him)”  ””SS  1  J°C 
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“  Please,  please  let  me  stay  with  granny,”  insisted 
Janet ;  “then  I  shall  finish  my  German  classes.” 

Janet  was  granny’s  child.  She  had  slept  in  her 
room  ever  since  Allen  was  born,  and  trotted  after  her 
in  her  “  housewifeskep,”  and  the  sense  of  being  pro¬ 
tected  was  passing  into  the  sense  of  protection.  Before 
she  could  be  answered,  however,  there  was  an  announce¬ 
ment.  Friends  were  apt  to  drop  in  to  coffee  and  talk 
in  the  evening,  on  the  understanding  that  certain  days 
alone  were  free — people  chiefly  belonging  to  a  literary, 
scientific,  and  artist  set,  not  Bohemian,  but  with  a 
good  deal  of  quiet  ease  and  absence  of  formality. 

This  friend  had  just  returned  from  Asia  Minor,  and 
had  brought  an  exquisite  bit  of  a  Greek  frieze,  of  which 
he  had  become  the  happy  possessor,  knowing  that 
Mrs.  Joseph  Brownlow  would  delight  to  see  it,  and 
mayhap  to  copy  it. 

For  Carey’s  powers  had  been  allowed  to  develop 
themselves  ;  Mrs.  Brownlow  having  been  always  house¬ 
keeper,  she  had  been  fain  to  go  on  with  the  studies 
that  even  her  preparation  for  governessship  had  not 
rendered  wearisome,  and  thus  had  become  a  veiy 
graceful  modeller  in  clay— her  favourite  pursuit— when 
her  children’s  lessons  and  other  occupations  left  her 
free  to  indulge  in  it-.  The  history  of  the  travels,  and 
the  account  of  the  discovery,  were  given  and  heard 
with  all  zest,  and  in  the  midst  others  came  in— a 
barrister  and  his  wife  to  say  good-bye  before  the 
circuit,  a  professor  with  a  ticket  for  the  gallery  at  a 
scientific  dinner,  two  medical  students,  who  had  been 
made  free  of  the  house  because  they  were  nice  lads 
with  no  available  friends  in  town. 

It  was  all  over  by  half-past  ten,  and  the  trio,  were 
alone  together.  “  How  amusing  Mr.  Leslie  is  !  ”  said 
the  young  Mrs.  Brownlow.  “He  knows  how  to 

describe  as  few  people  do.” 

“Did  you  see  Janet  listening  to  him,  said  her 
grandmother,  “with  her  brows  pulled  down  and  her 
eyes  sparkling  out  under  them,  wanting  to  devour 

every  word  ?  ”  .  ,  T  i  i 

“  Yes,”  returned  the  Doctor,  “  I  saw  it,  and  i  longed 
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to  souse  that  black  head  of  hers  with  salt  water.  I  don’t 
like  brains  to  grow  to  the  contempt  of  healthful' play.” 

ieople  never  know  when  they  are  well-off  I  I 
wonder  what  you  would  have%said  if  you  had  had  a 
lot^ of  stupid  dolts,  boys  always  being  plucked,  &c.” 
-Dont  plume  yourself .  too  soon,  Mother  Carey 

A0nf  -r  lias.g'one  through  the  first  ordeal.” 

And  if  Allen  did,  Bobus  will.” 

Allen  is  quite  as  clever  as  Bobus,  granny  if— 
eagerly;said  the  mother. 

A1]A  j\  said.  thf  father ;  “there’s  the  point.  If 
Allen  has  the  stimulus,  he  will  do  well.  I  own  I  am 
particularly  pleased  with  his  success,  because  per- 
seveiance  is  his  weak  point.”  k 

“Carej,  kept  him  up  to  it,”  said  granny.  “  I 
believe  his  success  is  quite  as  much  her  work  as  his 

_  And  the  question  is,  how  will  he  get  on  without 
his  mother  to  coach  him  ?  ”  mout 

Now  you  know  you  are  not  one  bit  uneasy  naoa  l  ” 
cried  his  wife,  indignantly.  “But  don’t  yoTthSk  we 

There  caiftT  W  her,^U  for  Just  these  ten  days  ? 
mere  cant  be  any  real  danger  for  her  with  or i 

mamma,  and  I  should  be  happier  about  granny." 

“  ivrA  1  tl.USt  Joe  to  take  care  °f  me  ?” 
nobody  £  s*Si X  1? 

pe;SyWweaa”he  ^  **  4b 

granny  ^  1  C°Uld  ^  *  Child  victimised  to  me,”  said 

brain."'11’6  en°Ugh  *°  SW“P  «'<=  cobwebs  oh  of  her 

“And  you  can  do  without  her?”  incmired  M,-o 
Brownlow.  “You  don’t  want  her  to  heln^  t 
boys  in  order  ?  ”  c  P  to  keeP  the 

SaidTCaarey,  "“she  exasp^^^^'  without 
y  exasperates  them  sometimes.” 
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“  I  believe  granny  is  thinking  whether  she  is  not 
wanted  to  keep  Mother  Carey  in  order  as  well  as  her 
chickens.  Hasn’t  mother  been  taken  for  your 
governess,  Carey  ?  ” 

“No,  no,  Joe,  that’s  too  bad.  They  asked  Janet  at 
the  dancing-school  whether  her  sister  was  not  going 
to  join.” 

“  Her  younger  sister  ?  ” 

“No,  I  tell  you,  her  half-sister.  But  Clara  Acton 
will  do  discretion  for  us,  granny  ;  and  I  promise  you 
we  won’t  do  anything  her  husband  says  is  very 
desperate  !  Don’t  be  afraid.” 

“No,”  said  grandmamma,  smiling  as  she  kissed  her 
daughter-in-law,  and  rose  to  take  her  candle  ;  “  I  am 
never  afraid  of  anything  a  mother  can  share  with  her 
boys.” 

“  Even  if  she  is  nearly  a  tomboy  herself,”  laughed 
the  husband,  with  rather  a  teasing  air,  towards  his 
little  wife.  “  Good  night,  mother.  Shall  not  we  be 
snug  with  nobody  left  but  Janet,  who  might  be  great¬ 
grandmother  to  us  both  ?  ” 

“  I  really  am  glad  that  Janet  should  stay  with 
granny,”  said  Carey,  when  he  had  shut  the  door 
behind  the  old  lady  ;  “  she  would  be  left  alone  so 
many  hours  while  you  are  out,  and  she  does  need 
more  waiting  on  than  she  used  to  do.  ^ 

“  You  think  so  ?  I  never  see  her  grow  older.” 

“  Not  in  the  least  older  in  mind  or  spirits  ;  but  she 
is  not  so  strong,  nor  so  willing  to  exert  herself,  and 
she  falls  asleep  more  in  the  afternoon.  One  reason  for 
which  I  am  less  sorry  to  go  on  before,  is  that  I  shall 
be  able  to  judge  whether  the  rooms  are  comfortable 
enough  for  her,  and  I  suppose  we  may  change  if  they 

are  not.”  „ 

“  To  another  place,  if  you  think  best. 

“  Only  you  will  not  let  her  stay  at  home  altogethei 

That’s  what  I’m  afraid  of.” 

“  She  will  only  do  so  on  the  penalty  of  keeping  me, 
and  you  may  trust  her  not  to  do  that,”  said  Joe, 
laughing  with  the  confidence  of  an  only  son.  ; 

“I  shall  come  back  and  fetch  you  if  you  don  t 
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appear  under  a  fortnight.  Did  you  do  any  more  this 
morning  to  the  great  experiment,  Magnum  Bonum  ?  ” 
She  spoke  the  words  in  a  proud,  shy,  exulting  semi¬ 
whisper,  somewhat  as  Gutenberg’s  wife  might  have 
asked  after  his  printing-press. 

No-  J  haven  t  had  half  an  hour  to  myself  to-day  • 
at  least  when  I  could  have  'attended  to  it.  Don’t  be 
afraid,  Carey,  I’m  not  daunted  by  the  doubts  of  our 
good  friends.  I  see  your  eyes  reproaching  me  with 

L  ll  d  L  i 

“  Oh  no,  as  you  said,  Sir  Matthew  Fleet  mistrusts 
anything  entirely  new,  and  the  professor  is  never 
sanguine.  I  am  almost  glad  they  are  so  stupid,  it 
will  make  our  pleasure  all  the  sweeter.” 

“  You  silly  little  bird,  if  you  sit  on  that  egg  it  will 
be  sure  to  be  addled.  If  it  should  come  to  any  good 
piobably  it  will  take  longer  than  our  life-time  to  work 
into  people  s  brains.” 

No,  said  Carey,  “  I  know  the  real  object  is  the 

relieving  pain  and  saving  life,  and  that  is  what  you 

caie  foi  more  than  the  honour  and  glory.  But  do 
you  remember  the  fly  on  the  coach  wheel  ?  ” 

Well  the  coach  wheel  means  to  stand  still  for  a 

till  mvhfo'  •  1  u°nt  K£an  t0  tly  another  experiment 
till  my  biarns  have  been  turned  out  to  grass  and  I 

can  come  to  it  fresh.”  S  ’  L 

Ah  !  _  tis  you  that  really  need  the  holiday,”  said 
Caiey,  wistfully  ;  “  much  more  than  any  of  us  Look 
at  Bus  great  crow’s  foot,”  tracing  it  with  her  finder 
Laughing,  my  dear.  That’s  the  outline  of 'the 
s,b  e  muscle.  A  Mother  Carey  and  her  six  ridi¬ 
culous  chickens  can’t  but  wear  out  furrows  with 
laughing  at  them.” 

,1  °nI{  know  1  wish  ^  were  you  that  were  going 
and  I  that  were  staying  at  home.” 

You  shall  do  my  work  to-day, 

And  I’ll  go  follow  the  plough,’  ” 

said  her  husband,  laughing.  “  There  are  the  notes  of 
my  lecture,  if  you’ll  go  and  give  it  ”  1  f 

“  Ah  !  we  should  not  be  like  that  celebrated  couple. 
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You  would  manage  the  boys  much  better  than  I  could 
doctor  your  patients.” 

“  I  don’t  know  that.  The  boys  are  never  so  com¬ 
fortable,  when  I’ve  got  them  alone.  But,  considering 
the  hour,  I  should  think  the  best  preliminary  would 
be  to  put  out  the  lamp  and  go  to  bed.” 

“  I  suppose  it  is  time  ;  but  I  always  think  this  last 
talk  before  going  upstairs,  the  best  thing  in  the  whole 
day !  ”  said  the  happy  wife  as  she  took  the  candle. 

CHAPTER  III. 

THE  WHITE  SLATE. 

Dark  house,  by  which  once  more  I  stand 
Here  in  the  long  unlovely  street. 

Doors,  where  my  heart  was  wont  to  beat 
So  quickly,  waiting  for  a  hand — 

A  hand  that  can  be  clasped  no  more. 

Behold  me,  for  I  cannot  sleep. —  Tennyson. 

“  Mother  Carey,”  to  call  her  by  the  family  name 
that  her  husband  had  given  the  first  day  she  held  a 
baby  in  her  arms,  had  a  capacity  of  enjoyment  that 
what  she  called  her  exile  could  not,  destroy.  Even 
Bobus  left  theory  behind  him  and  became  a  holiday 
boy,  and  the  whole  six  climbed  rocks,  paddled,  boated, 
hunted  sea  weeds  and  sea  animals,  lived  on  the  beach 
from  morning  to  night ;  and  were  exceedingly  amused 
by  the  people,  who  insisted  on  addressing  the  senior 
of  the  party  as  “  Miss,”  and  thought  them  a  young 
girl  and  her  brothers  under  the  charge  of  Mrs.  Acton. 
She,  though  really  not  a  year  older  than  her  friend, 
looked  like  a  worn  and  staid  matron  by  her  side,  and 
was  by  no  means  disposed  to  scramble  barefoot  over 
slippery  seaweed,  or  to  take  impromptu  a  part  in 
the  grand  defence  of  the  sand  and  shingle  edition  of 
Raglan  Castle. 

Even  to  Mrs.  Acton  it  was  a  continual  wonder  to 
see  how  entirely  under  control  of  that  little  meiiy 
mother  were  those  great,  lively,  spirited  boys,  who 
never  seemed  to  think  of  disobeying  her  first  woid, 
and,  while  all  made  fun  together,  and  she  was  hardly 
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less  active  and  enterprising  than  they,  always  con¬ 
sidered  her  comfort  and  likings. 

So  went  things  for  a  fortnight,  during  which  the 

coming  of  the  others  had  been  put  off  by  Dr.  Drew’s 
absence  Dup  t\/t-  a  J  ,  . 


morning  Mr.  Acton 


p,.  y  ys  xvcion  sought  Mrs. 

Biownlow  on  the  beach,  where  she  was  sitting  with 

r0f°u-fOU1^  ^eb  partly  "reading  from  a  translation, 
paitly  telling  them  the  story  of  Ulysses. 

He  called  her  aside,  and  told  her  that  her  husband 
had  telegraphed  to  him  to  bid  him  to  carry  her  the 
tidmgs  that  good  old  Mrs.  Brownlow  had  been  taken 
fiom  them  suddenly  in  the  night,  evidently  in  her  sleep 
Gaiey  turned  very  white,  but  said  only  “Oh  I  whv 
did  I  go  without  them  ?  ”  7  7 

rJt™  SUuh  °Ve!'whelming  shock  as  left  no  room 
,  ,  '  d rst  thought,  the  only  one  she  seemed 

°hrV;°°m  folinWaS  t0  gGt  back  to  her  husband  by 
i  f  fwS^A  Shewould  have  taken  all  the  children 
but  that  Mrs.  Acton  insisted,  almost  commanded,  that 

herythat°thei,bf  ^  dmrge’  and  reminded 

f  fatIlfr  wished  them  to  be  out  of  London  • 

no  did  Allen  and  Robert  show  any  wish  to  return  to 
house  of  mourning,  being  just  of  the  age  to  be  so 
uch  scaled  at  sorrow  as  to  ignore  it.  And  indeed 
then  mother  was  equally  new  to  any  real  grief  -  her 
parents  had  been  little  more  than  a  name  to  her’ and 
the  only  loss  she  had  actually  felt  was  that  of 
favourite  schoolfellow.  oi  a 

thftrlin^nTtoJ16  tWnk  °r  feel  tiH  she  had  reached 
c  tiam  and  taken  her  seat,  and  even  then  the  first 

^  she  was  conscious  of  was  a  sense  of  numbness 

hel-self  and  fllv°Ious  observation  without,  as  she  found 
eiself  tiying  to  read  upside  down  the  direction  of 

of1  neighbour's  parcels,  counting  the  flounces 

on  her  dress  and  speculating  on  the  meeting  and 
partings  at  the  stations  ;  yet  with  a  terrible  weight 
and  soreness  on  her  all  the  time,  though  she  could  not 
im  \of  t  le  dear  grannie,  of  whom  it  was  no  fiCTU1-e  0f 

Thefu  rY  thf  She  had  been  indeed  a  mothe/ 

he  idea  of  her  absence  from  home  for  ever  was  too 
scrange,  too  heartrending  to  be  at  once  embraced"  anc? 
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as  she  neared  the  end  of  her  journey  on  that  long 
day,  Carey’s  mind  was  chiefly  fixed  on  the  yearning 
to  be  with  her  husband  and  Janet,  who  had  suffered 
such  a  shock  without  her.  She  seemed  more  able  to 
feel  through  her  husband — who  was  so  devoted  to  his 
mother,  than  for  herself,  and  she  was  every  moment 
more  uneasy  about  her  little  daughter,  who  must  have 
been  in  the  room  with  her  grandmother.  Comfort 
them  ?  How,  she  did  not  know  !  The  others  had 
always  petted  and  comforted  her,  and  now- — - —  No 
one  to  go  to  when  the  children  were  ailing  or  naughty 
— no  one  to  share  little  anxieties  when  Joe  was  out 
late — no  one  to  be  the  backbone  she  leant  on — no 
dear  welcome  from  the  easy  chair.  That  thought 
nearly  set  her  crying  ;  the  tears  burnt  in  her  strained 
eyes,  but  the  sight  of  the  people  opposite  braced  her, 
and  she  tried  to  fix  her  thoughts  on  the  unseen  world, 
but  they  only  wandered  wide  as  if  beyond  her  own 
control,  and  her  head  was  aching  enough  to  confuse 
her. 

At  last,  late  on  the  long  summer  day,  she  was  at 
the  terminus,  and  with  a  heart  beating  so  fast  that 
she  could  hardly  breathe,  found  herself  in  a  cab, 
driving  up  to  her  own  door,  just  as  the  twilight  was 
darkening. 

How  dark  it  looked  within,  with  all  the  blinds 
down!  The  servant  who  opened  the  door  thought 
Miss  Janet  was  in  the  drawing-room,  but  the  master 
was  out.  It  sounded  desolate,  and  Carey  ran  up 
stairs,  craving  and  eager  for  the  kiss  of  her  child  the 
child  who  must  have  borne  the  brunt  of  the  shock. 

The  room  was  silent,  all  dusky  and  shadowed  ;  the 
window-frames  were  traced  on  the  blinds  by  the  gas 
freshly  lighted  outside,  and  moving  in  the  breeze  with 
a  monotonous  dreariness.  Carey  stood  a  moment,  and 
then  her  eyes  getting  accustomed  to  the  darkness, 
she  discerned  a  little  heap  lying  curled  up  before  the 
ottoman,  her  head  on  a  great  open  book,  asleep- 
poor  child  !  quite  worn  out.  Carey  moved  quietly 
across  and  sat  down  by  her,  longing  but  not  daring  to 
touch  her.  The  lamp  was  brought  up- in  a  minute  cr 
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two  and  that  roused  Janet,  who  sprang-  Up  with  a 

Oh  iS  Mo  ha"drda2Zlfd  ^yes’  exda™4  “Fatter? 
don’t  let  him  gt^7'  0h'  mother-  mother,  please 

ooIrJhnJ”1'  bCen  311  alone  in  the  house,  my 

in  he,- dose  embracT7'  “  ?he  Mt  *he  2irl  shadd«4 

“  •  ,f  uca?  came  to  stay  with  me,  but  I  didn't 

want  her/  sa.d  Janet,  “so  I  told  her  she  m hh  " 

home  to  dinner.  It’s  father _ ”  gnt  go 

.  “  Where  is  father  ?  ” 

«!pnf'fh0T?  h0md  P?0ple  in  Tottenham  Court  Road 
it  foi  him  just  as  he  had  come  home,”  said  Tanet 
“  He  went  out  as  usual  ?  ”  J  t- 

rn  Tes>  though  he  had  such  a  bad  cold.  He  said  he 
uld  not  be  spared  ;  and  he  was  out  all  yesterday  till 
bedt,me,  or  I  should  have  told  hint  grandmamma7 Jas 

“  You  thought  so  I  ” 

wo7de^,:trt“tob;dttimo  ir  m aha 

ririsY-oLucLbs2d:soai’xious  aboat  £&» 

in  tetSdiK  r  ,a  T^lng 

hefself  to  Sie°  °th“  “t* 

that  Carey  tte” 

namely,  that  the  girl  had  been  half  d,  Vh?7  Were' 
had  taken  alarm  from  her  erandmottb^^  "'hen  she 

-stillness,  and  had  rushed  down  to  he,  fatter??’5™6 
He  had  found  that  all  i  ,  Iatnei  s  room. 

friend,  old  D  -  Luca  tod  lon£  been  over-  H'a 

pronounced  the  cause  to  to Wh  lmn’  ately’  and  had 

Nurse  said  her  master  b  n bfen  heart  “mplaint. 
had  merely  given  the  needful be?  “ Very  stilI>''  a«d 
few  letters  before  goinv  to  b' ’  oldels  and  written  a 

was  at  its  height, '“and"  thereTOe’IasesY,41”!  -  ‘I’T 
was  very  anxious.  cases  lor  which  he 
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The  good  old  woman,  who  had  lived  nearly  all  her 
life  with  her  mistress,  was  broken-hearted ;  but  she 
did  not  forget  to  persuade  Caroline  to  take  food, 
telling  her  she  must  be  ready  to  cheer  up  the  master 
when  he  should  come  in,  and  assuring  her  that  the 
throbbing  headache  which  disgusted  her  with  all 
thoughts  of  eating,  would  be  better  for  the  effort. 
Perhaps  it  was,  but  it  would  not  allow  her  to  bring 
her  thoughts  into  any  connection,  or  to  fix  them  on 
what  she  deemed  befitting,  and  when  she  saw  that 
the  book  over  which  Janet  had  been  asleep  in  the 
twilight  was  “  The  Last  of  the  Mohicans,"  she  was  more 
scandalised  than  surprised. 

It  was  past  Janet’s  bedtime,  but  though  too  proud 
to  say  so,  she  manifestly  shrank  from  her  first  night 
of  loneliness,  and  her  mother,  herself  unwilling  to  be 
alone,  came  with  her  to  her  room,  undressed  her,  and 
sat  with  her  in  the  darkness,  hoping  for  some  break  in 
the  dull  reticence,  but  disappointed,  for  Janet  hid  her 
head  in  the  clothes,  and  slept,  or  seemed  to  sleep. 

Perhaps  Carey  herself  had  been  half  dozing,  when 
she  heard  the  well-known  sounds  of  arrival,  and  darted 
down  stairs,  meeting  indeed  the  welcoming  eye  and 
smile  ;  but  “  Ah,  here  she  is  !  ”  was  said  so  hoarsely 
and  feebly,  that  she  exclaimed  “Oh  Joe,  you  have 
knocked  yourself  up  !  ” 

“  Yes,”  said  Dr.  Lucas,  whom  she  only  then  per¬ 
ceived.  “  He  must  go  to  bed  diiectly,  and  then  we 
will  see  to  him.  Not  another  word,  Brownlow,  till 
you  are  there,  nor  then  if  you  are  wise. 

He  strove  to  disobey,  but  cough  and  choking  for¬ 
bade  ;  and  as  he  began  to  ascend  the  stairs,  Caroline 
turned  in  dismay  to  the  kind,  fatherly  old  man,  who 
had  always  been  one  of  th,e  chief  intimates  of  the 
house,  and  was  now  retired  from  practice,  except  for 
very  old  friends. 

He  told  her  that  her  husband  was  suffering  from  a 
kind  of  sore  throat  that  sometimes  attacked  those 
attending  on  this  fever,  though  generally  not  unless 
there  was  some  predisposition,  or  unless  the  system 
had  been  unduly  lowered.  Joe  had  indeed  been  over- 
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woi  ked  in  the  absence  of  several  of  the  regular  practi- 
tioneis  and  of  all  those  who  could  give  extra  help  •  but 
this  would  probably  have  done  little  harm,  but  for  a 
cold  caught  in  a  draughty  room,  and  the  sudden  stroke 
with  which  the  day  had  begun.  Dr.  Lucas  had  urged 
him  to  remain  at  home,  and  had  undertaken  his 
regular  work  for  the  day,'  but  summonses  from  his 
patients  had  been  irresistible;  he  had  attended  to 
everyone  except  himself,  and  finally,  after  hours  spent 
over  the  critical  case  of  the  wife  of  a  small  trades- 
man,  he  had  found  himself  so  ill  that  he  had  gone  to 
his  friend  for  treatment,  and  Dr.  Lucas  had  brought ' 
him  home,  intending  to  stay  all  night  with  him. 

Since  the  wife  had  arrived,  the  good  old  man 
knowing  how  much  rather  they  would  be  alone 
consented  to  sleep  in  another  room,  after  having  done 

“,aTw„r  f0r  the  night-  and  cauti“«d 

Indeed,  Joe,  heavy,  stupefied,  and  struggling  for 
breath  knew  too  wed  what  it  all  meant  not  to  give 
himself  all  possible  chance  by  silent  endurance,  lying 
wi  h  his  wife  s  hand  in  his,  or  sometimes  smoothing 
iei  cheek,  but  not  speaking  without  necessity.  Once 
he  told  her  that  her  head  was  aching,  and  made  her 
lie  down  on  the  bed,  but  he  was  too  ill  for  this  rest  to 

weventS  ^  the,  fitS  of  struggling  with  suffocation 
pi  evented  all  respite  save  for  a  few  minutes 

With  the  early  light  of  the  long  summer  morning 

Di  Lucas  looked  m,  and  would  have  sent  her  to  bed 

but  she  begged  off,  and  a  sign  from  her  husband 

seemed  to  settle  the  matter,  for  the  old  physician 

ofTearsWay  perhaps  because  his  eyes  were  m 

The  first  words  Joe  said  when  they  were  ao-ain 
a  one  was  “My  tablets.”  She  went  in  search  of  them 
to  his  dressing-room,  and  not  finding  them  there  wr 
about  to  run  down  to  the  consulting-room,  when  Janet 
came  out  already  dressed,  and  fetched  them  for  her 
as  well  as  a  white  slate,  on  which  he  was  accustomed 
to  write  memorandums  of  engagements. 

Her  father  thanked  her  by  a  sign,  but  there  was 
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possibility  enough  of  infection  to  make  him  wave  her 
back  from  kissing  him,  and  she  took  refuge  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  on  a  sofa  shut  off  by  the  curtains 
which  had  been  drawn  to  exclude  the  light. 

Joe  meantime  wrote  on  the  slate  the  words, 
“  Magnum  bonum 

“ Magnum  bonum?”  read  his  wife,  in  amazement. 

“  Papers  in  bureau,”  he  wrote  ;  “  lock  all  in  my 
desk.  Mention  to  no  one.” 

“  Am  I  to  put  them  in  your  desk  ?  ”  asked  Caroline, 
bewildered  as  to  his  intentions,  and  finding  it  hard  to 
read  the  writing,  as  he  went  on — 

“No  word  to  anyone ,”  scoring  it  under,  “not  till  one 
of  the  boys  is  ready.” 

“  One  of  the  boys  !  ”  in  utter  amazement. 

“  Not  as  a  chance  for  himself”  he  wrote,  “  but  as  a 
great  trust.” 

“  I  know,”  she  said,  “  it  is  a  great  trust  to  make 
a  discovery  which  will  save  life.  It  is  my  pride  to 
know  you  are  doing  it,  my  own  dear  Joe.” 

“  It  seems  I  am  not  worthy  to  do  it,”  was  traced 
by  his  fingers.  “  It  is  not  developed  enough  to  be 
listened  to  by  anyone.  Keep  it  for  the  fit  one  of  the 
boys.  Religion,  morals,  brains,  balance.” 

She  read  each  word  aloud,  bending  her  head  in 
assent;  and,  after  a  pause,  he  wrote  “Not  till  his 
degree.  He  could  not  work  it  out  sooner.  I  here 
is  peril  to  self  and  others  in  experimenting — tempta¬ 
tion  to  rashness.  It  were  better  unknown  than  tiifled 
with.  Be  an  honest  judge — promise.  Say  what  I 
want.” 

Spellbound,  almost  mesmerised  by  his  will,  Caroline 
pronounced — “  I  promise  to  keep  the  magnum  bonum 
a  secret  till  the  boys  are  grown  up,  and  then  only  to 
confide  it  to  the  one  that  seems  fittest,  when  he  has 
taken  his  degree,  and  is  a  good,  religious,  wise,  able 
man,  with  brains  and  balance,  fit.  to  be  trusted  to 
work  out  and  apply  such  an  invention,  and  not  make 
it  serve  his  own  advancement,  but  be  a  real  good  and 

blessing  to  all.”  _ 

He  gave  her  one  of  his  bright,  sweet  smiles,  and, 
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as  she  sealed  her  promise  by  a  kiss,  he  took  up  the 
slate  again  and  wrote,  “  My  dear  comfort,  you  have 
always  understood.  You  are  to  be  trusted.  It  must 
be  done  worthily  or  not  at  all.” 

That  was  the  burthen  of  everything ;  and  his 
approval  and  affection  gave  a  certain  sustaining  glow 
to  the  wife,  who  was  besides  so  absorbed  in  attending 
to  him,  as  not  to  look  beyond  the  moment.  He  wrote 
presently,  after  a  little  more,  “  You  know  all  my  mind 
for  the  children.  With  God’s  help  you  can  fill  both 
places  to  them.  I  should  like  you  to  live  at  Ken- 
minster,  under  Robert’s  wing.” 

Aftei  that  he  only  used  the  tablets  for  temporary 
needs,  and  to  show  what  he  wanted  Dr.  Lucas  to 
undertake  for  his  patients.  The  husband  and  wife 
had  little  more  time  for  intimate  communings,  for 
the  sti  angulation  grew  worse,  more  remedies  were 
tiied,  and  one  of  the  greatest  physicians  of  the 

ay  was  called  in,  but  only  to  make  unavailing 
efforts. 

Colonel  Brownlow  arrived  in  the  middle  of  the  day 
and  was  thunderstruck  at  the  new  and  terrible  disaster! 
dc  was  a  large,  tall  man,  with  a  good-humoured 
weather-beaten  face,  and  an  unwieldy,  gouty  figure  • 
and  he  stood,  with  his  eyes  brimming  over  with  tears' 
looking  at  his  brother,  and  at  first  unable  to  read  the 
one  word  Joe  traced  for  him— for  writing  had  become 
a  great  effort — “  Carey.” 

“  We  null  do  our  best  for  her,  Ellen  and  I,  my  dear 
fellow.  But  you’ll  soon  be  better.  Horrid  things 
these  quinsies  ;  but  they  pass  off.”  ’ 

Poor  Joe  half-smiled  at  this  confident  opinion  but 
he  merely  wrung  his  brother’s  hand,  and  only  twice 
more  took  up  the  pencil— once  to  write  the  name 
of  the  clergyman  he  wished  to  see,  and  lastly  to 
put  down  the  initials  of  all  his  children:  “Love  to 

you  all.  Let  God  and  your  mother  be  first  with 
you. — J.  B. 


The  daylight  of  the  second  morning  had 
before  that  deadly  suffocation  had  finished 
and  the  strong  naan’s  struggles  were  ended.. 


come  in 
its  work. 
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When  Colonel  Brownlow  tried  to  raise  his  sister-in- 
law,  he  found  her  fainting,  and,  with  Dr.  Lucas’s  help, 
carried  her  to  another  room,  where  she  lay,  utterly 
exhausted,  in  a  kind  of  faint  stupor,  apparently  un¬ 
conscious  of  anything  but  violent  headache,  which 
made  her  moan  from  time  to  time,  if  anything  stirred 
her.  Dr.  Lucas  thought  this  the  effect  of  exhaustion, 
for  she  had  not  slept,  and  hardly  taken  any  food  since 
her  breakfast  at  Kyve  three  days  ago  ;  and  finding 
poor  old  nurse  too  entirely  broken  down  to  be  of 
any  use,  he  put  his  own  kind  wife  in  charge  of  her, 
and  was  unwilling  to  admit  anyone  else — even  Mrs. 
Robert  Brownlow,  who  arrived  in  the  course  of  the 
day.  She  was  a  tall,  fine-looking  person,  with  an 
oval  face — soft,  pleasant  brown  skin,  mild  brown  eyes, 
and  much  tenderness  of  heart  and  manner,  but  not 
very  well  known  to  Caroline  ;  for  her  periodical  visits 
had  been  wholly  devoted  to  shopping  and  sight-seeing. 
She  was  exceedingly  shocked  at  the  tidings  that  met 
her,  and  gathered  Janet  into  her  arms  with  many 
tears  over  the  poor  orphan  girl!  It  was  an  effusive¬ 
ness  that  overwhelmed  Janet,  who  had  a  miserable, 
hard,  dried-up  feeling  of  wretchedness,  and  injury  too  ; 
for  the  more  other  people  cried,  the  less  she  could  cry, 
and  she  heard  them  saying  to  one  another  that  she 
was  unfeeling. 

Still  Aunt  Ellen’s  presence  was  a  sort  of  relief,  for 
it  made  the  house  less  empty  and  dreary,  and  she 
v  took  upon  her  the  cares  that  were  greatly  needed  in 
the  bereaved  household,  where  old  nurse  had  lost  her 
head,  and  could  do  nothing,  and  the  most  effective 
maid  was  away  with  the  children.  So  Janet  wandered 
about  after  her  aunt,  with  an  adverse  feeling  at  having 
her  home  meddled  with,  but  answering  questions  and 
giving  opinions,  called  or  uncalled  for.  Her  longing 
was  for  her  brothers,  and  it  was  a  great  blow  to  find 
that  her  uncle  had  written  to  both  Allen  and  Mr. 
Acton  that  they  had  better  not  come  home  at  present. 
She  thought  it  cruel  and  unjust  both  towards  them 
and  herself ;  and  in  her  sickening  sense  of  solitude 
and  injury  she  had  a  vague  expectation  that  they 


34 


MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 


were  all  going  to  be  left  wholly  orphans,  like  the 
children  of  fiction,  dependent  on  their  uncle  and 
aunt,  who  would  be  unjust,  and  prefer  their  own 
children ;  and  she  had  a  prevision  of  the  battles  she 

was  to  fight,  and  the  defensive  influence  she  was  to 
exert. 

That  brought  to  her  mind  the  white  slate  on  which 
her  father  had  been  writing,  and  she  hurried  to  secure 
it,  though  she  hardly  knew  where  to  go  or  to  look  • 
but  straying  into  her  father’s  dressing-room,  she  found 
both  it  and  the  tablets  among  a  heap  of  other  small 
matters  that  had  been  cleared  away  when  the  other 
chamber  had  been  arranged  into  the  solemnity  of  the 
death-room.  Hastily  securing  them,  she  carried  them 
to  her  own  desk  in  the  deserted  school-room,  feeliim 
as  if  they  were  her  charge,  and  thus  having  no  scruple 
in  reading  them.  1 

She  had  heard  what  passed  aloud ;  and,  as  the 
eldest  gul,  had  been  so  constantly  among  the  seniors 
and  so  often  supposed  to  be  intent  on  her  own  occupa¬ 
tions  when  they  were  conversing,  that  she  had  already 
tie  knowledge  that  magnum  bonum  was  the  pet  home 

le'Trif  f°,m5  ?'eat  discovei'y  “  medical  science  that 
mthei  had  been  pursuing,  with  many  disappoint- 
ments  and  much  incredulity  from  the  few  friends  to 
whom  it  had  been  mentioned,  but  with  absolute  confi- 
ccnce  on  his  own  part.  What  it  was  she  did  not  know 
but  she  had  fully  taken  m  the  injunction  of  secresy  and 
the  charge  to  hand  on  the  task  to  one  of  her  brothers  • 
only,  while  her  father  had  spoken  of  it  as  a  grave  trust’ 
she  viewed  it.  as  an  inheritance  of  glory  ;  and  felt  a 
strange  longing  and  repining  that  it  could  not  be 
given  to  her  to  win  and  wear  the  crown  of  success. 
fJ,anet’  dld  not’  however,  keep  the  treasure  long  for 
t  lat  veiy  evening  Mrs.  Lucas  sought  her  out  to  tell  her 

s fate  an d  Dr T  JiL"  u  ^  somethin?  about  a 

ate,  and  Di.  Lucas  thought  it  was  one  on  which  her 

father  had  been  writing.  If  she  could  find  it  they 

hoped  her  mother  would  rest  better.  ’  ^ 

wilHnlCtrn?fUCfed  ^  aUd  being  evidently  most  un¬ 
to,  to  let  it  go  out  of  her  hands,  was  allowed  to 
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carry  it  in,  and  to  tell  her  mother  that  she  had  it. 
There  was  no  need  for  injunctions  to  do  so  softly  and 
cautiously,  for  she  was  frightened  by  her  mother’s  dull, 
half-closed  eye,  and  pale,  leaden  look ;  but  there  was  a 
little  air  of  relief  as  she  faltered,  “Here’s  the  slate, 
dear  mother :  ”  and  the  answer,  so  faint  that  she  could 
hardly  hear  it,  was,  “  Lock  it  up,  my  dear,  till  I  can 
look.” 

Mrs.  Lucas  told  Janet  she  might  kiss  her,  and  then 
sent  the  girl  away.  There  was  need  of  anxious  watch 
lest  fever  should  set  in,  and  therefore  all  that  was 
exciting  was  kept  at  a  distance  as  the  poor  young 
widow  verged  towards  recovery. 

Once,  when  she  heard  voices  on  the  stairs,  she 
started  nervously,  and  asked  Mrs.  Lucas,  “  Is  Ellen 
there  ?  ” 

“Yes,  my  dear;  she  shall  not  come  to  you  unless 
you  wish  it,”  seeing  her  alarm  ;  and  she  laid  her  head 
down  again. 

The  double  funeral  was  accomplished  while  she  was 
still  too  ill  to  hear  anything  about  it,  though  Mrs. 
Lucas  had  no  doubt  that  she  knew  ;  and  when  he 
came  home,  Colonel  Brownlow  called  for  Janet,  and 
asked  her  whether  she  could  find  her  grandmother’s 
keys  and  her  father’s  for  him. 

“  Mother  would  not  like  anyone  to  rummage  their 
things,”  said  Janet,  like  a  watch-dog. 

“  My  dear,”  said  her  uncle,  in  a  surprised  but  kind 
tone,  as  one  who  respected  yet  resented  her  feeling; 
“you  may  trust  me  not  to  rummage,  as  you  call  it, 
unnecessarily ;  but  I  know  that  I  am  executor,  if  you 
understand  what  that  means,  my  dear.” 

“  Of  course,”  said  Janet,  affronted  as  she  always  was 
by  being  treated  as  a  child. 

“To  both  wills,”  continued  her  uncle  ;  “  and  it  will 
save  your  mother  much  trouble  and  distress  if  I  can 
take  steps  towards  acting  on  them  at  once  ;  and  if 
you  cannot  tell  where  the  keys  are,  I  shall  have  to  look 
for  them.” 

“Janet  ought  to  obey  at  once,”  said  her  aunt,  not 
adding  to  the  serenity  of  Janet’s  mind  ;  but  she  turned 
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°n  her  heel,  ungraciously  saying,  “  I’ll  get  them  ;  ”  and 
presently  returned  with  her  grandmother’s  key-box, 
lull  of  the  housekeeping  keys,  and  a  little  key,  which 
she  gave  to  her  uncle  with  great  dignity,  adding,  “The 

key  of  her  desk  is  the  Bramah  one  :  I’ll  see  for  the 
others.” 

A  stiange  girl,  that!”  said  her  uncle,  as  she 
marched  out  of  the  room. 

I  am  glad  our  Jessie  has  not  her  temper  I  ”  re¬ 
sponded  his  wife  ;  and  then  they  both  repaired  to  old 
Mis.  Brownlow  s  special  apartment,  the  back  drawing- 
loom,  while  Janet  quietly  dropped  downstairs  with  the 
key  she  had  taken  from  her  father’s  table  on  her  way 
to  the  consulting-room.  She  intended  to  prevent  any 
search,  by  herself  producing  the  will  from  among  his 
papers,  for  she  was  in  an  agony  lest  her  uncle  should 
discover  the  clue  to  the  magnum  bonum,  of  which  she 
regarded  herself  the  guardian. 

i  had  actually  unlocked  the  sloping  lid  of  the 

old-fashioned  bureau,  it  did  not  occur  to  her  that  she 
did  not  know  either  what  the  will  was  like,  nor  yet  the 
magnum  bonum,  which  was  scarcely  likely  to  be  so 
ticketed.  She  only  saw  piles  of  letters  and  papers 
maiked  ,  some  with  people’s  names,  some  with  a 
tjieek  or  Latin  word,  or  one  of  the  curious  old 
Arabic  signs,  for  which  her  father  had  always  a  turn 
having  as  his  mother  used  to  tell  him,  something  of 
the  alchemist  in  his  composition.  One  of  these  parcels 

IndTanerJh  ela,stlc' must  be  magnum  bonum, 

.  nd  Janet>  though  without  much  chance  of  distinguish- 
mg  it,  was  reading  the  labels  with  a  strange  sad 
fascination  when,  long  before  she  had  expected’ him 
iu  uncle  stood  before  her,  with  greatly  astonished  and 
displeased  looks,  and  the  word  “Janet.” 

She  coloured  scarlet,  but  answered  boldly  “  There 
was  something  that  I  know  father  did  not  want  any! 
one  but  mother  to  see.”  } 

“  Of  course  there  is  much,”  said  her  uncle,  gravely— 
^rnuch  that  I  am  fitter  to  judge,  of  than’  Ly  little 

Words  cannot  express  the  offence  thus  given  to 
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Janet.  Something  swelled  in  her  throat  as  if  to  suffo¬ 
cate  her,  but  there  could  be  no  reply,  and  to  burst  out 
crying  would  only  make  him  think  her  younger  still  ; 
so  as  he  turned  to  his  mournful  task,  she  ensconced 
herself  in  a  high-backed  chair,  and  watched  him  from 
under  her  dark  brows. 

She  might  comfort  herself  by  the  perception  that 
he  was  less  likely  than  even  herself  to  recognise  the 
magnum  bonum.  He  would  scarcely  have  thought  it 
honourable  to  cast  a  glance  upon  the  medical  papers, 
and  pushing  them  aside  from  where  she  had  pulled 
them  forward,  searched  till  he  had  found  a  long 
cartridge-paper  envelope,  which  he  laid  on  the  table 
behind  him  while  he  shut  up  the  bureau,  and  Janet, 
by  cautiously  craning  up  her  neck,  managed  to  read 
that  on  it  was  written  “Will  of  Joseph  Brownlow, 
Executors  :  Mrs.  Caroline  Otway  Brownlow,  Lieu¬ 
tenant-Colonel  Robert  Brownlow.” 

Her  uncle  then  put  both  that  and  the  keys  in 
his  pocket,  either  not  seeing  her,  or  not  choosing  to 
notice  her. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  STRAY  CHICKENS. 

But  when  our  father  came  not  here, 

I  thought  if  we  could  find  the  sea 
We  should  be  sure  to  meet  him  there, 

And  once  again  might  happy  be. — Ballad. 

“  What  was  Dr.  Lucas  saying  to  you  ?  ”  asked  Carey, 
sitting  up  in  bed  after  her  breakfast. 

“He  said,  my  dear,  that  you  were  really  well  now,” 
said  Mrs.  Lucas,  tenderly  ;  “and  that  you  only  wanted 
rousing.” 

She  clasped  her  hands  together. 

“Yes,  I  know  it.  I  have  been  knowing  it  all 
yesterday  and  last  night.  It  hasn’t  been  right  of  me, 
keeping  you  all  this  time,  and  not  facing  it.” 

“  I  don’t  think  you  could,  my  dear.” 

“  Not  at  first.  It  seems  to  me  like  having  been  in  a 
whirlpool,  and  those  two  went  down  in  it.”  She  put  her 


3^  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

hands  to  her  temples.  “  But  I  must  do  it  all  now,  and 
I  will.  1 11  get  up  now.  Oh  !  dear,  if  they  only  would 
let  me  come  down  and  go  about  quietly.”  Then  smiling 
a  piteous  smile.  “  It  is  very  naughty,  but  of  all  things 
I  dread  the  being  cried  over  and  fondled  by  Ellen !  ” 

Mrs.  Lucas  shook  her  head,  though  the  tears  were 
in  her  eyes,  and  bethought  her  whether  she  could 
caution  Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  not  to  be  too  de¬ 
monstrative  ;  but  it  was  a  delicate  matter  in  which 
to  inteifeie,  and  after  all,  whatever  she  might  think 
beforehand,  Caroline  might  miss  these  tokens  of 
feeling. 

She  had  sat  up  for  some  hours  the  evening  before, 
so  that  theie  was  no  fear  of  her  not  being  strong 
enough  to  get  up  as  she  proposed ;  but  how  would  it 
be  when  she  left  her  room,  and  beheld  all  that  she 
could  not  have  realised  ? 

However,  matters  turned  out  contrary  to  all  expec¬ 
tation.  Mrs.  Lucas  was  in  the  drawing-room,  talking 
to  the  Colonel’s  wife,  and  Janet  up  stairs  helping  her 
mother  to  dress,  when  there  was  a  sound  of  feet  on  the 
staiis,  the  door  hastily  opened  for  a  moment,  and  two 
lough-headed,  dusty  little  figures  were  seen  for  one 
moment,  startling  Mrs.  Brownlow  with  the  notion  of 
httle  beggars  ;  but  they  vanished  in  a  moment  and 
were  heard  chattering  up  stairs  with  calls  of  “Mother  ! 
Mother  Carey  !  ”  And  looking  out,  they  beheld  at  the 
top  of  the  staiis  the  two  little  fellows  hanging  one  on 
each  side  of  Carey,  who  was  just  outside  her  door 
with  her  hair  down,  in  her  white  dressing  gown’ 
kneeling  between  them,  all  the  three  almost  devouring 
one  another.  53 

“  Jockie  !  Annie  !  my  dears  !  How  did  you  come  ? 
Where  are  the  rest  ?  ” 

{Still at  Kyve,  said  Jock.  “Mother  we  have  done 
such  a  thing  we  came  to  tell  you  of  it.” 

“We’ve  lost  the  man’s  boat,”  added  Armine  “and 
we  must  give  him  the  money  for  another  ” 

•  ‘AMCC  w^t  is  it,  Caroline?”  began  her  sister- 
in-law ,  but  Mis.  Lucas  touched  her  arm,  and  as  a 
mothei  herself,  she  saw  that  mother  and  sons  had  best 
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he  left  to  one  another,  and  let  them  retreat  into  the  bed¬ 
room,  Carey  eagerly  scanning  her  two  little  boys,  who 
had  a  battered,  worn,  unwashed  look  that  puzzled  her  as 
much  as  their  sudden  appearance,  whichfindeed  chimed 
in  with  the  strange  dreamy  state  in  which  she  had 
lived  ever  since  that  telegram.  But  their  voices  did 
more  to  restore  her  to  ordinary  life  than  anything 
else  could  have  done  ;  and  their  hearts  were  so  full  of 
their  own  adventure,  that  they  poured  it  out  before 
remarking  anything, — 

“  How  did  you  come,  my  dear  boys  ?  ” 

“  We  walked,  after  the  omnibus  set  us  down  at 
Charing  Cross,  because  we  hadn’t  any  more  money,” 
said  Armine.  “  I’m  so  tired.”  And  he  nestled  into 
her  lap,  seeming  to  quell  the  beating  of  her  aching 
heart  by  his  pressure. 

“This  is  it,  mother,”  said  Jock,  pulling  her  other 
arm  round  him.  “We  two  went  down  to  the  beach 
yesterday,  and  we  saw  a  little  boat — Peter  Lary’s 
pretty  little  boat,  you  know,  that  is  so  light — and  we 
got  in  to  rock  in  her,  and  then  I  thought  I  would  pull 
about  in  her  a  little.” 

“  Oh  !  Jock,  Jock,  how  could  you  ?  ” 

“I’d  often  done  it  with  Allen  and  Young  Pete,”  said 
Jock,  defensively. 

“  But  by  yourselves  !  ”  she  said  in  horror. 

“Nobody  told  us  not,”  said  Jock  rather  defiantly; 
and  Armine,  who,  with  his  little  sister' Barbara,  always 
seemed  to  live  where  dreamland  and  reality  bordered, on 
each  other,  looked  up  in  her  face  and  innocently  said — 
“Mrs.  Acton  read  us  about  the  Rocky  Island,  and 
she  said  father  and  granny  had  brought  their  boats  to 
the  beautiful  country,  and  that  we  ought  to  go  after 
them,  and  there  was  the  bright  path  along  the  sea, 
and  I  thought  we  would  go  too,  and  that  it  would  be 
nicer  if  Jock  went  with  me.” 

“  I  knew  it  did  not  mean  that,”  said  Jock,  hanging  his 
mischievous  black  head  a  little,  as  he  felt  her  shudder  ; 
“  but  I  thought  it  would  be  such  fun  to  be  Columbus.” 

“  And  then  ?  Oh  !  my  boys,  what  a  fearful  thing  ! 
Thank  God  I  have  yon  here.” 
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«“*Waut  f^htened>”  said  Jock,  with  uplifted  head  ; 

we  could  both  row,  couldn’t  we,  Armie  ?  and  the  tide 
was.  going  out,  and  it  was  so  jolly  ;  it  seemed  to  take 
us  just  Where  we  wanted  to  go,  out  to  that  great 

Brido-e°U  kn°W>  m°ther’  that  Bobus  called  the  Asses’ 
i  ’  Ca|?n  k!ie,W  ?a.t1  the  Clin»nt  at  the  mouth  of  the 

thif  ;dild,^at  hlSh  Vde>  carry  much  drift  to  the  base  of 

_  s  island,  and  she  could  understand  how  her  two 
boys  had  been  floated  thither.  Jock  went  on- 

isWeT  daida  Gat'h0°n’  Tand  1  pulled  UP  t0  the 

litlTesHH  d  dV  her’  and  1  made  fast  the  boat  to  a 
‘tile  stick,  and  we  went  out  to  explore  the  island.” 

A  has  a  crater  in  the  top,  mother,  and  we  think  it 
“cepilf  “  mSUmt  Volcan0’"  Armine,  looking  up 

on'jodc  thCre  We‘e  SUCh  l0‘S  o(>oUy  Iitlle  bMs,”  went 

“  w7eiTinr  that  "ow-  What  happened  ? " 

Why,  the  biute  of  a  boat  got  away”  said  Tork 
much .injured,  “when  I'd  made  her  ever  so  fast  JShe 

pulled  up  the  stick,  I’m  sure  she  did  for  I  can  tie  a 
knot  as  well  as  Pete.”  tle  a 

“  So  you  could  not  get  away  ?  ” 

“No,  and  we’d  got  nothing-  to  eat-  K,,f  i  L 

tCJeams  a" f  Periwinkles,  and  Annie  wouldn't  looklt 
them  and  I  don't  think  I  could  while  they  were  alive 
bo  I  hoisted  a  signal  of  distress,  made  of  my  tie  for 

we  d  lost  our  pocket-handkerchiefs  t  /.j’  0 
would  think  we  were  pirates,  and^ot  veXefo 
near  us,  for  we’d  only  got  black  flags,  and  it  was”! 
very,  very  long  time,  but  at  last,  just  as  it  -ot  V  IBG 

daikish,  and  Armie  was  crying _ poor  little  rl-.  !l,t  e 

steamer  came  by  that  aW%  PgoL  betwee,W  f 
hole  and  Kyvemouth  on  Tuesdays  and  T  ,  Port: 
hailed  and  I  hailed,  and  they  saw  oi  hlTj  3?5'5'  1 

boat  and  took  us  on  board.  The  peoole  oif11  SCnt  n 
looked  at  us,  and  one  of  them  said  I  ,,f  f  a,"d 

admiral1 hi'me  CW  rd 

paper  of  sandwiches.  But  you  ste  theVteame^  wis 


4! 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD. 

going  to  Porthole,  and  the  captain  said  he  could  not 
anyhow  put  back  to  Kyve,  but  he  must  take  us  on, 
and  we  must  get  back  by  train.” 

Mother  Carey  understood  this,  for  the  direct  line 
ran  to  Porthole,  and  there  was  a  small  junction  station 
whence  a  branch  ran  to  Kyvemouth,  from  which  Kyve 
St.  Clements  was  some  three  miles  distant. 

“Were  you  carried  on  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“Well,  yes,  but  we  meant  it,”  said  Jock.  “I  re¬ 
membered  the  boat.  I  knew  father  would  say  we 
must  buy  another,  so  I  asked  the  captain  what  was 
the  price  of  one,  for  Armine  and  I  had  each  got 
half-a-sovereign.” 

“  How  was  that  ?  ” 

“An  old  gentleman  the  day  before  was  talking  to 
Mr.  Acton.  I  think  he  is  some  great  swell,  for  he  has 
got  a  yacht,  and  servants,  and  a  carriage,  and  lots  of 
things  ;  and  he  said,  ‘  What !  are  those  poor  Brown- 
low’s  boys  ?  bless  me  !  ’  and  he  tipped  us  each.  Allen 
and  Bobus  were  to  go  with  Mr.  Acton  and  have  a  sail 
in  his  yacht,  but  they  said  we  should  be  too  many,  so 
we  thought  we’d  get  a  new  boat,  but  the  Captain - ” 

“  Said  your  money  would  go  but  a  little  way,  put 
in  Caroline. 

“  He  laughed  !  ”  said  Jock,  as  a  great  offence  ;  “  and 
said  that  was  a  matter  for  our  governor,  and  we  had 
better  go  home,  \nd  tell  as  fast  as  we  could.  There 
was  a  train  just  starting  when  we  got  in  to  Porthole, 
and  somebody  got  our  tickets  for  us,  and  Armie  went 
fast  off  to  sleep,  and  I,  when  I  came  to  think  about  it. 
thought  we  would  not  get  out  at  the  junction,  but 
come  on  home  at  once,  Mother  Carey,  and  tell  you  all 
about  it.  When  Armie  woke — why,  he’s  asleep  now — - 
he  said  he  would  rather  come  home  than  to  Kyve.” 

“  Then  you  travelled  all  night  ?  ” 

“Yes,  there  was  a  jolly  old  woman  who  made  us  a 
bed  with  her  shawl,  only  I  tumbled  off  three  times  and 
bumped  myself,  and  she  gave  us  gooseberries,  and 
cake,  and  once  when  we  stopped  a  long  time  a  porter 
got  us  a  cup  of  tea.  Then  when  we  came  to  where 
they  take  the  tickets,  I  think  the  man  was  going  to 
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- -  , 

about  landl  thC  F“3rd  Came  up  and  told  him  all 
aoout  it,  and  I  gave  him  my  two  half-sovereimis  and 

he  gave  me  back  fourteen  shillings  change  Se  sa  d 

wo  were  only  half-price  and  second  class  Then  whin 

his^iative  heath  °“  of  n,tl  sa^d,Jpc^’  »  if  hi.  1“ 
u  tt.I  T  ,of  C?urse  1  knew  what  to  be  at.” 
u -Wave  you  had  nothing  to  eat  ?  ” 

CrosTbutarmaah  f  I?11?  WhCn  WG  g0t  out  at  Charing 
Gioss,  but  I  m  awfully  hungry,  mother !  ” 

some  breakfastifbr  dear-  “d  °>*r 

dreadMy  frighten'd  abou”  hem  Ti Kyle  >  Sthers  be 
actio  qUeS“°n  Stait,ed  her  mother  into  instant 

Thelnlri ‘ST  reinileCITi?t0Tc,A,leHh! 

to  them  at  once.”  fc  teIe£raph 

She  lifted  Armine  off  p-e ntlv  to  w  ui  , 

disturbing  him,  twisted  up  her  hair  ^  ^  SrCarcely 

and  the  dress  which  hi  lels  haTd'^r- 
soetng,  was  on,  she  hardly  knew  bow  at  shTbal 

the  depths  of  a  drawer  in  the  davenport  P  g“g  t0 
Caroline,  your  cap  !  ” 

wont'alp  brflehe  K  °fotthe  ^ ‘hat  had  never 

most  part  whenever  they  met  thoseheals"’  *"?*  ^  the 
that  poor  Mother  Cnrotr^  ’  n°sre  teais  and  caresses, 

midway  by  the  instinct  thallk  Xlf  "h™™’ 
her  with  a  great  pin  and  cry-  Men  run  a‘ 

“  Caroline,  your  cap.” 

She  was  still,  after  having  had  it  fivor1  l  r 
down,  searching  for  a  form  for  teklLw'  \neeh‘P 
door  was  opened,  and  in  came  Colone  ^“1' 6 
iookmg  very  pale  and  fearfully  shocked  Br0™>0'''. 

child  ?  Here  is  MSraAcln"  Sha"  '  eVCr  Wl  that  P<» 
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But  at  that  moment  up  sprang  Mother  Carey,  and 
as  Mr.  Acton  entered  the  room  she  leapt  forward — 

“Oh!  I  was  just  going  to  telegraph!  They  are 
safe  !  they  are  here  !  J ock,  J ock  !  ” 

And  downstairs  came  tumbling  and  rushing  that 
same  little  imp,  while  the  astonishment  of  his  uncle 
and  aunt  only  allowed  them  to  utter  the  one  word, 
“John!” 

Mr.  Acton  drew  a  long  breath,  and  said,  “  You  have 
given  us  a  pretty  fright,  boy.” 

“  Here’s  the  paper,”  added  Carey ;  “  telegraph  to 
Clara  at  once.  Ring  the  bell,  Jock  ;  I’ll  send  to  the 
office.” 

All  questions  were  suspended  while  Mr.  Acton 
wrote  the  telegram,  and  then  it  appeared  that  the  boat 
had  been  picked  up  empty,  with  Armine’s  pocket- 
nandkerchief  full  of  shells  in  it,  and  the  boys  had  been 
given  up  for  lost,  it  having  been  concluded  that,  if 
they  had  been  seen,  the  boat  also  would  have  been 
taken  in  tow,  and  not  cast  loose  to  tell  the  tale.  The 
two  elder  boys  were  almost  broken-hearted,  and  would 
have  been  wild  to  come  back  to  their  mother,  had  it 
not  been  impossible  to  leave  poor  little  Barbara,  who 
clung  fast  to  them,  as  the  only  shreds  left  to  her  of 
home  and  protection.  They  would  at  least  be  com¬ 
forted  in  the  space  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ! 

Carey  was  completely  herself  and  full  of  vigour 
while  Mr.  Acton  was  there,  consoling  him  when  he 
lamented  not  having  taken  better  care,  and  refusing 
when  he  tried  to  persuade  her  to  accompany  him 
back  to  Kyve.  Neither  would  Janet  return  with 
him,  feeling  it  impossible  to  relax  such  watch  as  she 
could  keep  over  the  Magnum  Bonum  papers,  even 
though  she  much  longed  for  her  brothers. 

“  I  should  insist  on  her  going,”  said  Aunt  Ellen, 
“  after  all  she  has  gone  through.” 

“I  don’t  think  I  can,”  said  Carey.  “You  would 
not  send  away  your  Jessie  ?” 

Ellen  did  not  quite  say  that  her  pretty,  sweet, 
caressing  Jessie  was  different,  but  she  thought  it  all 
the  same. 
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ma?f5ey  ?ld  not  fuIfil  her  intentions  of  going-  into 
for  little °A  bUSmeS'<?  Wlth  her  brother-in-law  that  day, 

knoCked  u^Z’  T  75  ddiCatej  had  been  50  mucb 

locked  up  by  his  course  of  adventures  that  he 
needed  her  care  all  the  rest  of  the  day.  Nor  would 
he  have  been  fit  for  anything  else,  for  when  his  aunt 

commen  ed  a  totally  different  treatment  for  h  s 

P  le“S  'Md  fnt  t0  ar®Ue’  but  -k  looked 
pale  and  detei  mined,  being  too  weary  and  dejected 
to  produce  her  arguments.  rejected 

Jock  was  sufficiently  tired  to  be  quiescent  in  the 
nuiseiy,  where  she  kept  him  with  her,  feeling  in  his 
wistful  eyes,  and  even  in  poor  little  Armine’s  diildish 

herTcSt  'aTathv'lfi?  “A'  deSolatio" 

thrill?^  P  ?y  hfd  been'  as  lf  she  were  waking  to 
ills  of  pam  after  the  numbness  of  a  blow  fa 

for  free by  a  feStleSi  night  and  an  instinctive  Wine- 
flesh  air,  she  took  a  long  walk  in  the  narkwl? 
anyone  came  down  the  next  mom  “g,  wfth  ol  foct 
foi  her  companion,  and  she  came  ti  i  y  k 

mmmm 

m  a  resolute  tone,  “Robert  Tam  u  1  aid 

wish  to  speak  to  me  ”  '  ady  whenever  you 

afaidrf  ZTomJo  U,e  *??',  bd”S  mlS 

executor  meant  ?  ”  thought  she.  d  at  an 

She  was  left  sole  guardian  of  rh^ 
greatest  proof  of  confidence  a  mrent  “the 

pressively  observed  the  Colonel  won?”- glVe’  im' 

-anguot  of  hot  acquiesc  "d  & 
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thought,  “  Dear  Joe  !  of  course  !  as  if  he  would  have 
done  anything  else  1  ” 

“  Of  course,”  continued  the  Colonel,  “  he  never  ex¬ 
pected  that  it  would  have  proved  more  than  a  nominal 
matter,  a  mere  precaution.  For  my  own  part,  I  can 
only  say  that  I  shall  be  always  ready  to  assist  you 
with  advice  or  authority  if  ever  you  should  find  the 
charge  too  onerous  for  you.” 

“  Thank  you,”  was  all  she  could  bring  herself  to  say 
at  that  moment,  feeling  that  her  boys  were  her  own, 
though  the  next  she  was  recollecting  that  this  was  no 
doubt  the  reason  Joe  had  bidden  her  live  at  Ken- 
minster,  and  in  a  pang  of  self-reproach,  was  hardly 
attending  to  the  technicalities  of  the  matters  of 
property  which  were  being  explained  to  her. 

Her  husband  had  not  been  able  to  save  much,  but 
his  life  insurance  was  for  a  considerable  sum,  and  there 
was  also  the  amount  inherited  from  his  parents.  A 
portion  of  the  means  which  his  mother  had  enjoyed 
passed  to  the  elder  brother,  and  Mrs.  Brown-low.  had 
sunk  most  of  her  individual  property  in  the  purchase 
of  the  house  in  which  they  lived.  By  the  terms  ol 
Joseph’s  will,  everything  was  left  to  Caroline  un¬ 
reservedly,  save  for  a  stipulation  that  all,  on  her  death, 
should  be  divided  among  the  children,  as  she  should 
appoint.  The  house  was  not  even  secured  to  Allen,  so 
that  she  could  let  or  sell  it  as  she  thought  advisable.  _ 

“  I  could  not  sell  it,”  said  Carey  quickly,  feeling  it 
her  first  and  only  home.  “  I  hope  to  see  Allen 
practising  there  some  day.” 

“It  is  not  in  a  situation  where  you  could  sell  it  to 
so  much  advantage  as  you  would  have  by  letting  it  to 
whoever  takes  the  practice.” 

She  winced,  but  it  was  needful  to  listen,  as  he  told 
her  of  the  offers  that  had  been  made  for  the  house  and 
the  good-will  of  the  practice.  What  he  had  thought 
the  best  offer  was,  however,  rejected  by  her  with 
vehemence.  She  was  sure  that  Joe  would  never  stand 
that  man  coming  in  upon  his  patients,  and  when  asked 
for  her  reasons,  would  only  reply,  that  “  None  of  us 
could  bear  him.” 


45 


MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 


That  is  no  reason  why  he  should  not  be  a  good 
practitioner  and  respectable  man.  He  may  not  be 

What  you  like  in  society,  and  yet — _ - ” 

“  Ask  Dr-  Lucas,”  hastily  interrupted  Carey 
“  Perhaps  that  will  be  the  best  way,”  said  the 
Colonel  gravely.  “Will  you  promise  to  abide  by  his 
decision  ?  J 

“ 1  do7n,t  know  •'  1  meaih  if  everyone  decided  against 
me,  nothing  should  induce  me  to  let  that  Vaughan 
into  Joe  spouse  to  meddle  with  his  patients  ” 

Colonel  Brownlow  made  a  sign  of  displeased  ac¬ 
quiescence,  so  like  his  brother  when  Carey  was  a  little 
impetuous  or  naughty,  that  she  instantly  felt  shocked 
at  herself,  and  faltered,  “  I  beg  your  pardon.” 

He  seemed  not  to  notice  this,  but  went  on,  “As  you 
say,. it  may  be  wise  to  consult  Dr.  Lucas.  Perhaps 
putting  it  up  to  competition  would  be  the  best  way.”  ’ 

Dr  Drake? ”  ^  Caioline>  “  Have  y°u  a  letter  from 
“  No.” 

“  Then  depend  upon  it  he  must  have  too  much 
delicacy  to  begin  about  it  so  soon.  I  had  rather  he 
had  it  than  anyone  else.” 

“  Can  he  make  a  fair  offer  for  it  ?  You  cannot  afford 
t°.  throw  away  a  substantial  benefit  for  preferences” 
said  the  Colonel.  “  At  the  outside,  you  will  not  have 
moie  than  A500  a  year,  and  I  fear  you  will  feel  much 
straitened  after  what  you  are  used  to,  with  four  boys 

smiling01  ldCaS  aS  t0  thdr  educati°n,”  he  added 

“I  don’t  know,  but  I  am  sure  it  is  what  Joe  would 

rVsh-  had  rather  trust  kis  patients  to  Harry— to 
Di  Diake— than  to  anyone,  and  he  is  just  gohm 
f  ^  maiiied,  and  wants  a  practice;  I  shall  write 

LiaS.”  1  15  S°  ,,,Ce  °f  “m  n0t  t0  h»e  pressed 

You  will  not  commit  yourself'1”  saM  gai  i 
Brownlow.  “Renrember  tj  youfchildren't  inte°e“ 

dilection!”  ’  “  mUSt  “*  be  Sacrif'“d  to  a  p,t 
•Again  Caroline  felt  fiery  and  furious,  and  less  in- 
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dined  than  ever  to  submit  her  judgment  as  she  said, 
“You  can  inquire,  but  I  know  what  Joe  thought  of 
him.”  . 

“  His  worthiness  is  not  the  point,  but  whether  he 
can  indemnify  you.” 

“  His  worthiness  not  the  point !  ”  cried  Caroline, 
indignantly.  “  I  think  it  all  the  point.” 

“You  misunderstand  me;  you  totally  misunder¬ 
stand  me,”  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  trying  hard  to  be 
gentle.  “  I  never  meant  to  recommend  an  unworthy 
man.” 

“You  wanted  Vaughan,”  murmured  Mother  Carey, 
but  he  did  not  regard  the  words,  perhaps  did  not  hear 
them,  for  he  went  on  :  “  My  brother  in  such  a  case 
would  have  taken  a  reasonable  view,  and  placed  the 
good  of  his  children  before  any  amiable  desire  to 
benefit  a — a — one  unconnected  with  him.  However,” 
he  added,  “  there  is  no  reason  against  writing  to  him, 
provided  you  do  not  commit  yourself.” 

Caroline  hated  the  word,  but  endured  it,  and  the 
rest  of  the  interview  was  spent  upon  some  needful 
signatures,  and  on  the  question  of  her  residence  at 
Kenminster,  an  outlook  which  she  contemplated  as 
part  of  the  darkness  into  which  her  life  seemed  to 
have  suddenly  dashed  forward.  One  place  would  be 
much  the  same  as  another  to  her,  and  she  could  only 
hear  with  indifference  about  the  three  houses  possible, 
and  the  rent,  garden,  and  number  of  rooms. 

She  was  very  glad  when  it  was  over,  and  the 
Colonel,  saying  he  should  go  and  consult  Dr.  Lucas, 
gave  her  back  the  keys  he  had  taken  from  Janet, 
and  said  that  perhaps  she  would  prefer  looking  over 
the  papers  before  he  himself  did  so,  with  a  view  to 
accounts  ;  but  he  should  much  advise  all  professional 
records  to  be  destroyed. 

It  may  be  feared  that  the  two  executors  did  not 
respect  or  like  each  other  much  the  better  for  the 
interview,  which  had  made  the  widow  feel  herself  even 
more  desolate  and  sore-hearted. 

She  ran  downstairs,  locked  the  door  of  the  con¬ 
sulting  room,  opened  the  lid  of  the  bureau,  and 


43 


MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 


kiicdmg  down  with  her  head  among  all  the  papers 
she  sobbed  with  long-drawn,  tearless  sobs,  “  O  father  ! 
U  Joe  .  how  could  you  bid  me  live  there  ?  He  makes 
me  worse  .  They  will  make  me  worse  and  worse 
and  now  you  are  gone,  and  Granny  is  gone,  there’s 

“he  children1?”  “  S°°d  1  ^  What  wM1  brcome  °< 

hefN?ei?  She  l0r0lfed  ,  drearily  on  the  papers  that  lay 
before  her,  as  if  his  hand-writing  at  least  rave  a  sort 

of  nearness.  There  was  a  memorandum  book  which 
ad  been  her  birth-day  present  to  him,  and  she  felt 

ThC  fifSt  She  saw  her  own 
wilting  ot  his  name  was — 

Magnum  Bonum.  So  my  sweet  wife  insists  on 

in  her^book. posslblllty>  of  which  I  will  keep  the  notes 

“‘Magnum  Bonum!  Whether  it  so  prove  and 

musthhr  1  mr7nbe  the  means  of  makingPit  known 
must  be  as  God  may  will.  May  He  give  me  the 

power  of  persevering,  to  win,  or  to  fail,  or  to  lay  th? 

foundation  for  other  men,  whichever  may  be  the  best 

S?searvamtoeraert'  ^  HiS  a"d  actings 
good  of  His  childmm  *  myStBi“  °f  sden“  for  th= 

feel  the  truin'? only  hTagtmm  0“d 

Caiey  gazed  on  those  words  as  she  sat  in  tlm  l 

fhe  ,Md  -vedheofopeMnglatrf: 

book.  She  had  always  known  that  relio-irm  w 

“eyfm°Shet0l  hHerdhUSba‘ld  tha"  ever  it  had  been 
,  neiseu-  She  had  done  what  he  led  her  tr.  ra  j 

had  a  good  deal  of  intellectual  and  poetical  percent?,',? 

ta??t  “  7 WtneSS'  affecti0”.  andhoX^TS^ 

out  ner,  only  a  dull  weariness,  and  an  inclination 
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which  she  could  hardly  restrain,  even  while  it  shocked 
her,  to  thrust  aside  those  religious  consolations  that 
were  powerless  to  soothe  her.  She  knew  it  was  not 
their  fault,  she  did  not  doubt  of  their  reality ;  it  was 
she  who  was  not  good  enough  to  use  them. 

These  words  of  Joe  were  to  her  as  if  he  were 
speaking  to  her  again.  She  laid  them  on  her  knee, 
murmured  them  over  fondly,  looked  at  them,  and 
finally,  for  she  was  weak  still  and  had  had  a  bad 
night,  fell  fast  asleep  over  them,  and  only  wakened, 
as  shouts  of  “  Mother  ”  were  heard  over  the  house. 

She  locked  the  bureau  in  a  hurry,  and  opened  the 
door,  calling  back  to  the  boys,  and  then  she  found 
that  Aunt  Ellen  had  taken  all  the  three  out  walking, 
when  Jock  and  Armine,  with  the  remains  of  their 
money  burning  in  their  pockets,  had  insisted  on 
buying  two  little  ships,  which  must  necessarily  be 
launched  in  the  Serpentine.  Their  aunt  could  by  no 
means  endure  this,  and  Janet  did  not  approve,  so 
there  seemed  to  have  been  a  battle  royal,  in  which 
Jock  would  have  been  the  victor,  if  his  little  brother 
had  not  been  led  off  captive  between  his  aunt  and 
sister,  when  Jock  went  along  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  road,  asserting  his  independence  by  every  sort 
of  monkey  trick  most  trying  to  his  aunt’s  rural  sense 
of  London  propriety. 

It  was  very  ridiculous  to  see  the  tall,  grave,  stately 
Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  standing  there  describing  the 
intolerable  naughtiness  of  that  imp,  who,  not  a  bit 
abashed,  sat  astride  on  the  balustrade  in  the  comfort¬ 
able  conviction  that  he  was  not  hers. 

“  I  hope,  at  least,”  concluded  the  lady,  “  that  you 
will  make  them  feel  how  bad  their  behaviour  has  been.” 

“Jock,”  said  Carey  mechanically,  “I  am  afraid  you 
have  behaved  very  ill  to  your  aunt.” 

“  Why,  Mother  Carey,”  said  that  little  wretch,  “it  is 
just  that  she  doesn’t  know  anything  about  anything 
in  London.” 

“  Yes,”  chimed  in  little  Armine,  who  was  hanging  to 
his  mother’s  skirts  ;  “  she  thought  she  should  get  to 
the  Park  by  Duke  Street.” 
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“That  did  not  make  it  right  for  you  not  to  be 
obedient/’  said  Carey,  trying  for  severity. 

“  But  we  couldn’t,  mother.” 

“  Couldn’t  ?  ”  both  echoed. 

.  _  “  No,”  said  Jock,  “  or  we  should  be  still  in  Piccadilly. 
Mother  Carey,  she  told  us.  not  to  cross  till  it  was  safe  ” 
“  And  she  stood  up  like  the  Duke  of  Bedford  in  the 
Square,”  added  Armine. 

Janet  caught  her  mother’s  eye,  and  both  felt  a  spasm 
of  uncontrollable  diversion  in  their  throats,  makin 
Janet  turn  her  back,  and  Carey  gasp  and  turn  on  th 
boys. 

T  All  that  is  no  reason  at  all.  Go  up  to  the  nursery 
I  Wish  I  could  trust  you  to  behave  like  a  gentleman 
when  your  aunt  is  so  kind  as  to  take  you  out.” 

“  I  did,  mother  !  I  did  hand  her  across  the  street 
and  dragged  her  out  from  under  all  the  omnibus 
noises  said  Jock  in  an  injured  tone,  while  Janet  could 
not  refrain  from  a  whispered  comparison,  “  Like  a  little 
steam-tug,”  and  this  was  quite  too  much  for  all  of  them 
producing  an  explosion  which  made  the  tall  and  stately 
dame  look  from  one  to  another  in  such  bewildered 
amazement  that  struck  the  mother  and  daughter  as 
so  comical  that  the  one  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  with 
a  sort  of  hysterical  heaving,  and  the  other  burst  into 
that  painful  laughter  by  which  strained  spirits  assert 
themselves  in  the  young. 

Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow,  in  utter  astonishment  and 
discomfiture,  turned  and  walked  off  to  her  own  room 
Somehow  Carey  and  Janet  felt  more  on  their  ordinary 
teims  than  they  had  done  all  these  sad  days,  in  their 
consternation  and  a  certain  sense  of  guilt. 

qB?1"6  nC°rUldi  adjudi1cate1  now>  though  trembling  still. 

'  1fmd<//°Ck  j0*!1  t  mt  lis  Serpentine  plans  had  been 
unjustifiable,  and  then  she  added,  “My  poor  boy  I 

must  punish  you.  You  must  remember  it,  for  if  you 
are  not  good  and  steady,  what  will  become  of  us  ”  } 

Jock  leapt  at  her  neck.  “  Mother,  do  anything  to  me 

1  q°if  1  TT  ’  lf  y°U  ?nly  Won>t  look  at  me  like  that  I  ” 

S  le  sat  down  on  the  stairs,  all  in  a  heap  again  with 

nm,  and  sentenced  him  to  the  forfeit  of  the  ship,  which 
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he  endured  with  more  tolerable  grace,  because  Armine 
observed,  “  Never  mind,  Skipjack,  we’ll  go  partners 
in  mine.  You  shall  have  half  my  cargo  of  gold 
dust.” 

Carey  could  not  find  it  in  her  heart  to  check  the 
voyages  of  the  remaining  ship,  over  the  uncarpeted 
dining-room  ;  but  as  she  was  going,  Armine  looked  at 
her  with  his  great  soft  eyes,  and  said,  “  Mother  Carey, 
have  you  got  to  be  the  scoldy  and  punishy  one  now  ?  ” 

“  I  must  if  you  need  it,”  said  she,  going  down  on  her 
knees  again  to  gather  the  little  fellow  to  her  breast  ; 
“  but,  oh,  don’t — don’t  need  it.” 

“  I’d  rather  it  was  Uncle  Robert  and  Aunt  Ellen,” 
said  J ock,  “  for  then  I  shouldn’t  care.” 

“Dear  Jock,  if  you  only  care,  I  think  we  sha’n’t 
want  many  punishments.  But  now  I  must  go  to  your 
aunt,  for  we  did  behave  horribly  ill  to  her.” 

Aunt  Ellen  was  kind,  and  accepted  Carey’s  apology 
when  she  found  that  Jock  had  really  been  punished. 
Only  she  said,  “You  must  be  firm  with  that  boy, 
Caroline,  or  you  will  be  sorry  for  it.  My  boys  know 
that  what  I  have  said  is  to  be  done,  and  they  know  it 
is  of  no  use  to  disobey.  I  am  happy  to  say  they  mind 
me  at  a  word  ;  but  that  John  of  yours  needs  a  tight 
hand.  The  Colonel  thinks  that  the  sooner  he  is  at 
school  the  better.” 

Before  Carey  had  time  to  get  into  a  fresh  scrape,  the 
Colonel  was  ringing  at  the  door.  He  had  to  confess 
that  Dr.  Lucas  had  said  Mrs.  Joe  Brownlow  was  right 
about  Vaughan,  and  had  made  it  plain  that  his  offer 
ought  not  to  be  accepted,  either  in  policy,  or  in  that 
duty  which  the  Colonel  began  to  perceive  towards  his 
brother’s  patients.  Nor  did  he  think  ill  of  her  plan 
respecting  Dr.  Drake ;  and  said  he  would  himself 
suo-gest  the  application  which  that  gentleman  was  no 
doubt  withholding  from  true  feeling,  for  he  had  been 
a  favourite  pupil  of  Joe  Brownlow,  and  had  been 
devoted  to  him.  He  was  sure  that  Mrs.  Brownlow’s 
good  sense  and  instinct  were  to  be  trusted,  a  dictum 
which  not  a  little  surprised  her  brother-in-law,  who  had 
never  ceased  to  think  of  “poor  Joe’s  fancy  ”  as  a  mere 
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child,  and  who  forgot  that  she  was  fifteen  years  older 
than  at  her  marriage. 

He  told  his  wife  what  Dr.  Lucas  had  said,  to  which 
she  replied,  «  That’s  just  the  way.  Men  know  nothin** 
about  it.  ** 

However,  Dr.  Drake’s  offer  was  sufficiently  eligible 
to  be  accepted.  Moreover,  it  proved  that  the  most 
available  house  at  Kenminster  could  not  be  got  ready 
for  the  family  before  the  winter,  so  that  the  move  could 
not  take  place  till  the  spring.  In  the  meantime,  as 
Dr  Drake  could  not  marry  till  Easter,  the  lower  part 
of  the  house  was  to  be  given  up  to  him,  and  Carey  and 
Janet  felt  that  they  had  a  reprieve. 


CHAPTER  V. 

BRAINS  AND  NO  BRAINS. 

I  do  say,  tliou  art  quick  in  answers  : 

Thou  Iieatest  my  blood.— Lovis  Labour’s  Lost. 

Kem  STER,  as  county  tradition  pronounced  what  was 
spelt  Kenminster,  a  name  meaning  St.  ICenelm’s 
minster,  had  a  grand  collegiate  church  and  a  foundation- 
school  which,  in  the  hands  of  the  Commissioners  had  of 
late  years  passed  into  the  rule  of  David  Ogilvie  Esq.  a 
spate,  pale,  nervous,  sensitive-looking  man  of  eight  or 
nine  and  twenty,  who  sat  one  April  evening  under  his 
lamp,  with  his  sister  at  work  a  little  way  off,  listening 
with  some  amusement  to  his  sighs  and  groans  at  the 
holiday  tasks  that  lay  before  him. 

A  TA  “  Ma,'y-  What  was  Magna 

Charta  ?  The  first  map  of  the  world.” 

“  Who’s  that  ingenious  person  ?  ” 

“ Brownlow  Major,  of  course;  and  here’s  French 
who  says  it  was  a  new. sort  of  cow  invented  by  Henry 
VIII.  a  happy  feminine,  I  suppose,  to  the  Papal  Bull 
Heres  a  third!  The  French  fleet  defeated  by  Queen 
Elizabeth.  Most  have  passed  it  over  entirely  ” 

“  Well,  you  know  this  is  the  first  time  you  have  tried 

hLtor/”  eXammatlon’  and  b°ys  never  do  learu 
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“Nor  anything  else  in  this  happy  town,”  was  the 
answer,  accompanied  by  a  ruffling  over  of  the  papers. 

“  For  shame,  David  !  The  first  day  of  the  term  !  ” 

“  It  is  the  dead  weight  of  Bro willows,  my  dear. 
Only  think  !  There’s  another  lot  coming  !  A  set  of 
duplicates.  They  haven’t  even  the  sense  to  vary  the 
Christian  names.  Three  more  to  be  admitted  to¬ 
morrow.” 

“  That  accounts  for  a  good  deal  !  ” 

“You  are  laughing  at  me,  Mary  ;  but  did  you  never 
know  what  it  is  to  feel  like  Sisyphus  ?  Whenever  you 
think  you  have  rolled  it  a  little  way,  down  it  comes,  a 
regular  dead  weight  again,  down  the  slope  of  utter  in¬ 
difference  and  dulness,  till  it  seems  to  crush  the  very 
heart  out  of  you  !  ” 

“  Have  you  really  nobody  that  is  hopeful  ?  ” 

“Nobody  who  does  not  regard  me  as  his  worst 
enemy,  and  treat  all  my  approaches  with  distrust  and 
hostility.  Mary,  how  am  I  to  live  it  down  ?  ” 

“  You  speak  as  if  it  were  a  crime  !  ” 

“I  feel  as  if  it  were  one.  Not  of  mine,  but  of  the 
pedagogic  race  before  me,  who  have  spoilt  the  relations 
between  man  and  boy  ;  so  that  I  cannot  even  get  one 
to  act  as  a  medium.” 

“  That  would  be  contrary  to  esprit  de  corps!' 

“  Exactly  ;  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  I  am  not  one  of 
those  genial  fellows,  half  boys  themselves,  who  can  join 
in  the  sports  con  amore ;  I  should  only  make  a 
mountebank  of  myself  if  I  tried,  and  the  boys  would 
distrust  me  the  more.” 

“  Quite  true.  The  only  way  is  to  be  oneself,  and 
one’s  best  self,  and  the  rest  will  come.” 

“  I’m  not  so  sure  of  that.  Some  people  mistake 
their  vocation.” 

“  Well,  when  you  have  given  it  a  fair  trial,  you  can 
turn  to  something  else.  You  are  getting  the  school 
up  again,  which  is  at  least  one  testimony.” 

David  Ogilvie  made  a  sound  as  if  this  were  very 
base  kind  of-  solace,  and  his  sister  did  not  wonder  when 
she  remembered  the  bright  hopes  and  elaborate 
theories  with  which  he  had  undertaken  the  mastership 
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only  nine  months  ago.  He  was  then  fresh  from  the 
university,  and  the  loss  of  constant  intercourse  with 
congemal  minds  had  perhaps  contributed  as  much  as 
the  dulness  of  the  Kenminster  youth  to  bring  him  into 
a  depressed  state  of  health  and  spirits,  which  had 
made  his  elder  sister  contrive  to  spend  her  Easter 
at  the  seaside  with  him,  and  give  him  a  few  days  at 
the  beginning  of  the  term.  Indeed,  she  was  anxious 
enough  about  him,  when  he  went  down  to  the  old 
grammar -school,  to  revolve  the  possibility  of  accedin°* 
to  his  earnest  wish,  and  coming  to  live  with  him 
instead  of  continuing  in  her  situation  as  governess.  ’ 

He  came  back  to  luncheon  next  day  with  a 
brightened  face,  that  made  his  sister  say,  “  Well  have 
you  struck  some  sparks  ?”  7  ’ 

“  Eve  got  some  new  material,  and  am  come  home 
saying,  ‘  What’s  in  a  name  ?  ’  ” 

Eh  !  Is  it  those  very  new  Brownlows,  that  seemed 
yes  ei  day  to  be  the  last  straw  on  the  camel’s  back  ?  ” 
Wish  you  could  have  seen  the  whole  scene,  Mary 
Theie  were  half-a-dozen  new  boys  to  be  admitted 
four  Brownlows  !  Think  of  that !  Well  there  stood 
manifestly  one  of  the  old  stock,  with  the  same  oval 
face  and  sleepy  brown  eyes,  and  the  very  same  drawl 
I  know  so  well  in  the  <No-a-’  to  the  vain  question 

•  ^  T T,  d°f 6  any  Latin  ?  ’  And  how  shall  I  do 

■  A,Tl  It  0ngj  draggin£  drawl  of  his  reading  ? 
Aye  hems  the  sentence  I  set  him  on:  ‘The _ Gowls 

/f  d  j0n~  ^Gn  ted — to — accePt — a — sum of— 

gold  and  retire.  They  were  en — gagged _ in _ wao- 

ging  out  the  sum— required,  and—’  Thad  to  tell  him 
what  to  call  Brennus,  and  he  proceeded  to  a  t  th 
sword  mto  the  scale,  exclaiming,  just  as  to  a  cart-home 

AfTTl  T°  hC  Worsted’  (pronounced  like  yarn)’ 

A  tei  that  you  may  suppose  the  feelings  with  which  T 
called  his  ditto,  another  Joseph  Armine  BrownW 
and  forth  came  the  smallest  sprite,  with  a  white  face 
and  great  biack  eyes,  all  eagerness,  but  much  too  wee 
for  this  place.  ‘ Begun  Latin  ? ’  ‘Oh  yes  ■  ’  anH  S 
mttled  off  a  declension  and  a  tense  with  as  much  ease 
as  if  he  had  been  born  speaking  Latin.  I  gave  him 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD.  55 

Phaedrus  to  see  whether  that  would  stump  him,  and  I 
don’t  think  it  would  have  done  so  if  he  had  not  made 
os  a  mouth  instead  of  a  bone,  in  dealing  with  the 
‘  Wolf  and  the  Lamb.’  He  was  almost  crying,  so  I 
put  the  Roman  history  into  his  hand,  and  his  reading 
was  something  refreshing  to  hear.  I  asked  if  he  knew 
what  the  sentence  meant,  and  he  answered,  ‘  Isn’t  it 
when  the  geese  cackled  ?  ’  trying  to  turn  round  the  page. 
‘  What  do  you  know  about  the  geese  ?  ’  said  I.  To 
which  the  answer  was,  ‘We  played  at  it  on  the  stairs  ! 
Jock  and  I  were  the  Romans,  and  Mother  Carey  and 
Babie  were  the  geese.’  ” 

“  Poor  little  fellow !  I  hope  no  boys  were  there  to 
listen*  or  he  will  never  hear  the  last  of  those  geese.” 

“  I  hope  no  one  was  within  earshot  but  his  brothers, 
who  certainly  did  look  daggers  at  him.  He  did  very 
well  in  summing  and  in  writing,  except  that  he  went 
out  of  his  way  to  spell  fish,  p  h  y  c  h,  and  shy,  s  c  h  y  ; 
and  at  last,  I  could  not  resist  the  impulse  to  ask  him 
what  Magna  Charta  is.  Out  came  the  answer,  ‘  It  is 
yellow,  and  all  crumpled  up,  and  you  can’t  read  it,  but 
it  has  a  bit  of  a  great  red  seal  hanging  to  it.’  ” 

“  What,  he  had  seen  it  ?  ” 

“Yes,  or  a  facsimile,  and  what  was  more,  he  knew 
who  signed  it.  Whoever  taught  that  child  knew  how 
to  teach,  and  it  is  a  pity  he  should  be  swamped  among 
such  a  set  as  ours.” 

“  I  thought  you  would  be  delighted.” 

“  I  should  be,  if  I  had  him  alone,  but  he  must  be  put 
with  a  crew  who  will  make  it  their  object  to  bully  him 
out  of  his  superiority,  and  the  more  I  do  for  him,  the 
worse  it  will  be  for  him,  poor  little  fellow  ;  and  he  looks 
too  delicate  to  stand  the  ordeal.  It  is  sheer  cruelty  to 
send  him.” 

“  Hasn’t  he  brothers  ?”■ 

“  Oh,  yes  !  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  two  bigger  boys, 
another  Robert  and  J  ohn  Brownlow — about  eleven  and 
nine  years  old.  The  younger  one  is  a  sort  of  black 
spider  monkey,  wanting  the  tail.  We  shall  have  some 
trouble  with  that  gentleman,  I  expect.” 

“  But  not  the  old  trouble  ?  ” 
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No,  indeed  ;  unless  the  atmosphere  affects  hint 
He  answered  as  no  boy  of  twelve  can  do  here  ;  and  as 
to  the  elder  one,  I  must  take  him  at  once  into  the  fifth 
form,  such  as  it  is.” 

“  Where  have  they  been  at  school  ?  ” 

“At  a  day  Schooi  in  London.  They  are  Colonel 
Brownlow  s  nephews.  Their  father  was  a  medical  man 
m  London  who  died  last  summer,  leaving  a  youn^ 
widow  and  these  boys,  and  they  have  just  come 
down  to  live  in  Kenmmster.  But  it  can’t  be  owing  to 
m  school.  No  school  would  give  all  three  that  kind 
°/  ^  sha11  I  caI  lt:  culture,  and  intelligence,  that 

taught  at’ horn e.”631"63'  Htl‘e  °',e 

“  I  wonder  whether  it  is  their  mother’s  doing  ? 

Iam  afraid  it  is  their  father’s.  The  Colonel  spoke 

nl  r1  tf  a /oor  JelPIess  little  thing,  who  was  thrown 
on  his  hands  with  all  her  family.” 

After  the  morning’s  examination  and  placing  of  the 

sister  set' forth3  t  halfrholiday  >  a»d  the  brother  and 
sister  set  foith  to  enjoy  it  together,  for  Kenminster 

was  a  place  with  special  facilities  for  enjoyment.  It  was 

mult  as  it  weie  within  a  crescent,  formed  by  low  hills 

sloping  down  to  the  river;  the  Church,  school  and 

' thG  °Id  C°Ile^iate  holdings  tying  In 
the  flat  at  the  bottom,  and  the  rest  of  the  town  one  of 
the  small  decayed  wool  staples  of  Somerset  beino-  in 
terraces  on  the  hill-side,  with  steep  streets  dividin°M:he 
ows  These  were  of  very  mixed  quality  and  architec- 
tuie,  but,  as  a  general  rule,  improved  the  higher  they 
rose,  and  were  all  interspersed  with  gardens  running 
up  or  down,  and  with  a  fair  sprinkling  of  trees  whose 
budding  green  looked  well  amid  the  yellow  stone. 

n  the  summit  were  some  more  ornamental  villa- 
like  houses  and  grey  stone  buildings  with  dark  tiled 
roofs  but  the  expansion  on  that  side  had  been  checked 
by  extensive  private  grounds.  There  were  very  beauti 
ful  woods  coming  almost  close  to  the  town,  and  in  the 
absence  of  the  owner,  a  great  moneyed  man  they  were 
open  to  all  those  who  did  not  make  themsdves  0T 
noxious  to  the  keepers  ;  and  these,  under  an  ab?e„he 
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proprietor,  gave  a  free  interpretation  to  rights  of  way. 
Thither  were  the  Ogilvies  bound,  in  search  of  primrose 
banks,  but  their  way  led  them  past  two  or  three  houses 
on  the  hill-top,  one  of  which,  being  constructed  on 
supposed  Chinese  principles  ot  architecture,  was  known 
to  its  friends  as  “the  Pagoda,”  to  its  foes  as  “the 
Folly.”  It  had  been  long  untenanted,  but  this  winter 
it  had  been  put  into  complete  repair,  and  two  rooms, 
showing  a  sublime  indifference  to  consistency  of  archi¬ 
tecture,  had  been  lately  built  out  with  sash  windows 
and  a  slated  roof,  contrasting  oddly  with  the  frilled  and 
fluted  tiles  of  the  tower  from  which  it  jutted. 

Suddenly  there  sounded  close  to  their  ears  the 
words — “  School  time,  my  dear  !  ” 

Starting  and  looking  round  for  some  impertinent 
street  boy,  Mr.  Ogilvie  exclaimed,  “  What’s  that  ?  ’ 

“Mother  Carey!  We  are  all  Mother  Carey’s 
chickens.” 

“  See,  there,”  exclaimed  Mary,  and  a  great  parrot 
was  visible  on  the  branch  of  a  sumach,  which  stretched 
over  the  railings  of  the  low7  wall  of  the  pagoda  garden. 
“  O  you  appropriate  bird, — you  surely  ought  not  to  be 
here  !  ” 

To  which  the  parrot  replied,  “Hie,  hcec,  hoc!  and 
burst  out  in  a  wild  scream  of  laughing,  spreading  her 
grey  wings,  and  showing  intentions  of  flying  away  ; 
but  Mr.  Ogilvie  caught  hold  of  the  chain  that  hung 
from  her  leg. 

Just  then  voices  broke  out — 

“  That’s  Polly  !  Where  is  she  ?  That’s  you,  Jock, 
you  horrid  boy.”  “  Well,  I  didn’t  see  why  she  shouldn’t 
enjoy  herself.”  “  Now  you’ve  been  and  lost  her.  Poll, 
Poll!” 

“  I  have  her  !  ”  called  back  Mr.  Ogilvie.  “  I’ll  bring 
her  to  the  gate.” 

Thanks  came  through  the  hedge,  and  the  brothel 
and  sister  walked  on. 

“  It’s  old  Ogre.  Cut !  ”  growled  in  what  was  meant 
to  be  an  aside,  a  voice  the  master  knew  full  well,  and 
there  wras  a  rushing  off  of  feet,  like  ponies  in  a  field. 

When  the  sheep  gate  was  reached,  a  great  furniture 
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van  was  seen  standing  at  the  door  of  the  “  pvm  »  , 

•p  ^anlc  y°u)  sir  ;  thank  you  verv  mnrh  r 
Polly,”  said  the  eldest  k™,  / 1  Y  much-  Come, 
bird  b°y>  takmS  Possession  of  the 

to  IhVyoLTr  “ladbtf  "-'If id  “^master 

Robe/and  C'C”£  ^  ™w 

sauve  qui pent.  lacl  not  Jolned  in  the 

OgiIvie.”^°beit  tUmed  and  said,  “Mother,  it  is  Mr. 

black  %uresthl“aBddOT™capa™htstat  0nC  °J  the 
behind  her  in  the  breeze  u  -i  1  streamers  flying 
his  hat  and  beginning  “ Mrs  R,-11  6  ,he  ^as,  takin§‘  oft 
her  hands  to  his  sister  r!  '  IT,*1™’’  she  held  out 

and  there  was  an  eauallv  f^’  MarP’  Mary  Ogilvie,” 
Is  it  really  CaxoSeK^^dS/f  ^  a  “ Is  *  ? 
eager  hands  in  glad  pres'sure  t  ^  °  ^ends  linked 

moment,  towards  the  house  i  u  after  tke  first 

it  is  my  dear old  “^d, 

brother.”  schoolfellow;  Carey,  this  is  my 

warmly  shakhigTands'tith  h^"  Tta”  Carey’ 
friendly,  but  I  little  thono-hf  ’  ^ k?  name  sounded 
Areir,  living  here,  U"f[  ’ho^S?,^ 

I  go  backToUor”  “Iy  keepi“g  Miday  ^  David. 

you Tin ” t h isX “V*  a”  1  can  of 
“Chaos  is  come  again,  but  you  ’won't  mtod"  Cm’hne ' 

1 11  come  and  help  you,”  said  MarT  "  n  m 

“  Cag?t°?  t'°"?  a”d  «“«  back  for  nm.”  DaV,d’  y°U 
shut  out  in  the  coldO'I  sreTboS*”'1’  kfng  “ther 

my  line  ?  ”  a  bookcase.  Isn’t  that  in 

“  OM  "mother,5  “"kt" ttaftefi  W  Said  Janet 
Bobus,  there  are  the  shelves  and  Ph  °f  at  kast  > 
m  my  basket.”  ’  and  1  kave  aU  their  pegs 
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The  case  was  happily  in  its  place  against  the  wall, 
and  Janet  had  seized  on  her  recruit  to  hold  the  shelves 
while  she  pegged  them,  while  the  two  friends  were  still 
exchanging  their  first  inquiries,  Carey  exclaiming, 

“  Now,  you  naughty  Mary,  where  have  you  been,  and 
why  didn’t  you  write  ?  ” 

“  I  have  been  in  Russia,  and  I  didn’t  write,  because 
nobody  answered,  and  I  didn’t  know  where  anybody 
was.” 

“  In  Russia !  I  thought  you  were  with  a  Scottish 
family,  and  wrote  to  you  to  the  care  of  some  laird 
with  an  unearthly  name.” 

“  But  you  knew  that  they  took  me  abroad.” 

“  And  Alice  Brown  told  me  that  letters  sent  to  the 
place  in  Scotland  would  find  you.  I  wrote  three 

times,  and  when  you  did  not  answer  my  last - ”  and 

Caroline  broke  off  with  things  unutterable  in  her  face. 

“  I  never  had  any  but  the  first  when  you  were  going 
to  London.  I  answered  that.  Yes,  I  did!  Don’t 
look  incredulous.  I  wrote  from  Sorrento.” 

“  That  must  have  miscarried.  Where  did  you  ad¬ 
dress  it.” 

“To  the  old  place,  inside  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Mercer.” 

“  I  see  !  Poor  Mrs.  Mercer  went  away  ill,  and  did 
not  live  long  after,  and  I  suppose  her  people  never 
troubled  themselves  about  her  letters.  But  why  did 
not  you  get  ours.” 

“Mrs.  M'lan  died  at  Venice,  and  the  aunts  came 
out,  and  considering  me  too  young  to  go  on  with 
the  laird  and  his  girls,  they  fairly  made  me  over 
to  a  Russian  family  whom  we  had  met.  Unluckily, 
as  I  see  now,  I  wrote  to  Mrs.  Mercer,  and  as  I  never 
heard  more  I  gave  up  writing.  Then  the  Crimean 
War  cut  me  off  entirely  even  from  David.  I  had  only 
one  letter  all  that  time.” 

“  How  is  it  that  you  are  a  governess  ?  I  thought 
one  was  sure  of  a  pension  from  a  Russian  grandee  !  ” 

“  These  were  not  very  grand  grandees,  only  counts, 
and  though  they  paid  liberally,  they  could  not  pension 
one.  So  when  I  had  done  with  the  youngest  daughter, 
I  came  to  England  and  found  a  situation  in  London. 
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tiled  to  look  up  our  old  set,  but  could  not  get  on 

me  v"aC  '  i  any0nf  eXCePfc  Emily  Collins,  who  told 
J  you  had  married  very  soon,  but  was  not  even  sure 

d^S-as^s^sel^  ^ 

se^;t^k  She.is  old^  And  have  you 
whr.WnSnit  ]ie  Wli°>  receiyed  the  delightful  popinjay, 

Mr  Ogilviend  SPak  S°  mUC1  t0  thC  PurP°se  ?  "  asked 

notTe"- ifcuVaS  AU-n-  He  is  the  only  one  you  did 
not  see  in  the  morning.  Did  they  do  tolerably  ?  ” 

said  Mr  oSSh  1 5^,' a^1boys  who  did  half  as  well/’ 
%  rhe  ads  bemS  Sone  for  more  books. 

1  was  afiaid  for  John  and  Armine,  for  we  have 

tbheee"  hTf  ed'“,d  1  C°UW  not  g°  011  so  steadrly  with 
„  f’U  she,said  eagerly,  but  faltering  a  little 

Armine  told  me  he  blundered  in  Phmdrus  but  I 
hope  he  did  fairly  on  the  whole.”  ’  t  1 

wS?.Wed  tllat  lf  you  ask  my  advice,  I  should  sav 
imh?/0  yourself  two  years  more.”  y 

„v  Vuai?-S°  §'lad-”  with  a  little  start  of  jov 
oull  tell  his  uncle?  He  insisted — he  had  some 
impression  that  they  were  very  naughty  boys  whom 
I  could  not  cope  with,  poor  little  fellows  ”  7  ’ 

1  can  decidedly  say  he  is  .learning  more  from  von 
jhan  he  would  m  school  among  those  with  whorn  at 
Ins  age,  I  must  place  him.”  ’  at 

‘"Thank  you,  thank  you.  Then  Babie  won’t  lose 

Amie0IhavZnal  ^  t0  §'°  to  Schoo]  with 

A  m  e  having  always  gone  on  with  him.  And  the 

for  tL  W!hat  °f  them  ?  Bobas  E  sure  to  work 
lor  the  mere  pleasure  of  it— but  Jock  ?  ” 

to  the  sTandPmdmo?hthat  ^  not  let  himself  down 

idleness  b  n  i  ^  and  devdoP  a  opacity  for 
dienesS’  but  even  he  has  time  to  spare,  and  he  is  at 

at  time  of  life  when  boys  do  for  one  another  what 
no  one  else  can  do  for  them.”  what 

The  Colonel  said  the  boys  were  a  good  set  and 
gentlemanly,  said  Carey  wistfully 

“  1  think  1  may  say  that  for  them,”  returned  their 
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master.  “  They  are  not  bad  boys  as  boys  go.  There 
is  as  much  honour  and  kindliness  among  them  as  you 
would  find  anywhere.  Besides,  to  boys  like  yours 
this  would  be  only  a  preparatory  school.  They  are 
sure  to  fly  off  to  scholarships.” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  Carey.  “  I  want  them  to  be 
where  physical  science  is  an  object.  Or  do  you  think 
that  thorough  classical  training  is  a  better  preparation 
than  taking  up  any  individual  line  ?  ” 

“  I  believe  it  is  easier  to  learn  how  to  learn  through 
languages  than  through  anything  else.” 

“  And  to  be  taught  how  to  learn  is  a  much  greater 
thing  than  to  be  crammed,”  said  Carey.  “  Of  course 
when  one  begins  to  teach  oneself,  the  world  has 
become  “  mine  oyster,”  and  one  has  the  dagger.  The 
point  becomes  how  to  sharpen  the  dagger.” 

At  that  moment  three  or  four  young  people  rushed 
in  with  arms  full  of  books,  and  announcing  that  the 
uncle  and  aunt  were  coming.  The  next  moment  they 
appeared,  and  stood  amazed  at  the  accession  of 
volunteer  auxiliaries.  Mr.  Ogilvie  introduced  his 
sister,  while  Caroline  explained  that  she  was  an  old 
friend, — meanwhile  putting  up  a  hand  to  feel  for  her 
cap,  as  she  detected  in  Ellen’s  eyes  those  words, 

“  Caroline,  your  cap.”  „ 

“  We  came  to  see  how  you  were  getting  on,  said 

the  Colonel,  kindly. 

“Thank  you,  we  are  getting  on  capitally.  And 
oh,  Robert,  Mr.  Ogilvie  will  tell  you ;  he  thinks 
Armine  too— too— I  mean  he  thinks  he  had  better 
not  go  into  school  yet,”  she  added,  thankful  that  she 
had  not  said  “  too  clever  for  the  school.” 

The  Colonel  turned  aside  with  the  master  to  discuss 
the  matter,  and  the  ladies  went  into  the  drawing-room, 
the  new  room  opening  on  the  lawn,  under  a  verandah, 
with  French  windows.  It  was  full  of  furniture  in  the 
most  dire  confusion.  Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  wanted 
to  clear  off  at  once  the  desks  and  other  things  that 
seemed  school-room  properties,  saying  that  a  little 
room  downstairs  had  always  served  the  purpose. 

“That  must  be  nurse’s  sitting-room,”  said  Carey. 
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“  Old  nurse  !  She  can  be  of  no  use,  my  dear  !  ” 

Oh  yes,  she  is  ;  she  has  lived  with  us  ever  since 
dear  grandmamma  married,  and  has  no  home,  and  no 
relations  We  could  not  get  on  without  dear  old 
nursey ! 

“  Well,  my  dear,  I  hope  you  will  find  it  answer  to 
keep  her  on.  _  But  as  to  this  room  !  It  is  such  a  pity 
not  to  keep  it  nice,  when  you  have  such  handsome 
furniture  too. 

“  1  t0,  ke^P  nice  with  habitation,”  said  Caro¬ 

line.  Thats  the  only  way  to  do  it.  I  can’t  bear 
lusty,  shut-up  smart  rooms,  and  I  think  the  family 
room  ought  to  be  the  pleasantest  and  prettiest  in  the 
house  for  the  children’s  sake.” 

“  Ahj  welV'  s^ld  Mrs.  Brownlow,  with  a  serene  good 
nature,  contrasting  with  the  heat  with  which  Caroline 
spoke  it  is  your  affair,  my  dear,  but  my  boys  would 
not  thank  me  for  shutting  them  in  with  my  pretty 
mugs  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  have  them  there 
Healthy  country  boys  like  to  have  their  fun  and  I 
would  not  coop  them  up.” 

Oil,  but  there’s  the  studio  to  run  riot  in,  Ellen” 
said  Carey.  “Didn’t  you  see?  The  upper  story  of 
e  towei.  We  have  put  the  boy’s  tools  there,  and  I 
can  do  my  modelling  there,  and  make  messes  and  all 
tl  ats  nice,  she  said,  smiling  to  Mary,  and  to  Allen 
who  had  just  come  in.  ’ 

Do  you  model,  Carey  ?  ”  Mary  asked,  and  Allen 
volunteered  to  show  his  mother’s  groups  and  bas 
iclids  thereby  much  increasing  the  litter  on  the  floor 
and  dehghtmg  Mary  a  good  deal  more  than  his  aunt’ 
who  asked,  What  will  you  do  for  a  store-room  then  ?”’ 

ui  up  a  iew  cupboards  and  shelves  anywhere” 

M  Tt  n11?  !aS£  to  describe  the  sort  of  air  with  which 
Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  received  this  answer.  She 
said  nothing  but  «  Oh,”  and  was  perfectly  unruffled  in 
a  sort  of  sublime  contempt,  as  to  the  hopelessness  of 

dTLr  hrg  TthSUCh  a  bdn-  °n  her  own  ground 
Theie  did  not  seem  overt  provocation,  but  poor 

“1  .appr0Va1'  cl-fcd  Pand 
icasoned  .  I  don  t  think  anything  so  important  as  a 
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happy  home  for  the  boys,  where  they  can  have  their 
pursuits,  and  enjoy  themselves.” 

Mrs.  Brownlow  seemed  to  think  this  totally  irre¬ 
levant,  and  observed,  “  When  I  have  nice  things,  I  like 
to  keep  them  nice.” 

“  I  like  nice  boys  better  than  nice  things,”  cried 
Carey. 

Ellen  smiled  as  though  to  say  she  hoped  she  was 
not  an  unnatural  mother,  and  again  said  “  Oh  !  ” 

Mary  Ogilvie  was  very  glad  to  see  the  two  gentle¬ 
men  come  in  from  the  hall,  the  Colonel  saying,  “  Mr. 
Ogilvie  tells  me  he  thinks  Armine  too  small  at  present 
for  school,  Caroline.” 

“You  know  I  am  very  glad  of  it,  Robert,”  she  said, 
smiling  gratefully,  and  Ellen  compassionately  ob¬ 
served,  “  Poor  little  fellow,  he  is  very  small,  but 
country  air  and  food  will  soon  make  a  man  of  him  if 
he  is  not  overdone  with  books.  I  make  it  a  point 
never  to  force  my  children.” 

“  No,  that  you  don’t,”  said  Caroline,  with  a 
dangerous  smile  about  the  corners  of  her  mouth. 

“  And  my  boys  do  quite  as  well  as  if  they  had 
their  heads  stuffed  and  their  growth  stunted,”  said 
Ellen.  “Joe  is  only  two  months  older  than  Armine, 
and  you  are  quite  satisfied  with  him,  are  you  not, 
Mr.  Ogilvie  ?  ” 

“  He  is  more  on  a  level  with  the  others,”  said  Mr. 
Ogilvie  politely  ;  “  but  I  wish  they  were  all  as  forward 
as  this  little  fellow.” 

“  Schoolmasters  and  mammas  don’t  always  agree 
on  those  points,”  said  the  Colonel  good-humouredly. 

“  Very  true,”  responded  his  wife.  “  I  never  was 
one  for  teasing  the  poor  boys  with  study  and  all  that. 
I  had  rather  see  them  strong  and  well  grown.  They’ll 
have  quite  worry  enough  when  they  go  to  school.” 

“  Pm  sorry  you  look  at  me  in  that  aspect,  said 
Mr.  Ogilvie. 

“  Oh,  I  know  you  can’t  help  it,”  said  the  lady.  ^ 

“Any  more  than  Trois  Echeiies  and  Petit  Andre, 
said  Carey,  in  a  low  voice,  giving  the  twc.  Ogilv7.es  the 
strongest  desire  to  laugh. 
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Just  then  out  burst  a  cry  of  wrath  and  consternation, 
making  everyone  hurry  out  into  the  hall,  where,  through 
a  pei  feet  cloud  of  white  powder,  loomed  certain  figures 
and  a  scandalised  voice  cried  “Aunt  Caroline  Jock 
and  Armine  have  been  and  let  all  the  arrowroot  fly 
about.”  7 

“  You  told  me  to  be  use'ful  and  open  parcels  ”  cried 
Jock. 

Oh,  jolly,  jolly!  first-rate!”  shouted  Armine  in 
ecstasy.  “It’s  just  like  Paris  in  the  cloud!  More 
more,  Babie.  You  are  Venus,  you  know.” 

“Master  Armine,  Miss  Barbara!  For  shame”  ex¬ 
claimed  the.  nurse’s  voice.  “All  getting  into  the 
caipet,  and  in  your  clothes,  I  do  declare  !  A  whole 
case  of  best  arrowroot  wasted,  and  worse.” 

“’Twas  Jessie’s  doing,”  replied  Jock.’  “  She  told 
me. 

Jessie,  decidedly  the  most  like  Venus  of  the  party 
being  a  very  pretty  girl,  with  an  oval  face  and  brown 
eyes,  had  retreated,  and  was  with  infinite  disgust 
brushing,  the  white  powder  out  of  her  dress,  only  in 
answer  ejaculating,  “  Those  boys  !  ” 

Jock  had  not  only  opened  the  case,  but  had  opened 
it  upside  down,  and  the  classical  performances  of 

inline,  and  Barbara  had  powdered  themselves  and 
everything  around,  while  the  draught  that  was  rushing 
through  all  the  wide  open  doors  and  windows  dispersed 
tile  mischief  far  and  wide.  ^ 

“Can  you  do  nothing  but  laugh,  Caroline  ?”  gravely 
said  Mrs.  Brownlow.  “Janet,  shut  that  window. 
Childien,  out  01  the  way !  If  you  were  mine,  I  should 
send  you  to  bed.” 

“There’s  no  bed  to  be  sent  to,”  muttered  Tock 
runmng  round  to  give  a  sly  puff  to  the  white  heap’ 

diffusing  a  sprinkling  of  white  powder  over  his  aunt’s 
dress. 

•  ;j0T”  Si!ld  !lis  mother  with  real  firmness  and 
indignation  in  her  voice,  "that  is  not  the  way  to 
behave.  Beg  your  aunt’s  pardon  this  instant.” 

1  J1  ,  fVjry,onfs  surprise  the  imp  obtyed  the 
hand  she  had  laid  on  him,  and  muttered  some! 
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thing  like,  “beg  pardon,”  though  it  made  his  face 
crimson. 

His  uncle  exclaimed,  “  That’s  right,  my  boy,”  and 
his  aunt  said,  with  dignity,  “Very  well,  we’ll  say  no 
more  about  it.” 

Mary  Ogilvic  was  in  the  meantime  getting  some  of 
the  powder  back  into  the  tin,  and  Janet  running  in 
from  the  kitchen  with  a  maid,  a  soup  tureen,  and 
sundry  spoons,  everyone  became  busy  in  rescuing  the 
remains — in  the  midst  of  which  there  was  a  smash 
of  glass. 

“Jock  again  !  ”  quoth  Janet. 

“Oh,  mother!”  called  out  Jock.  “It’s  so  long!  I 
thought  I’d  get  the  feather-brush  to  sweep  it  up  with, 
and  the  other  end  of  it  has  been  and  gone  through 
this  stupid  lamp.” 

“  Things  are  not  unapt  to  be  and  go  through,  where 
you  are  concerned,  Mr.  Jock,  I  suspect,”  said  Mr. 
Ogilvie.  “Suppose  you  were  to  come  with  me,  and 
your  brothers  too,  and  be  introduced  to  the  swans  on 
the  lake  at  Belforest.” 

The  boys  brightened  up,  the  mother  said,  “  Thank 
you  most  heartily,  if  they  will  not  be  a  trouble,”  and 
Babie  put  her  hand  entreatingly  into  the  schoolmaster’s, 
and  said,  “Me  too  ?” 

“What,  Venus  herself!  I  thought  she  had  dis¬ 
appeared  in  the  cloud  !  Let  her  come,  pray,  Mrs. 
Brownlow.” 

“  I  thought  the  children  would  have  been  with  their 
cousins,”  observed  the  aunt. 

“  So  we  were,”  returned  Armine  ;  “but  Johnnie  and 
Joe  ran  away  when  they  saw  Mr.  Ogilvie  coming.” 

Babie  having  by  this  time  had  a  little  black  hat 
tied  on,  and  as  much  arrowroot  as  possible  brushed 
out  of  her  frock  ;  Carey  warned  the  schoolmaster  not 
to  let  himself  be  chattered  to  death,  and  he  walked  off 
with  the  three  younger  ones. 

Caroline  would  have  kept  her  friend,  but  Mary, 
seeing  that  little  good  could  be  gained  by  staying 
with  her'af;  present,  replied  that  she  would  take  the 
walk  now,  and  return  to  her  friend  in  a  couple  of 
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hours’  time  ;  and  Carey  was  fain  to  consent,  though 
with  a  very  wistful  look  in  her  eyes. 

At  the  end  of  that  time,  or  more,  Janet  met  the 
party  at  the  garden  gate.  “You  are  to  go  down  to 
my  uncle’s,  children,”  she  said  ;  “mother  has  one  of 
her  very  bad  headaches.” 

There  was  an  outcry  that  they  must  take  her  the 
flowers,  of  which  their  hands  and  arms  were  full ;  but 
Janet  was  resolute,  though  Babie  was  very  near 
tears. 

“  To-morrow — to-morrow,”  she  said.  “  She  must  lie 
still  now,  or  she  won’t  be  able  to  do  anything.  Run 
away,  Babie,  they’ll  be  waiting  tea  for  you.  Allen’s 
there.  He’ll  take  care  of  you.” 

“  I  want  to  give  Mother  Carey  those  dear  white 
flowers,”  still  entreated  Babie. 

“I’U  flive  them,  my  dear.  They  want  you  down 
there- — Ellie  and  Esther.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  play  with  Ellie  and  Essie,”  sturdily 
declared  Barbara.  “  They  say  it  is  telling  falsehoods 
when  one  wants  to  play  at  anything.” 

“  They  don’t  understand  pretending,”  said  Armine. 

ZY  let  us  stay,  Janet,  well  not  make  one  smallest 
little  atom  of  noise,  if  Jock  doesn’t  stay.” 

“You  can’t,”  said  Janet,  “for  there’s 
you  to  eat,  and  nurse  and  Susan  are  as  savane  as 
Carribee  islanders.” 

This  last  argument  was  convincing.  The  children 
threw  their  flowers  into  Janet’s  arms,  gave  their  hands 
co  Miss  Ogilvie,  and  Babie  between  her  two  brothers 
scampered  off,  while  Miss  Ogilvie  uttered  her  ariefs 
and  regrets. 

‘  My  mother  would  like  to  see  you,”  said  Janet- 
indeed,  I  think  it  will  do  her  good.  She  told  me  to 
bring  you  in. 

Such  a  day  of  fatigue,”  began  Mary 

“That  and  all  the  rest  of  it,”  said  Janet  moodily 

Is  she  subject  to  headaches  ?  ” 

r  J  nevef  one-  tiU - ”  Janet  broke  off 

for  they  had  reached  her  mother’s  door. 

“  BrinS  her  in>”  said  a  weary  voice,  and  Mary  found 


nothing  for 
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herself  beside  a  low  iron  bed,  where  Carey,  shaking 
off  the  handkerchief  steeped  in  vinegar  and  water  on 
her  brow,  and  showing  a  tear-stained,  swollen-eyed 
face,  threw  herself  into  her  friend’s  arms. 

But  she  did  not  cry  now,  her  tears  all  came  when 
she  was  alone,  and  when  Mary  said  something  of 
being  so  sorry  for  her  headache,  she  said,  “  Oh  !  it’s 
only  with  knocking  one’s  head  against  a  mattress  like 
mad  people,”  in  such  a  matter-of-fact  voice,  that  Mary 
for  a  moment  wondered  whether  she  had  really 
knocked  her  head. 

Mary  doubted  what  to  say,  and  wetted  the  kerchief 
afresh  with  the  vinegar  and  water. 

“  Oh,  Mary,  I  wish  you  were  going  to  stay  here.” 

“  I  wish  !  I  wish  I  could,  my  dear !  ” 

“  I  think  I  could  be  good  if  you  were  here !  ”  she 
sighed.  “  Oh,  Mary,  why  do  they  say  that  troubles 
make  one  good  ?  ” 

“  They  ought,”  said  Mary. 

“They  don’t,”  said  Carey.  “They  make  me  wicked !” 
and  she  hid  her  face  in  the  pillow  with  a  great  gasp. 

“  My  poor  Carey  !  ”  said  the  gentle  voice. 

“  Oh  !  I  want  to  tell  you  all  about  it.  Oh !  Mary, 
wre  have  been  so  happy  !  ”  and  what  a  wail  there  was 
in  the  tone.  “  But  I  can’t  talk,”  she  added  faintly, 
“  it  makes  me  sick,  and  that’s  all  her  doing  too.” 

“Don’t  try,”  said  Mary  tenderly.  “We  know  where 
to  find  each  other  now,  and  you  can  write  to  me.” 

“  I  will,”  said  Caroline  ;  “  I  can  write  much  better 
than  tell.  And  you  will  come  back,  Mary  ?  ” 

“  As  soon  as  I  can  get  a  holiday,  my  dear,  indeed 
I  will.” 

Carey  was  too  much  worn  out  not  to  repose  on  the 
promise,  and  though  she  was  unwilling  to  let  her 
friend  go,  she  said  very  little  more. 

Mary  longed  to  give  her  a  cup  of  strong  coffee,  and 
suggested  it  to  Janet ;  but  headaches  were  so  new  in 
the  family,  that  domestic  remedies  had  not  become 
well-known.  Janet  instantly  rushed  down  to  order  it, 
but  in  the  state  of  the  house  at  that  moment,  it  was 
nearly  as  easy  to  get  a  draught  of  pearls. 
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“  But  she  shall  have  it,  Miss  Ogilvie,”  said  Janet, 
putting  on  her  hat.  “  Where’s  the  nearest  grocer  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  never  mind,  my  dear,”  sighed  the  patient. 

It  will  go  off  of  itself,  when  I  can  get  to  sleep.” 

“You  shall  have  it,”  returned  Janet. 

And  Mary  having  taken  as  tender  a  farewell  as 
Caroline  was  able  to  bear,  they  walked  off  together  ; 
but  the  girl  did  not  respond  to  the  kindness  of  Miss 
Ogilvie. 

She  was  too  miseiable  not  to  be  glum,  too  reserved 
to  be  open  to  a  stranger.  Mary  guessed  a  little  of 
the  feeling,  though  she  feared  that  an  uncomfortable 
daughter  might  be  one  of  poor  Carey’s  troubles,  and 
she  could  not  jguess.the  girl’s  sense  of  banishment ’from 
all  that  she  had  enjoyed,  society,  classes,  everything, 
01  her  feeling  that  the  Magnum  Bonum  itself  was 
imperilled  by  exile  into  the  land  of  dulness,  which  of 
couise  the  pool  child  exaggerated  in  her  imagination. 
Her  only  consolation  was  to  feel  herself  the  Masterman 
Ready  of  the  shipwreck. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


ENCHANTED  GROUND. 

I  )  . 

And  sometimes  a  merry  train 
Comes  upon  us  from  the  lane 
All  through  April,  May,  or  June, 

Every  gleaming  afternoon  ; 

All  through  April,  May,  and  June, 

Boys  and  maidens,  birds  and  bees, 

Airy  whisperings  from  all  trees. 

Petition  of  the.  Flowers— Keble. 


The  headache  had  been  carried  off  by  a  good  night’s 
rest ;  a  droll,  scrambling  breakfast  had  been  eaten 
Herman  fashion,  with  its  head-quarters  on  the  kitchen 
table  ;  and  everybody  running  about  communicating 
their  discoveries.  Bobus  and  Jock  had  set  off  to 
school,  and  poor  little  Armine,  who  firmly  believed 
that  his  rejection  was  in  consequence  of  his  confusion 

h.etnVefn  °S’  °SS Alld  os>  0ris’  and  was  very  sore  about 
it,  had  gone  with  Alien  and  Barbara  to  see  them  on 

their  way  and  Mother  Carey  and  Janet  had  agreed  to 
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get  some  real  work  done  and  were  actually  getting 
through  business,  when  in  rushed,  rosy  and  eager, 
Allen,  Armine,  and  Babie,  with  arms  stretched  and  in 
breathless  haste. 

“  Mother  Carey  !  Oh,  mother !  mammie,  dear ! 
come  and  see !” 

“  Come — where  ?  ” 

“To  fairy-land.  Get  her  bonnet,  Babie.” 

“  Out  of  doors,  you  boy  ?  just  look  there  !  ” 

“  Oh  !  bother  all  that  !  It  can  wait.” 

“  Do  pray  come,  mother,”  entreated  Armine  ;  “  you 
never  saw  anything  like  it  !  ” 

“  What  is  it  ?  Will  it  take  long  ?  ”  said  she,  begin¬ 
ning  to  yield,  as  Babie  danced  about  with  her  bonnet, 
Armine  tugged  at  her,  and  Allen  look  half-command¬ 
ing,  half-coaxing. 

“She  is  not  to  know  till  she  sees!  No,  don’t  tell 
her,”  said  Armine.  “  Bandage  her  eyes,  Allen.  Here’s 
my  silk  handkerchief.” 

“And  Janet.  She  mustn’t  see,”  cried  Babie,  in 
ecstasy. 

“  I’m  not  coming,”  said  Janet,  rather  crossly.  “I’m 
much  too  busy,  and  it  is  only  some  nonsense  of  yours.” 

“  Thank  you,”  said  Allen,  laughing  ;  “  mother  shall 
judge  of  that.” 

“  It  does  seem  a  shame  to  desert  you,  my  dear,”  said 
Carey,  “  but  you  see - ” 

What  Janet  was  to  see  was  stifled  in  the  flap  of  the 
handkerchief  with  which  Allen  was  binding  her  eyes, 
while  Armine  and  Babie  sang  rapturously — 

“  Come  along,  Mother  Carey, 

Come  along  to  land  of  fairy  ;  ” 

an  invocation  to  which,  sooth  to  say,  she  had  become 
so  much  accustomed  that  it  prevented  her  from 
expecting  a  fairy-land  where  it  was  not  necessary  to 
“  make  believe  very  much.” 

Janet  so  entirely  disapproved  of  the  puerile  interrup¬ 
tion  that  she  never  looked  to  see  how  Allen  and  Babie 
managed  the  bonnet.  She  only  indignantly  picked  up 
the  cap  which  had  fallen  from  the  sofa  to  the  floor,  and 
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disposed  of  it  for  security’s  sake  on  the  bronze  head  of 
Apollo,  which  was  waiting  till  his  bracket  could  be 
put  up. 

Guided  most  carefully  by  her  eldest  son,  and  with 
the  two  little  ones  dancing  and  singing  round  her,  and 
alternately  stopping  each  other’s  mouths  when’  any 
piematuie  disclosuie  was  apprehended,  pausin0-  in 
wonder  when  the  cuckoo  note,  never  heard  before,  came 
on  them,  making  them  laugh  with  glee. 

Thus  she  was  conducted  much  further  than  she  ex¬ 
pected.  She  heard  the  swing  of  the  garden  gate  and 
telt  her  feet  on  the  road  and  remonstrated,  but  she  was 
coaxed  on  and  through  another  gate,  and  a  path  where 

Allen  had  to  walk  in  front  of  her,  and  the  little  ones 
iell  behind. 

Then  came  an  eager  “Now.” 

Her  eyes  were  unbound,  and  she  beheld  what  thev 
might  well  call  enchanted  ground. 

She  was  in  the  midst  of  a  curved  bank  where  the 
copsewood  had  no  doubt  been  recently  cut  away  and 
which  was  a  perfect  marvel  of  primroses,  their  profuse 
bunches  standing  out  of  their  wrinkled  leaves  at  every 
laze  root  or  hollow  among  the  exquisite  moss,  varied 
by  the  pearly  stars  of  the  wind-flower,  purple  orchis 
spikes  springing  from  black-spotted  leaves,  and  deeo- 
giey  crested  dog-violets.  On  one  side  was  a  perfect 
grove  of  the  broad-leaved,  waxen-belled  Solomon’s 
seaf  sloping  down  to  moister  ground  where  was  a 
golden  river  of  king-cups,  and  above  was  a  long  glade 
between  young  birch-trees,  their  trunks  gleamhm 
sflveiy  white  the  boughs  over  head  breaking  out  into 
oliage  that  looked  yellow  rather  than  green  against 
the  blue  sky,  and  the  ground  below  one  sheet  of  that 
unspeakably  intense  purple  blue  which  is  only  produced 
by  masses  of  the  wild  hyacinth. 

“  There  !  ”  said  Allen. 

There  !  ”  re-echoed  the  children.  “  Oh  mammv 
mammy  dear  !  Is  it  not  delicious  ?  ”  y’ 

Carey  held  up  her  hand  in  silence,  for  a  nightingale 
was  pouring  out  his  song  close  by;  she  lis  ened 
bieathlessly,  and  as  it  ceased  she  burst  into  tears, 
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“  O  mother  !  ”  cried  Allen,  “  it  is  too  much  for  you.” 

“  No,  dear  boy,  it  is — it  is — only  too  beautiful.  It 
is  what  papa  always  talked  of  and  would  have  so 
enjoyed.” 

“  Do  you  think  he  has  better  flowers  up  there  ?  ” 
asked  Babie.  “  I  don’t  think  they  can  be  much  better.” 
And  without  waiting  for  more  she  plunged  down 
among  the  primroses  and  spread  her  little  self  out 
with  a  scream  of  ecstasy. 

And  verily  the  strange  sense  of  rapture  and  enchant¬ 
ment  was  no  less  in  the  mother  herself.  There  is  no 
charm  perhaps  equal  to  that  of  a  primrose  bank  on  a 
sunny  day  in  spring,  sight,  sound,  scent  all  alike 
exquisite.  It  comes  with  a  new  and  fresh  delight  even 
to  those  to  whom  this  is  an  annual  experience,  and  to 
those  who  never  saw  the  like  before  it  gives,  like  the 
first  sight  of  the  sea  or  of  a  snowy  mountain,  a  sensa¬ 
tion  never  to  be  forgotten.  Fret,  fatigue,  anxiety, 
sorrow  all  passed  away  like  dreams  in  that  sweet 
atmosphere.  Carey,  like  one  of  her  children,  absolutely 
forgot  everything  in  the  charm  and  wonder  of  the  scene, 
in  the  pure,  delicate  unimaginable  odour  of  the  prim¬ 
roses,  in  debating  with  Allen  whether  (cockneys  that 
they  were)  it  could  be  a  nightingale  “  singing  by  day 
when  every  goose  is  cackling,”  in  listening  to  the  mar¬ 
vellous  note,  only  pausing  to  be  answered  from  further 
depths,  in  the  beauty  of  the  whole,  and  in  the  individual 
charm  of  every  flower,  each  heavily-laden  arch  of  dark 
blue-bells  with  their  curling  tips,  so  infinitely  more 
graceful  than  their  pampered  sister,  the  hyacinth  of 
the  window-glass,  of  each  pure  delicate  anemone  she 
gathered,  with  its  winged  stem,  of  the  smiling  primrose 
of  that  inimitable  tint  it  only  wears  in  its  own  woodland 
nest ;  and  when  Allen  lighted  on  a  bed  of  wood- 
sorrel,  with  its  scarlet  stems,  lovely  trefoil  leaves,  and 
purple  striped  blossoms  like  insect’s  wings,  she 
absolutely  held  her  breath  in  an  enthusiasm  of  reverent 
admiration.  No  one  can  tell  the  happiness  of  those 
four,  only  slightly  diminished  by  Armine’s  getting 
bogged  on  his  way  to  the  golden  river  of  king-cups, 
and  his  mother  in  going  after  him,  till  Allen  from 
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an  adjacent  stump  pulled  them  out,  their  feet  deeply 
laden  with  mud. 

They  had  only  just  emerged  when  the  strokes  of  a 
great  bell  came  pealing  up  from  the  town  below  ;  Allen 
and  his  mother  looked  at  each  other  in  amused  dismay, 
then  at  their  watches.  It  was  twelve  o’clock  !  Two 
hours  had  passed  like  as  many  minutes,  and  the  boys 
would  be  coming  home  to  dinner. 

“Ah!  well,  we  must  go,”  said  Carey,  as  they 
gathered  up  their  armloads  of  flowers.  “  You  naughty 
children  to  make  me  forget  everything.” 

“You  are  not  sorry  you  came  though,  mother.  It 
has  done  you  good,”  said  Allen  solicitously.  He  was 
the  most  affectionate  of  them  all. 

“  Sorry  !  I  feel  as  if  I  cared  for  nothing  while  I 
have  a  place  like  that  to  drink  up  delight  in.” 

With  which  they  tried  to  make  their  way  back  to 
the  path  again,  but  it  was  not  immediately  to  be  found  ; 
and  their  progress  was  further  impeded  by  a  wood- 
pigeon  dwelling  impressively  on  the  notes  “  Take  two 
cows,  Taffy  ;  Taffy  take  TWO  !  ”  and  then  dashing  out, 
flapping  and  grey,  in  their  faces,  rather  to  Barbara’s 
alarm,  and  then  by  Armine’s  stumbling  on  his  first 
bird’s  nest,  a  wren’s  in  the  moss  of  an  old  stump, 
where  the  tiny  bird  unadvisedly  flew  out  of  her  leafy 
hole  full  before  their  eyes.  That  was  a  marvel  of 
marvels,  a  delight  equal  to  that  felt  by  any  ex¬ 
plorer  the  world  has  seen.  Armine  and  Barbara, 
who  lived  in  one  perpetual  fairy  tale,  were  saying  to 
one  another  that 

“  One  needn’t  make  believe  here,  it  was  every  bit 
real.” 

“  And  more  added  the  other  little  happy  voice. 

Barbara  did  however  begin  to  think  of  the  numerous 
children  in  the  wood,  and  to  take  comfort  that  it 
was  unprecedented  that  their  mother  and  big  brother 
should  be  with  them,  but  they  found  the  park  palings 
at  last,  and  then  a  little  wicket  gate,  where  they  were 
very  near  home. 

“  Mother,  where  have  you  been  ?  ”  exclaimed  Janet, 
somewhat  suddenly  emerging  from  the  door. 
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“In  Tom  Tiddler’s  ground,  picking  up  gold  and 
silver,”  said  Carey,  pointing  to  the  armsful  of  king¬ 
cups,  cuckoo-flowers,  and  anemones,  besides  blue-bells, 
orchises,  primroses,  &c.  “  My  poor  child,  it  was  a 

great  shame  to  leave  you,  but  they  got  me  into  the 
enchanted  land  and  I  forgot  all  about  everything.” 

“  I  think  so,”  said  a  gravely  kind  voice,  and  Caroline 
was  aware  of  Ellen’s  eye  looking  at  her  as  the  Court 
Queen  might  have  looked  at  Ophelia  if  she  had 
developed  her  taste  for  “long  purples”  as  Hamlet’s 
widow.  At  least  so  it  struck  Mother  Carey,  who 
immediately  became  conscious  that  her  bonnet  was 
awry,  having  been  half  pulled  off  by  a  bramble,  that 
her  ankles  were  marked  by  the  bog,  and  that  bits  of 
green  were  sticking  all  over  her. 

“  Have  you  been  helping  Janet  ?  Oh,  how  kind  !  ” 
she  said,  refreshed  by  her  delightsome  morning  into 
putting  a  bright  face  on  it. 

“We  have  done  all  we  could  in  your  absence,”  said 
her  sister-in-law,  in  a  reproachful  voice. 

“Thankyou;  I’m  sure  it  is  very  good  of  you.  Janet- — 
Janet,  where’s  the  great  Dutch  bowl — and  the  little 
Salviati  ?  Nothing  else  is  worthy  of  this  dear  little 
fairy  thing.” 

“  What  is  it  ?  J ust  common  wood-sorrel,”  said  the 
other  lady,  in  utter  amaze. 

“Ah,  Ellen,  you  think  me  demented.  You  little 
know  what  it  is  to  see  spring  for  the  first  time.  Ah ! 
that’s  right,  Janet.  Now,  Babie,  we’ll  make  a  little  bit 
of  fairy-land — ” 

“  Don’t  put  all  those  littering  flowers  on  that  nice 
clean  chintz,  children,”  exclaimed  the  aunt,  as  though 
all  her  work  were  about  to  be  undone. 

And  then  a  trampling  of  boy’s  boots  being  heard 
and  shouts  of  “  Mother,”  Carey  darted  out  into  the  hall 
to  hear  fragments  of  school  intelligence  as  to  work  and 
play,  tumbling  over  one  another,  from  Bobus  and  Jock 
both  at  once,  in  the  midst  of  which  Mrs.  Robert 
Brownlow  came  out  with  her  hat  on,  and  stood, 
with  her  air  of  patient  serenity,  waiting  for  an 
interval. 
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Caroline  .ooked  up,  and  said,  “  I  beg  your  pardon, 
Ellen — what  is  it  ?  ” 

“  If  you  can  attend  a  moment,”  said  she,  gravely  ; 
“  I  must  be  going  to  my  boys’  dinner.  But  Robert 
wishes  to  know  whether  he  shall  order  this  paper  for 
the  drawing-room.  It  cannot  be  put  up  yet,  of 
course  ;  but  Smith  has  only  a  certain  quantity  of  it, 
and  it  is  so  stylish  that  he  said  the  Colonel  had  better 
secure  it  at  once.” 

She  spread  the  roll  of  paper  on  the  hall  table.  It 
was  a  white  paper,  slightly  tinted,  and  seemed  intended 
to  represent  coral  branches,  with  starry-looking  things 
at  the  ends. 

“  The  aquarium  at  the  Zoo,”  muttered  Bobus  ;  and 
Caroline  herself,  meeting  Allen’s  eye,  could  not  refrain 
from  adding, 

“The  worms  they  crawled  in, 

And  the  worms  they  crawled  out.” 

“Mother  !  ”  cried  Jock,  “  I  thought  you  were  going 
to  paint  it  all  over  with  jolly  things.” 

“  Frescoes,”  said  Allen  ;  “  sha’n’t  you,  mother  ?  ” 

“If  your  uncle  does  not  object,”  said  his  mother, 
choking  down  a  giggle.  “  Those  plaster  panels  are  so 
tempting  for  frescoes,  Ellen.” 

“  Frescoes  !  Why,  those  are  those  horrid  improper¬ 
looking  gods  and  goddesses  in  clouds  and  chariots  on 
the  ceilings  at  Belforest,”  observed  that  lady,  in  a  half- 
puzzled,  half-offended  tone  of  voice,  that  most 
perilously  tickled  the  fancy  of  Mother  Carey  and  her 
brood  !  and  she  could  hardly  command  her  voice  to 
make  answer,  “  Never  fear,  Ellen  ;  we  are  not  going 
to  attempt  allegorical  monstrosities,  only  to  make 
a  bower  of  green  leaves  and  flowers  such  as  we  see 
round  us  ;  though  after  what  we  have  seen  to-day  that 
seems  presumptuous  enough.  Fancy,  Janet  !  golden 
green  tiees  and  porcelain  blue  ground,  all  in  one 
bath  of  sunshine.  Such  things  must  be  seen  to  be 
believed  in.” 

Poor  Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow !  She  went  home  and 
sighed,  as  she  said  to  her  husband  “Well,  what  is  to 
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become  of  those  poor  things  I  do  not  know.  One 
would  sometimes  think  poor  Caroline  was  just  a  little 
touched  in  the  head.” 

“  I  hope  not,”  said  the  Colonel,  rather  alarmed. 

“  It  may  be  only  affectation,”  said  his  lady,  in  a 
consolatory  tone.  “  I  am  afraid  poor  J oe  did  live  with 
a  very  odd  set  of  people — artists,  and  all  that  kind  oi 
thing.  I  am  sure  I  don’t  blame  her,  poor  thing  !  But 
she  is  worse  to  manage  than  any  child,  because  you 
can’t  bid  her  mind  what  she  is  about,  and  not  talk 
nonsense.  When  she  leaves  her  house  in  such  a  state, 
and  no  one  but  that  poor  girl  to  see  to  anything,  and 
comes  home  all  over  mud,  raving  about  fairy-land,  and 
gold  trees  and  blue  ground;  when  she  has  just  got 
into  a  bog  in  Belforest  coppice — littering  the  whole 
place,  too,  with  common  wild  flowers.  If  it  had  been 
Essie  and  Elbe,  I  should  just  have  put  them  in  the 
corner  for  making  such  a  mess  !  ” 

The  Colonel  laughed  a  little  to  himself,  and  said, 
consolingly,  “Well,  well,  you  know  all  these  country 
things  are  new  to  her.  You  must  be  patient  with  her.” 

Patient !  That  had  to  be  the  burthen  of  the  song 
on  both  sides.  Carey  -was  pushing  back  her  hair  with 
a  fierce,  wild  sense  of  impatience  with  that  calm 
assumption  that  fretted  her  beyond  all  bearing,  and 
made  her  feel  desolate  beyond  all  else.  She  would 
have,  she  thought,  done  well  enough  alone  with  her 
children,  and  scrambled  into  her  new  home  ;  but  the 
directions,  however  needful,  seemed  to  be  continually 
insulting  her  understanding.  When  she  was  advised 
as  to  the  best  butcher  and  baker,  there  was  a  ring  in 
her  ears  as  if  Ellen  meant  that  these  were  safe  men 
for  a  senseless  creature  like  her,  and  she  could  not 
encounter  them  with  her  orders  without  wondering 
whether  they  had  been  told  to  treat  her  well. 

Indeed,  one  of  the  chief  drawbacks  to  Carey’s 
comfort  was  her  difficulty  in  attending  to  what  her 
brother  and  sister-in-law  said  to  her.  Something  in 
the  measured  tones  of  the  Colonel  always  made  her 
thoughts  wander  as  from  a  dull  sermon  ;  and  this  -was 
more  unlucky  in  his  case  than  in  his  wife’s — for  Ellen 
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used  such  reiterations  that  there  was  a  fair  chance 
of  eaten  mg  her  drift  the  second  or  third  time,  if  not 
ne  first,  whereas  all  he  said  was  well  weighed  and 
arranged,  and  was  only  too  heavy  and  sententious. 

MreSC1K  V£e  hoi?e  of  ,the  Colonel  and  his  family, 
Ills.  Robert  Brownlow’s  inheritance,  was  certainly  “a 

picture  of  a  place.”  It  had  probably  been  an  appendage 
of  the  old  minster,  though  the  house  was  only  of  the 
seventeenth  century  ;  but  that  was  substantial  and 
veneiabie  of  its  kind,  and  exceedingly  comfortable  and 
loo  ny,  with  everything  kept  in  perfect  order.  Caroline 
could  not  quite  think  the  furniture  worthy  of  it  but 
that  was  not  for  want  of  the  desire  to  do  everythin** 
handsomely  and  fashionably.  Moreover,  in  sp^te  of 
the  schoolroom  and  nurseryful  of  children,  marvels  of 

anddsoTa°rkhTd  knitt-mg  ,adorned  every  table,  chair, 
and  sofa  while  even  in  the  midst  of  the  town  Ken- 

devotedVo  ,cliarmin§'  garden ;  a  lawn,  once 

walled  kS  S  ann  n°W1t°  Cro(Iuet'  an  old-fashioned 
\  ailed  kitchen  garden,  sloping  up  the  hill  and  a 

ePsfaMshmeS:,e"t  ‘°  *  C°WS  and  P«s  P*rt  of 

The  Colonel  had  devoted  himself  to  gardening  and 
poultry  with  the  mingled  ardour  and  precisioifof  a 
man  who  needed  something  to  supply  the  place  of  his 

under1  h/huT  J  and  thou&h  his  fervour  had  relaxed 
undei  the  influence  of  ease,  gout,  and  substantial  flesh 

enough  lemamed  to  keep  up  apple-pie  order  without- 
doois,  and  render  Kencroft  almost  a  show  place 
The  meadow  lay  behind  the  house,  and  a  grav/walk 
ending-  along  its  shaded  border  opened  into  the  lane 
jout  ten  yards  from  the  gate  of  the  Pagoda  as 
Colonel  and  Mrs.  Brownlow  and  the  no ft 
abouned  to  call  it ;  the  Folly,  as  came  so  much  mart 

he  one7  Z  evf7one’s  ]iPs.  It  had  been  the  work  of 
tne  one  eccentric  man  m  Mrs  Rntpi-t  u,-  i  > 

family  and  was  thus  her  property  It  hid  P  C" 
on  hand,  being  difficult^ to  aid  ail  'T”2 
sufficient  additions,  it  had  been  decided  thaTlPf 
nominal  rent,  it  would  house  the  family  in  ’  * 

the  hands  of  the  good  Colonel  7  ™  “P°" 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  COLONEL’S  CHICKENS. 

They  censured  the  bantam  for  strutting  and  crowing, 

In  those  vile  pantaloons  that  he  fancied  looked  knowing  ; 

And  a  want  of  decorum  caused  many  demurs 
Against  the  game  chicken  for  coming  in  spurs. 

The  Peacock  at  Home. 

Left  to  themselves,  Mother  Carey,  with  Janet  and 
old  nurse,  completed  their  arrangements  so  well  that 
when  J essie  looked  in  at  five  o’clock,  with  a  few  choice 
flowers  covering  a  fine  cucumber  in  her  basket,  she 
exclaimed  in  surprise,  “  How  nice  you  have  made  it 
all  look,  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  tell  mamma.” 

“  Tell  her  what  ?  ”  asked  Janet. 

“  That  you  have  really  made  the  room  look  nice,” 
said  Jessie. 

“  Thank  you,”  said  her  cousin,  ironically.  “  You  see 
we  have  as  many  hands  as  other  people.  Didn’t  Aunt 
Ellen  think  we  had  ?  ” 

“Of  course  she  did,”  said  Jessie,  a  pretty,  kindly 
creature,  but  slow  of  apprehension  ;  “  only  she  said  she 
was  very  sorry  for  you.” 

“And  why  ?”  cried  Janet,  leaping  up  in  indignation. 

“  Why  ?  ”  interposed  Allen,  “  because  we  are  raw 
cockneys,  who  go  into  raptures  over  primroses  and 
wild  hyacinths  ;  eh,  Jessie  ?  ” 

“  Well,  you  have  set  them  up  very  nicely,”  said 
Jessie;  “but  fancy  taking  so  much  trouble  about 
common  flowers.” 

“  What  would  you  think  worth  setting  up  ?  ”  asked 
Janet.  “A  big  dahlia,  I  suppose,  or  a  great  red 
cactus  ?  ” 

“  We  have  a  beautiful  garden,”  said  Jessie  :  “  papa  is 
very  particular  about  it,  and  we  always  get  the  prize 
for  our  flowers.  We  had  the  first  prizes  for  hyacinths 
and  forced  roses  last  week,  and  we  should  have  had 
the  first  for  forced  cucumbers  if  the  gardener  at 
Belforest  had  not  had  a  spite  against  Spencer,  be¬ 
cause  he  left  him  for  us.  Everybody  said  there  was 
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no  comparison  between  the  cucumbers,  and  Mr.  Ellis 
said - ” 

Janet  had  found  the  day  before  how  Jessie  could 
prattle  on  in  an  endless  quiet  stream  without  heeding 
whether  any  one  entered  into  it  or  replied  to  it ;  but 
she  was  surprised  at  Allen’s .  toleration  of  it,  though 
he  changed  the  current  by  saying,  “  Belforest  seems 
a  jolly- place.” 

“  But  you’ve  only  seen  the  wood,  not  the  gardens,” 
said  Jessie. 

“  I  went  down  to  the  lake  with  Mr.  Ogilvie,”  said 
Allen,  “  and  saw  something  splendiferous  looking-  on 
the  other  side.” 

“  011 !  they  are  beautiful !  ”  cried  Janet,  “all  laid  out 
m  ribbon  gardens  and  with  the  most  beautiful  terrace, 
and  a  fountain  only  that  doesn’t  play  except  when 
you  give  the  gardener  half-a-crown,  and  mamma  says 
that  is  exorbitant — and  statues  standing  all  round- 
real  marble  statues.” 

“  Like  the  groves  of  Blarney,”  muttered  Janet : 


“  Heathen  goddesses  most  rare, 

Homer,  Venus,  and  Nebuchadnezzar, 
All  standing  naked  in  the  open  air.” 


.  A1Ielh  seeing  Jessie  scandalised,  diverted  her  atten¬ 
tion  by  asking,  “  Whom  does  it  belong  to  ?  ” 

“Mr.  Barnes,”  said  Jessie;  “but  he  is  hardly  ever 
tiiete.  He.  is  an  old  miser,  you  know — what  they  call 
a  mnhonnaire,  or  mill-owner  ;  which  is  it  ?  ” 

“  One  is  generally  the  French  for  the  other  ”  put  in 
Janet.  L 

.  “  NevJer  njhid  her,  Jessie,”  said  Allen,  with  a  look  of 
infinite, displeasure  at  his  sister.  “What  does  he  do 
which  keeps  him  away  ?  ” 

T  •  I  belle,ye  ys  a  great  merchant,  and  is  always  in 
iverpool,  said  Jessie.  “  Any  way,  he  is  a  very  cross 
old  man,  and  won  t  let  anybody  go  into  his  park  and 
gai  dens  when  he  comes  down  here;  and  he  is  verv 
ciuel  too,  for  he  disinherited  his  own  nephew  and 
niece  for  marrying.  Only  think  Mrs.  Watson  at  the 
giocei  s  told  our  Susan  that  there’s  a  little  girl,  who 
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is  his  own  great-niece,  living  down  at  River  Hollow 
Farm  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gould,  just  brought  up  by 
common  farmers,  you  know,  and  he  won’t  take  any 
notice  of  her,  nor  give  one  farthing  for  bringing  her  up. 
Isn’t  it  shocking  ?  And  even  when  he  is  at  home,  he 
only  has  two  chops  or  two  steaks,  or  just  a  bit  of 
kidney,  and  that  when  he  is  literally  rolling  in  gold.” 

Jessie  opened  her  large  brown  eyes  to  mark  her 
horror,  and  Allen  made  a  gesture  of  exaggerated 
sympathy,  which  his  sister  took  for  more  earnest  than 
it  was,  and  she  said,  scornfully,  “  I  should  like  to  see 
him  literally  rolling  in  gold.  It  must  be  like  Midas. 
Do  you  mean  that  he  sleeps  on  it,  Jessie?  How 
hard  and  cold  !  ” 

“Nonsense,”  said  Jessie ;  “you  know  what  I  mean.” 

“  I  know  what  literally  rolling  in  gold  means,  but  I 
don’t  know  what  you  mean.” 

“Don’t  bully  her,  Janet,”  said  Allen ;  “we  are  not 
so  stupid,  are  we,  J essie  ?  Come  and  show  me  the 
walnut-tree  you  were  telling  me  about.” 

“What’s  the  matter,  Janet?”  said  her  mother 
coming  in  a  moment  or  two  after,  and  finding  her 
staring  blankly  out  of  the  window,  where  the  two  had 
made  their  exit. 

“  O  mother,  J  essie  has  been  talking  such  gossip,  and 
Allen  likes  it,  and  won’t  have  it  stopped !  I  can’t 
think  what  makes  Allen  and  Bobus  both  so  foolish 
whenever  she  is  here.” 

“  She  is  a  very  pretty  creature,”  said  Carey,  smiling 
a  little. 

“  Pretty  !”  repeated  Janet.  “What  has  that  to  do 
with  it  ?  ” 

“  A  great  deal,  as  you  will  have  to  find  out  in  the 
course  of  your  life,  my  dear.” 

“  I  thought  only  foolish  people  cared  about  beauty.” 

“  It  is  very  convenient  for  us  to  think  so,”  said 
Carey,  smiling. 

“But  mother — surely  everybody  cares  for  you  just 
as  much  or  more  than  if  you  were  a  great  handsome, 
stupid  creature  !  How  I  hate  that  word  handsome  !  ” 

“  Except  for  a  cab,”  said  Carey. 
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Ah!  when  shall  I  see  a  Hansom  again?”  said 
Janet  in  a  slightly  sentimental  tone.  But  she  returned 
t0  cbar£e>  “  Don’t  go,  mother,  I  want  you  to  answer.” 

Beauty  versus  brains  !  My  dear,  you  had  better 
open  your  eyes  to  the  truth.  You  must  make  up  your 
mmd  to  it.  It  is  only  very  exceptional  people  who 
even  m  the  long  run,  care  most  for  feminine  brains.” 

“  But,  mother,  every  one  did.” 

"Every  one  in  our  world,  Janet;  but  your  father 
made  our  home  set  of  those  exceptional  people  and 
we  are  cast  out  of  it  now !”  she  added,  with  a  gasp 
and  a  gesture  of  irrepressible  desolateness. 

h  es,  that  comes  of  this  horrid  move,”  said  the 

8,  ,  m  quEe  another  tone.  “  Well,  some  day _ »  and 

she  stopped.  J 

“  Some  clay  ?  ”  said  her  mother. 

da/  we’]1  Jf°  back  again,  and  show  what  we 
aie,  she  said,  proudly. 

„  Mh’f/ane^  !  and  that’s  nothing  now  without  him!' 

.  Mother,  how  can  you  say  so,  when - ?”  Tane 

just  checked  herself,  as  she  was  coming  to  the  meat 
secret.  ^ 

„  hiTh11  "?  h‘Y  H  fT  bo>'s-”  said  h«-  mother, 
Ahl  yes  Janet— if— and  when— But  that's  a  lono- 

wf  J  ’  and\ t0  oome  back  to  our  former  subject,”  she 

us  owlelsfo  "gl  'S  f  With  *  s«h-  will  be  wise  in 
us  owlets  to  make  up  our  minds  that  owlets  we  are 

and  to  give  the  place  to  the  eaglets  ” 

qu'othjmief15  a‘'e  TCr7  Ugly'  a,d  °W,etS  ve'y  P«ity, ' 

Carey  laughed  «  That  does  not  seem  to  have  been 
the  opunon  of  the  Beast  Epic,”  said  she,  and  the 
entrance  of  Babie  prevented  them  from  going  furthef 
Janet  tinned  away  with  one  of  her  grim  sighs  at  the 
unappreciative  world  to  which  she  was  banished  She 
hao  once  or  twice  been  on  the  point  of  mentioning  the 
Magnum  Bonum  to  her  mother,  but  the  reserve  at 
fiist  made  it  seem  as  if  an  avowal  would  be  a  con¬ 
fession  and  to  this  she  could  not  bend  her  p“de 
While  the  secrecy  made  a  strange  barrier  betwleS 
her  and  her  mother.  In  truth,  Janet  had  never  bee 
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so  devoted  to  Mother  Carey  as  to  either  granny  oi¬ 
lier  father,  and  now  she  missed  them  sorely,  and  felt 
it  almost  an  injury  to  have  no  one  but  her  mother 
to  turn  to. 

Her  character  was  not  set  in  the  same  mould,  and 
though  both  could  meet  on  the  common  ground  of 
intellect,  she  could  neither  enter  into  the  recesses  of 
her  mother’s  grief,  nor  understand  those  flashes  of 
brightness  and  playfulness  which  nothing  could  destroy. 
If  Carey  had  chosen  to  unvdl  the  truth  to  herself, 
she  would  have  owned  that  Allen,  who  was  always 
ready,  tender  and  sympathetic  to  her,  was  a  much 
greater  comfort  than  his  sister ;  nay,  that  even  little 
Babie  gave  her  more  rest  and  peace  than  did  Janet, 
who  always  rubbed  against  her  whenever  they  found 
themselves  tete-a-tete  or  in  consultation. 

Meantime  Babie  had  been  out  with  her  two  little 
cousins,  and  came  home  immensely  impressed  with 
the  Belforest  gardens.  The  house  was  shut  up,  but 
the  gardens  were  really  kept  up  to  perfection,  and  the 
little  one  could  not  declare  her  full  delight  in  the 
wonderful  blaze  she  had  seen  of  banks  of  red,  and 
flame  coloured,  and  white,  flowering  trees.  “  They  said 
they  would  show  me  the  Americans,”  she  said.  “Why 
was  it,  mother  ?  I  thought  Americans  were  like  the 
gentleman  who  dined  with  you  one  day,  and  told  me 
about  the  snow  birds.  But  there  were  only  these 
flower-trees,  and  a  pond,  and  statues  standing  round 
it,  and  I  don’t  think  they  were  Americans,  for  I  know 
one  was  Diana,  because  she  had  a  bow  and  quiver.  I 
wanted  to  look  at  the  rest,  but  Miss  James  said  they 
were  horrid  heathen  gods,  not  fit  for  little  girls  to  look 
at ;  and,  mother,  Ellie  is  so  silly,  she  thought  the  people 
at  Belforest  worshipped  them.  Do  come  and  see  them, 
mother.  It  is  like  the  Crystal  Palace  out-of-doors.” 

“  Omitting  the  Crystal,”  laughed  some  one ;  but 
Babie  had  more  to  say,  exclaiming,  “  O  mother,  Essie 
says  Aunt  Ellen  says  Janet  and  I  are  to  do  lessons 
with  Miss  James,  but  you  won’t  let  us,  will  you  ?’’ 

“Miss  James!”  broke  out  Janet  indignantly  ;  “we 
might  as  well  learn  of  old  nurse !  Why,  mother,  she 
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can’t  pronounce  French,  and  she  never  heard  of 
terminology,  and  she  thinks  Edward  I.  killed  the 
bards!”  For  the  girls  had  spent  a  day  or  two  with 
their  cousins  in  the  course  of  the  move. 

“Yes,”  broke  in  Barbara,  “and  she  won’t  let  Essie 
and  Elbe  teach  their  dolls  their  lessons !  She  was 
quite  cross  when  I  was  showing  them  how,  and  said  it 
was  all  nonsense  when  I  told  her  I  heard  you  say  that 
I  half  taught  myself  by  teaching  J uliet.  And  so  the 
poor  dolls  have  no  advantages,  mother,  and  are  quite 
stupid  for  want  of  education,”  pursued  the  little  girl, 
indignantly.  “  They  aren’t  people,  but  only  dolls,  and 
Essie  and  Elbe  can’t  do  anything  with  them  but  just 
dress  them  and  take  them  out  walking.” 

“  That’s  what  they  would  wish  to  make  Babie  like  !  ” 
said  her  elder  sister. 

“  But  you’ll  not  let  anybody  teach  me  but  you, 
dear,  dear  Mother  Carey,”  entreated  the  child. 

“No,  indeed,  my  little  one.”  And  just  then  the 
boys  came  rushing  in  to  their  evening  meal,  full  of 
the  bird’s  nest  that  they  had  been  visiting  in  their 
uncle  s  field,  and  quite  of  opinion  that  Kenminster 
was  “a  jolly  place.” 

And  then,  added  Jock,  “we  got  the  garden  engine 
and  had  such  fun,  you  don’t  know.”  - 

h  es,  said  Bobus,  “till  you  sent  a  whole  cataract 
against  the  house,  and  that  brought  out  her  Serene 
Ftighness !  ” 

The  applicability  of  the  epithet  set  the  whole  family 
off  into  a  laugh,  and  Jock  further  made  up  a  solemn 
face,  and  repeated — 


“Buff  says.Buff  to  all  his  men. 
And  I  say  Buff  to  you  again. 
Buff  neither  laughs  nor  smiles, 
But  carries  his  face 
With  a  very  good  grace.” 


It  convulsed  them  all,  and  the  mother,  recovering 
a  little,  said,  “  I  wonder  whether  she  ever  can  laimh  ” 

B  “  Po%  Ellen  !  ”  said  Babie,  in  all  her  gravity  • 
she  is  like  King  Henry  I.  and  never  smiled’ ao-ain.”  ’ 
And  with  more  wit  than  prudence,  Mrs.  Buff,  her 
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Serene  Highness,  Sua  Serenita,  as  Janet  made  it, 
became  the  sobriquets  for  Aunt  Ellen,  and  were  in 
continual  danger  of  oozing  out  publicly.  Indeed  the 
younger  population  at  Kencrolt  probably  soon  be¬ 
came  aware  of  them,  for  on  the  next  half-holiday  Jock 
crept  in  with  unmistakable  tokens  of  combat  about 
him,  and  on  interrogation  confessed,  “It  was  Johnnie, 
mother.  Because  we  wanted  you  to  come  outwalking 
with  us,  and  he  said  ’twas  no  good  walking  with  one’s 
mother,  and  I  told  him  he  didn’t  know  what  a  really 
jolly  mother  was,  and  that  his  mother  couldn’t  laugh, 
and  that  you  said  so,  and  he  said  my  mother  was  no 
better  than  a  tomboy,  and  that  she  said  so,  and  so - 

And  so,  the  effects  were  apparent  on  Jock’s  tom 
and  stained  collar  and  swelled  nose. 

But  the  namesake  champions  remained  unconvinced, 
except  that  Johnnie  may  have  come  over  to  the 
opinion  that  a  mother  no  better  than  a  tomboy  was 
not  a  bad  possession,  for  the  three  haunted  the 
“Folly”  a  good  deal,  and  made  no  objection  to  their 
aunt’s  company  after  the  first  experiment. 

Unfortunately,  however,  their  assurances  that  their 
mother  could  laugh  as  well  as  other  people  were  not  so 
conclusive  but  that  Jock  made  it  his  business  to  do  his 
utmost  to  produce  a  laugh,  in  which  he  was  apt  to  be 
signally  unsuccessful,  to  his  own  great  surprise,  though 
to  that  of  no  one  else.  For  instance,  two  or  three 
days  later,  when  his  mother  and  Allen  were  eating 
solemnly  a  dinner  at  Kencroft,  by  way  of  farewell 
ere  Allen’s  return  to  Eton,  an  extraordinarily  frightful 
noise  was  heard  in  the  poultry  yard,  where  dwelt 
various  breeds  of  Uncle  Robert’s  prize  fowls. 

Thieves— foxes— dogs — what  could  it  be  ?  Even 
the  cheese  and  celery  were  deserted,  and  out  rushed 
servants,  master,  mistress,  and  guests,  being  joined  by 
the  two  girls  from  the  school-room  ;  but  even  then 
Carey  was  struck  by  the  ominous  absence  of  boys. 
The  poultry  house  door  was  shut — locked  but  the 
noises  within  were  more  and  more  frightful  of  con¬ 
vulsive  cocks  and  hysterical  hens,  mingled  with  human 
scufflings  and  hushes  and  snortings  and  snigglings 
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that  made  the  elders  call  out  in  various  tones  of 
remonstrance  and  reprobation,  “Boys,  have  done' 
Come  out !  Open  the  door.” 

A  small  hatch  door  was  opened,  a  flourish  on  a  tin 
trumpet  was  heard,  and  out  darted,  in  an  Elizabethan 
iu  and  cap,  a  respectable  Dorking  mother  of  the 
yard,  cackling  her  displeasure,  and  instantly  dashing 
to  the  top  of  the  wall,  followed  at  once  by  a  stately 
black  Spaniard,  decorated  with  a  lace  mantilla  of  cut 
papei  off  a  French  plum  box,  squaukingand  curtseying, 
then  came  a  dapper  pullet,  with  a  doll’s  hat  on  her 
unwilling  head,  &c.,  &c. 

at  W0rESidGS  WCre  Clhjking'  with  bfeathless  surprise 
cl  ifm  “  \x  k  C  °|ie  iady  began  indignantly  to  ex- 
aW  r  ’  b°ySri  ,Have  done— let  the  poor  things 
alone  Come  out  this  minute.”  The  other  fairtv 

leeled  against  the  wall  with  laughter,  and  Tanet  and 
Ess.a  screamed  at  each  fresh  ^ppekAce,  till  they 
made  as  much  noise  as  the  outraged  chickens  though 

\t  lastleriie  C1 1  d,1Smiay’  the  0ther  with  diversion, 
•m-i  n  1?  Colonel-  sWer  of  foot  than  the  rest 

o  d  °n  rt  SCenf’ JUSt  as  the  Pride  of  his  heart  the 

drtfd  Jn  a  ,ontlf een  °f  the  yard’  made  his  ’exit! 

..aped  a  10Fal  red  paper  robe  and  a  species  of 
timel  crown,  out  of  which  his  red  face  looked  most 

StTi;  beetf  driVen  >“*% 

terror'  and"  Via!!'  d°Sef  behind  hi“h”hulkling  forth  Ms 
wlhte  bantam,  belted  aifo  SK  ^ 

Colonel  Brownlow’s  severe  command  to  open  the 

date's1 forthrJfed 

mmmm 

lock,  Armine,  Robin,  JoCy,'  Ind  Joe  rkt  ‘2° 
foremost,  stared  straight  up  in  fo’s  aunt’s  f,  &’  the 
ran  to  his  mother  with-- Did  yon  sel  tlte  old  T?'M 
mothei,  and  his  little  page  1  Wasn’t  it:  fumiy 
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But  he  was  stopped  by  the  sight  of  his  uncle,  who  laid 
hold  of  his  eldest  son  with  a  fierce  “  How  dare  you, 
sir  ?  ”  and  gave  him  a  shake  and  blow.  Robin  stood 
with  a  sullen  look  on  his  face,  and  hands  in  his  pockets, 
and  his  brothers  followed  suit.  Armine  hid  liis  face 
in  his  mother’s  dress,  and  burst  out  crying;  but  Jock 
stepped  forth  and,  with  that  impish  look  of  fearless¬ 
ness,  said,  “I  did  it,  Uncle  Robert!  I  wanted  to 
make  Aunt  Ellen  laugh.  Did  she  laugh,  mother  ?  ” 
he  asked  in  so  comical  and  innocent  a  manner  that,  in 
spite  of  her  full  consciousness  of  the  heinousness  of 
the  offence,  and  its  general  unluckiness,  Mother  Carey 
was  almost  choked.  This  probably  added  to  the 
gravity  with  which  the  other  lady  decreed  with  J uno- 
like  severity,  “Robin  and  John  must  be  flogged.  Joe 
is  too  young.” 

“  Certainly,”  responded  the  Colonel ;  but  Caroline, 
instead  of,  as  they  evidently  expected  of  her,  at  once 
offering  up  her  victim,  sprang  forward  with  eager, 
tearful  pleadings,  declaring  it  was  all  Jock’s  fault,  and 
he  did  not  know  how  naughty  it  was — but  all  in  vain. 
“  Robert  knew.  He  ought  to  have  stopped  it,”  said 
the  Colonel.  “  Go  to  the  study,  you  two.” 

Jock  did  not  act  as  the  generous  hero  of  romance 
would  have  done,  and  volunteer  to  share  the  flogging. 
He  cowered  back  on  his  mother,  and  put  his  arm 
round  her  waist,  while  she  said,  “Jock  told  the  truth, 
so  I  shall  not  ask  you  to  flog  him,  Uncle  Robert.  He 
shall  not  do  such  mischief  again.” 

“  If  he  does,”  said  his  uncle,  with  a  look  as  if  her 
consent  would  not  be  asked  to  what  Avould  follow. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  FOLLY. 

There  will  we  sit  upon  the  rocks, 

And  see  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks 
By  summer  rivers,  by  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. — Marlowe. 

“HOW  does  my  little  schoolfellow  get  on?”  asked 
Mary  Ogilvie,  when  she  had  sat  down  for  her  first 
meal  with  her  brother  in  her  summer  holidays. 


So 
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u  as  Ariel  did  in  the  split  pine,  I  fancy.” 

For  shame,  David  !  I’m  afraid  you  are  teaching 
her  to  see  Sycorax  and  Caliban  in  her  neighbours.”  ~ 

“  Not  I  !  How  should  I  ever  see  her !  Do  vou 
hear  from  her  ?  ”  7 

“  Sometimes  ;  and  I  heard  of  her  from  the  Actons 
who  had  an  immense  regard  for  her  husband,  who! 
they  say,  was  a  very  superior  man.” 

“  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  be  told  so.” 

“  They  mean  to  take  lodgings  somewhere  near  here 
this  next  month,  and  see  what  they  can  do  to  cheer 
her  in  her  present  life,  which  must  be  the  greatest 
possible  contrast  to  her  former  one.  Do  you  wish  to 

S?  °Ur  exPedition  befol'e  August,  Davie  ?  I 

should  like  you  to  see  them.” 

“  a]I  means  let  us  wait  for  them.  Indeed  I 
should  not  be  at  liberty  till  the  last  week  in  July” 

And  how  go  the  brains  of  Kenminster  ?  You  look 
enlivened  since  last  time  I  saw  you.” 

It  *s  tbe  infusion  the  brains  have  received  That 

than^ould  r  mfd£  m°re  diffel'ence  to  the  school 
Llian  I  could  have  done  m  ten  years  ” 

teichtog.'find  hei'  b°yS’  at  “y  rate.  P“Pik  worth 

“  M°re  than  that.  Of  course  it  is  something  to  have 
a  fellow  capable  of  ideas  before  one  ;  but  besides  that 
lads  who  had  gone  on  contentedly  at  their  own  level 

bv  hin^  Wh  th,emsflves  not  to  be  taken  down 
by  him.  When  he  refused  to  have  it  forced  upon  him 

that  study  was  not  the  thing  at  Kenminster  thev 

found  the  only  way  to  make  him  know  his*  place  was 

work  prepared  has  raised  the  standard  !  ”  * 

«  YoudklT”1^11^  °f  that  °n  my  way'” 

“Yes;  two  ladies  were  in  full  career  of  talk 
seeing  that  Arthur  knows  his  lessons.  So  toublesome! 
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you  .know ;  but  since  that  Mrs.  Joseph  Brownlow  has 
come,  she  helps  her  boys  so  with  their  home-work 
that  the  others  have  not  a  chance  if  one  does  not 
look  to  it  oneself.’  Then  it  appeared  that  she  told 
Mr.  Ogilvie  it  wasn’t  fair,  and  that  he  would  give  her 
no  redress.” 

“  Absurd  woman  !  It  is  not  a  matter  of  unfairness, 
as  I  told  her.  They  don’t  get  help  in  sums  or 
exercises  ;  they  only  have  grammar  to  learn  and  con¬ 
struing  to  prepare,  and  all  my  concern  is  that  it  should 
be  got  up  thoroughly.  If  their  mothers  help  them,  so 
much  the  better.” 

“  The  mothers  don’t  seem  to  think  so.  However, 
she  branched  off  into  incredulity  that  Mrs.  Joe  Brownlow 
could  ever  really  teach  her  children  anything,  for  she 
was  always  tramping  all  over  the  country  with  them 
at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night.  She  has  met  her 
herself,  with  all  those  boys  after  her,  three  miles  from 
home,  in  a  great  straw  hat,  when  her  husband  hadn’t 
been  dead  a  year.” 

“  I’m  sure  she  is  always  in  regulation  veils,  and 
all  the  rest  of  it,  at  Church,  if  that’s  what  you  ladies 
want.” 

“  But  the  crown  of  the  misdoings  seemed  to  be  that 
she  had  been  met  at  some  old  castle,  sacred  to  picnics, 
alone  with  her  children — no  ..party  nor  anything.  I 
could  not  make- out  whether’ the  offence  consisted  in 
making  the  ruin-  too  cheap,  or  in  caring  for  it  for  its 
own  sake,  and  not  as  a  lion  for  guests.” 

“The  latter  probably.  She  has  the  reputation  of 
being  very  affected  !  ! !  ” 

“  Poor  dear !  I  heard  that  she  was  a  great  trial'  to 
dear  Mrs.  Brownlow,”  said  Mary,  in  an  imitative  voice. 
“  Why,  do  you  know,  she  sometimes  is  up  and5  out 
with  her  children  before  six  o’clock  in  the  morning  ; 
and  then  Colonel  Brownlow  went  in  one  day  at  twelve 
o’clock,  and  found  the  whole  family  fast  asleep  on 
different  sofas.” 

“  The  sensible  way,  too,  to  spend  such  days  as  these. 
To  go  out  in  the  cool,  of  the  morning,  and  take  a  siesta. 
is  the  only  rational  plan  !'” 
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ways'”1  afraid  °ne  mUSt  conform  to  one’s  neighbours' 

«  J1UStra  wToman  f°r  being  conventional.” 

confess  I  did  not  like  the  tone  in  which  my  poor 
Carey  was  spoken  of.  I  am  afraid  she  can  hardly 
have  taken  care  enough  not  to  be  thought  flighty.”  7 

“WhV?  }\°\aue  aS  absurd  as  the  rest  of  them  !  ” 

It  Why  ?  what  have  you  seen  of  her  ?  ” 

Nothing,  I  tell  you,  except  once  meeting  her  in  the 
tree  a„d  once  calling  on  her  to  ask  whether  I  e"boy 
should  learn  German.”  And  David  Ogilvie  spoke 

It  wh  7?“  that  S°mcwhat  startkd  Ws  sister 
it  was  a  July  evening,  and  though  the  walls  of  the 

schoolmasters  house  were  thick,  it  was  sultry  enough 

and  ^  -"SedSy 

itei  dmnei,  looking  first  into  the  play-fields  where 
ci  icket  was  of  course  going  on  among  the  bigger  boys 
but  where  Mary  looked  in  vain  for  her  friend'lsonf’ 
No,  they  ate  not  much  of  cricketers  ”  said  her 
brother;  "they  are  small  for  it  yet  and  nlfo  n 
their  turn  in  watehing-out  by  compulsion.  “wish  Ihl 

err  m°re  P'ay  “  hina  SMI  we  walk  on  by 

alr^s 

*pslyJES: ss* 

thkG  b,ordering  pSatS 

upwards  though  the  wood  whh^  °f  ig  ade’  openinS 
standing  alone  in  &  t £%£ 

h the  n idst  'idelT^rn"'  J°Seph  Br°™iow 
reading  aTuli 

biggest  of  all  on  his  back,  with  hi!  hS ove?  Ws^t 
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fast  asleep ;  another  cross-legged,  with  a  basket  between 
his  knees,  dividing  his  attention  between  it  and  the 
book  ;  two  more  lying  frog-like,  with  elbows  on  the 
ground,  feet  erected  behind  them,  chin  in  hand, 
devouring  the  narrative  with  their  eyes ;  the  fifth 
wriggling  restlessly  about,  evidently  in  search  of 
opportunities  of  mischief  or  of  tormenting  tricks.  Just 
within  earshot,  but  sketching  the  picturesque  wooden 
bridge  below,  sat  one  girl.  The  little  one,  with  her 
youngest  brother,  was  close  at  their  mother’s  feet, 
threading  flowers  to  make  a  garland.  It  was  a  pretty 
sight,  and  so  intent  were  most  of  the  party  on  their 
occupations  that  they  never  saw  the  pair  on  the  bank 
till  Joe,  the  idler,  started  and  rolled  round  with 
“Hollo!”  when  all  turned,  it  may  be  feared  with 
muttered  growls  from  some  of  the  boys  ;  but  Carey 
herself  gave  a  cry  of  joy,  ran  down  the  bank  like  a 
girl,  and  greeted  Mary  Ogilvie  with  an  eager  embrace. 

“You  are  holding  a  Court  here,”  said  the  school¬ 
master. 

“  We  have  had  tea  out  here.  It  is  too  hot  for 
indoors,  and  I  am  reading  them  the  ‘  Water  Babies.’  ” 

“To  a  large  audience,  I  see.” 

“Yes,  and  some  of  which  are  not  quite  sure  whether 
it  is  fact  or  fiction.  Come  and  sit  down.” 

“  The  boys  will  hate  us  for  breaking  up  their 
reading,”  said  Mary. 

“  Why  should  not  we  listen  !  ”  said  her  brother. 
“  Don’t  disturb  yourselves,  boys  ;  we’ve  met  before 
to-day.” 

Bobus  and  Jock  were,  however,  on  their  feet,  and 
Johnny  had  half  risen  ;  Robin  lay  still  snoring,  and 
Joe  had  retreated  into  the  wood  from  the  alarming 
spectacle  of  “the  schoolmaster  abroad.” 

After  a  greeting  to  the  two  girls,  who  comported 
themselves,  according  to  their  ages,  as  young  ladies 
might  be  expected  to  do,  the  Ogilvies  found  accom¬ 
modation  on  the  roots  of  the  tree,  and  listened.  The 
“Water  Babies”  were  then  new,  and  Mr.  Ogilvie  had 
never  heard  them.  Luckily  the  reading  had  just  come 
to  the  history  of  the  “Do  as  You  Likes,”  and  the 
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cTJneZrbCtrTlthe  last  of  the  race  a“d  M.  Du 
Chaillu  diverted  him  beyond  measure.  He  laughed 

say^Am  TVeifthe  P°°r  ffIlow’s  abortive  attempt  to 

scholat  h  f  a  “an  and  a  brother  ?  ”  that  his  three 
scholais  burst  oul  into  a  second  edition  of  shouts  of 

wafcobthe  fghtr°f  him'  and  ^us  succeeded  hr 
the  R  bmi  Wh°t’1after  a  £reat  contortion,  sat  up  on 
the  lass,  and,  rubbing  his  eyes,  demanded  in  an 
mjuied  tone  what  was  the  row  ? 

"'The  Last  of  the  Do  as  You  Likes,'”  said  Armine 

breaS  Joril^Ta5?  “  J°X”  cried  beating  his 

"Am  f  no  d  °"  3!  '!ttering  a  wild  murmur  of 
held  over  heelfT,r"d  a  brother?"  .‘ben  tumbling 
the  fate  of  the  r’)n  3  v  ’  ei-staST’  half  in  imitation  of 
into  to  fj:  U°  35  Y°u  Llka-  setting  everybody  off 

Bobus’5  XXX  R°f'  'S  C°ming  t0’”  observed 
opus,  as  his  namesake  stretched  his  arms  and 

becoming  c Xciout  oftXcXX  ‘X 

fUUy  onthretched,  the  Xer 

“it'  wasVT,aril'v'fBr0T”1°W  maximus'”  said  bis  master; 
was X”  7  '  ‘°  SU,'prise  y°u  in  private  life,’ 

and’^disconcerted  XXiXed  ft"  ”P’  Sheepish 

called  XtX  de'V 

ato  eonkhomye°Un?  °n“  t0  ^  aP  their  thin” 

basket^  furofCfln’ '  B°buS  picked  UP  a  tin-case  and 
swimming.'  insects  The  Trio  mi ITa  ^‘th  bottIes  of 

the  slope  to  go  home  by  the  lanes  10°P  moved  UP 
“What  collectors  you  are!”  said  Mr.  Qoilvie. 
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“  For  the  museum,”  answered  Armine,  eagerly. 

“  Haven’t  you  seen  our  museum  ?  ”  cried  Barbara, 
who  had  taken  his  hand.  “  Oh,  it  is  such  a  beauty ! 
We  have  got  an  Orobanche  major ,  only  it  is  not  dry 
yet.” 

“  I’m  afraid  Babie  likes  fine  words,”  said  her 
mother  ;  “  but  our  museum  is  a  great  amusement  to 
us  Londoners.” 

They  all  walked  home  together,  talking  merrily, 
and  Mr.  and  Miss  Ogilvie  came  in  with  them,  on 
special  entreaty,  to  share  the  supper — -milk,  fruit,  bread 
and  butter  and  cheese,  and  sandwiches,  which  was 
laid  out  on  the  round  table  in  the  octagon  vestibule, 
which  formed  the  lowest  story  of  the  tower.  It  was 
partaken  of  standing,  or  sitting  at  ease  on  the  window- 
seats,  a  form  or  two,  an  old  carved  chair,  or  on  the 
stairs,  the  children  ascending  them  after  their  meal, 
and  after  securing  in  their  own  fashion  their  treasures 
for  the  morrow.  The  two  cousins  had  already  bidden 
good-night  at  the  gate  and  gone  home,  and  the 
Ogilvies  followed  their  example  in  ten  minutes, 
Caroline  begging  Mary  to  come  up  to  her  as  soon  as 
Mr.  Ogilvie  was  disposed  of  by  school  hours. 

“  But  you  will  be  buSy  ?  ”  said  Mary. 

“Never  mind,  I  am  afraid  we  are  not  very  regular,” 
said  Carey. 

It  was  by  this  time  ten  o’clock,  and  the  two  younger 
children  were  still  to  be  heard  shouting  to  one  another 
up  stairs  about  the  leaves  for  their  chrysalids.  So 
when  Mary  came  up  the  hill  at  half-past  ten  the  next 
morning,  she  was  the  less  surprised  to  find  these  two 
only  just  beginning  breakfast,  while  their  mother  was 
sitting  at  the  end  of  the  table  knitting,  and  hearing 
Janet  repeat  German  poetry.  The  boys  had  long 
been  in  school. 

Caroline  jumped  up  and  threw  her  arms  round 
Mary’s  neck,  declaring  that  now  they  would  enjoy 
themselves.  “We  are  very  late,”  she  added,  “but 
these  late  walks  make  the  little  people  sleep,  and  I 
think  it  is  better  for  them  than  tossing  about,  hot 
and  cross.” 
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Mary  was  rather  entertained  at  this  new  code,  but 
said  nothing,  as  Carey  pointed  out  to  the  children ’how 
they  were  to  occupy  themselves  under  Janet’s  charo-e 
and  the  work  they  had  to  do  showed  that  for  their 
age  they  had  lost  no  time. 

.  drawing-room  showed  indeed  a  contrast  to  the 
cnaotic  state  in  which  it'  had  been  left.  It  was 
wonderfully  pleasant-looking.  The  windows  of  the 
deep  bay.  were  all  open  to  the  lawn,  shaded  with 
blinds  Projecting  out  into  the  garden,  where  the  parrot 

in  rfe  °a  hCrP°Ie  5  Pleasant  nooks  were  arranged 
the  two  sides  of  the  bay  window,  with  light  chairs 
and  small  writing-tables,  each  with  its  glass  of  flowers  • 
the  piano  stood  across  the  arc,  shutting  off  these 
windows  into  almost  a  separate  room  ;  low  book-cases 
with  chiffonier  cupboards  and  marble  tops,  ran  round 

TlLTentraTUtnblUnted  ^  many  artistic  laments., 
the  cential  table  was  crowned  with  a  tall  glass  of 

exquisitely-arranged  grasses  and  wild  flowed  and 

he  choice  and  graceful  nicknacks  round  it  were  such 

as  might  be  traced  to  a  London  life  in  the  artist 

world,  and  among  grateful  patients. 

•  1  wi,th  vases  and  casts  here  and  there  nro 

jected  from  the  walls,  and  some  charming  crayons 
and  water-colours  hung  round  them.  The  plastered 
walls  had  already  been  marked  out  in  panels  and  a 
giowth  of  frescoes  of  bulrushes,  ivy  and  leaves  of  all 
nnds  was  beginning  to  overspread’ them  while  on  a 
nearer  inspection  the  leaves  proved  to  be  fast  becomL 
peopled  with  living  portraits  of  butterflies  and  other 
insects  ;  indeed  Mary  started  at  finding  herself  in  as 

cockchafers^  a  ^  “ 

lad.es'  nerves,"  said  Caroline,  laughing.  ‘°  *he  °'d 
confess  they  are  startling  to  those  who  don’t  ui 
creep, „g  things  !  Have  you  many  old  lad es Ca«v  >  ” 
“Not  very  many.  I  fancy  they  don't  Slee  k7 
more  than  I  take  to  them  sod!  ■  k  f 
satisfied.’-  ’  aie  mutually 
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u  But  is  that  a  good  thing  ?”  said  Mary  anxiously. 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  Carey,  indifferently.  “At 
least  I  do  know,”  she  added,  “that  I  always  used  to 
be  told  I  didn’t  try  to  make  small  talk,  and  I  can  do 
it  less  than  ever  now  that  it  is  the  smallest  of  small, 
and  my  heart  faints  from  it.  Oh  Mary  !  ” 

“My  poor  dear  Caroline!  But  you  say  that  you 
were  told  you  ought  to  do  it  ?  ” 

“  Well,  yes.  Dear  granny  wished  it ;  but  I  think 
that  was  rather  with  a  view  to  Joe’s  popularity,  and 
we  haven’t  any  patients  to  think  of  now.  I  should 
think  the  less  arrant  gossip  the  children  heard,  the 
better.” 

“  But  is  it  well  to  let  them  despise  everybody  ?  ” 

“  Then  the  less  they  see  of  them,  the  better  !  ” 

“  For  shame,  Carey  !  ” 

“Well,  Mary,  I  dare  say  I  am  naughty.  I  do  feel 
naughtier  now  than  ever  I  did  in  my  life  ;  but  I  can  t 
help  it !  It  just  makes  me  mad  to  be  worried  or  tied 
down,”  and  she  pushed  back  her  hair  so  that  her 
unfortunate  cap  was  only  withheld  from  tumbling 
entirely  off  by  the  pin  that  held  it. 

“Oh,  that  wretched  cap!”  she  cried,  jumping  up, 
petulantly,  and  going  to  the  glass  to  set  it  to  rights, 
but  with  so  hasty  a  hand  that  the  pin  became  entangled 
in  her  hair,  and  it  needed  Mary’s  quiet  hand  to  set  it 
to  rights;  “it’s  just  an  emblem  of  all  the  rest  of  it; 
I  wouldn’t  wear  it  another  day,  but  that  I’m  afraid  of 
Ellen  and  Robert,  and  it  perfectly  drives  me  wild. 
And  I  know  Joe  couldn’t  have  borne  to  see  me  in  it.” 
At  the  Irishism  of  which  she  burst  out  laughing,  and 
laughed  herself  into  the  tears  that  had  never  come 
when  they  were  expected  of  her. 

Mary  caressed  and  soothed  her,  and  told  her  she 
could  well  guess  it  was  sadder  to  her  now  than  even 
at  first. 

“Well,  it  is,”  said  Carey,  looking  up.  “If  one  was 
sent  out  to  sea  in  a  boat,  it  wouldn  t  be  near  so  bad 
as  long  as  one  could  see  the  dear  old  shore  still,  as 
when  one  had  got  out — out  into  the  wide  open  with 
nothing  at  all.” 
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And  she  stretched  out  her  hands  with  a  dreary 
yearning-  gesture  into  the  vacant  space,  such  as  it  went 
to  her  friend’s  heart  to  see. 

‘‘Ah  !  but  there’s  a  haven  at  the  end.” 

I  suppose  there  is,”  said  Carey ;  “  but  it’s  a  long 
way  off,  and  there’s  dying  first,  and  when  people  want 
to  begin  about  it,  they  get  so  conventional,  and  if 

there  s  one  thing  above  another  that  I  can’t  stand,  it 
is  being  bored. 

“  My  poor  child  !  ” 

“  There,  don’t  be  angry  with  me,  because  I’m  telling 
you  just  what  I  am  !  ”  43 

Before  any  more  could  be  said  Janet  opened  the 
dooi  saying  “  Mother,.  Emma  wants  to  see  you.” 

Oh.  I  forgot,”  cried  Carey,  hurrying  off,  while 

andtsked— f°rWard  t0  ^  gUCSt  in  her  &rown'uP  way, 

ul?Ogd:areea  t0  the  Water-Colour  Exhibition. 

“ntSi  ^  Acnt0n  t00K^e  °ne  Saturday  afternoon.” 
Oh  .  then  he  would  be  sure  to  show  you  Nita 

peopMT  im  1  Want  S°  mUCh  t0  know  how  strikes 

And  Janet  had  plunged  into  a  regular  conversation 
about  exhibitions,  pictures,  artists,  concerts,  lectures 
&c.,  befoie  her  mother  came  back,  talking  with  all  the 
eagerness  of  an  exile  about  her  native  country  As  a 
governess  m  her  school-room,  Miss  Ogilvie  had  had 
ittle  more  than  a  key-hole  view  of  all  these  things  • 
but  then  what  she  had  seen  and  heard  had  been 
chiefly  through  the  Actons,  and  thus  coincided  with 
Janets,  own  side  of  the  world,  and  they  were  in  full 
discussion  when  Caroline  came  back. 

shesaid^  “NQ  disposed°f  the  butcher  and  baker!” 

He  said.  Now  we  can  be  comfortable  again  ” 

Mary  expected  Janet  to  repair  to  her  own  lessons 
or  to  listen  to  those  scales  which  Babie  might  be  heard 
fiom  a  distance  playing  ;  but  she  only  appealed  to  W 
mothei  about  some  picture  of  last  year  and  car  a 
to  her  drawing,  while  the  conversation  on  pictures 
and  books  continued  in  animated  style.  So  far  from 
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sending  her  away,  Mary  fancied  that  Carey  was 
rather  glad  to  keep  to  surface  matters,  and  to  be  pre¬ 
vented  from  another  outbreak  of  feeling. 

The  next  interruption  was  from  the  children,  each 
armed  with  a  pile  of  open  books  on  the  top  of  a  slate. 
Carey  begged  Mary  to  wait,  and  went  outside  the 
window  with  them,  sitting  down  under  a  tree  whence 
the  murmured  sounds  of  repetition  could  be  heard, 
lasting  about  twenty  minutes  between  the  two,  and 
then  she  returned,  the  little  ones  jumping  on  each 
side  of  her,  Armine  begging  that  Miss  Ogilvie  would 
come  and  see  the  museum,  and  Barbara  saying  that 
Jock  wanted  to  help  to  show  it  off. 

“Well,  run  now  and  put  your  own  corners  tidy,” 
suggested  their  mother.  “If  Jock  does  not  stay  in 
the  playground,  he  will  come  back  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour.” 

“  And  Mr.  Ogilvie  will  come  then.  I  invited  him,” 
said  Babie. 

At  which  Carey  laughed  incredulously;  but  Janet, 
observing  that  she  must  go  and  see  that  the  children 
did  not  do  more  harm  than  good,  walked  off,  and 
Mary  said— 

“  I  should  not  wonder  if  he  did  act  on  the  invitation.” 

•  “  I  hope  he  will.  It  would  have  only  been  civil  in 
me  to  have  asked  him,  considering  that  I  have  taken 
possession  of  you,”  said  Caroline. 

“  I  fully  expect  to  see  him  on  Miss  Barbara’s 
invitation.  Do  you  know,  Carey,  he  says  you  have 
transformed  his  school.” 

“  Translated  it,  like  Bottom  the  Weaver.” 

“  In  the  reverse  direction.  He  says  you  have  made 
the  mothers  see  to  their  boys’  preparation,  and  wakened 
up  the  intellects.” 

“  Have  I  ?  I  thought  I  had  only  kept  my  own  boys  up 
to  the  mark.  Yes,  and  there’s  Johnny.  Do  you  know, 
Mary,  it  is  very  funny,  but  that  boy  Johnny  has  adopted 
me.  He  comes  after  me  everywhere  like  a  shadow, 
and  there’s  nothing  he  won’t  do  for  me,  even  learning 
his  lessons.  You  see  the  poor  boy  has  a  good  deal  of 
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native  sense,  Brownlow  sense,  and  mind  had  been  more 
stifled  than  wanting  in  him.  Nobody  had  ever  put 
things  to  him  by  the  right  end,  and  when  he  once  let 
me  do  it  for  him,  it  was  quite  a  revelation,  and  he  has 
been  so  happy  and  prosperous  that  he  hardly  knows 
himself.  Poor  boy,  there  is  something  very  honest  and 
true  about  him,  and  so  affectionate  !  He  is  a  little 
like  his  uncle,  and  I  can’t  help  being  fond  of  him. 
Then  Robin  is  just  as  devoted  to  Jock,  though  I 
cant  say  the  lesults  are  so  very  desirable,  for  Jock 
is  a  monkey,  I  must  confess,  and  it  is  irresistible  to 
a  monkey  to  have  a  bear  that  he  can  lead  to  do 
anything.  I  hear  that  Robin  used  to  be  the  good 
boy  of  the  establishment,  and  I  am  afraid  he  is  not 
that  now.”- 


“  But  can’t  you  stop  that  ?” 

My  deal,  nobody  could  think  of  Jock’s  devices  so 
as  to  stop  them,  who  had  not  his  own  monkey  brain 
Who  would  have  thought  of  his  getting  the  whole  set 
to  dress  up  as  nigger  singers,  with  black  faces  and 
banjoes,  and  coming  to  dance  and  sing  in  front  of  the 
windows  ?  ” 

“  There  wasn’t  much  harm  in  that.” 

There  wouldn’t  have  been  if  it  had  been  only  here, 
nd,  oh  deal,  the  irresistible  fun  of  Jock’s  capering 
antics,  and  Rob  moving  by  mechanism,  as  stiff  and 
obedient  as  the  giant  porter  to  Flibbertigibbet.”  Carev 
stopped  to  laugh.  “  But  then  I  never  thought  of  their 
going  on  to  present  themselves  to  Ellen  in  the  middle 
of  a  mighty  and  solemn  dinner  party !  All  the 
grandees,  the  county  people  (this  in  a  deep  and  awful 
voice),  sitting  up  m  their  chignons  of  state,  in  the  awful 
pause  during  the  dishing-up,  when  these  five  little 
wretches,  in  finery  filched  from  the  rag  bag,  appear  on 
the  smooth  lawn,  mown  and  trimmed  to  the  last  extent 
for  the  occasion,  and  begin  to  strike  up  at  their  shrillest 
close  to  the  open  window.  Ellen  rises  with  o-reat 
ignity  I  fancy  I  can  see  her,  sending  out  to  order 

r  °  n  n*  ^  °h  dear’  Joc  k  only  hoPPing  more 
frantically  than  ever  round  the  poor  man  the  hired 
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waiter,  who,  you  must  know,  is  the  undertaker’s  chief 
mute,  and  singing — 

‘  Leedle,  leedle,  leedle, 

Our  cat’s  dead. 

What  did  she  die  wi’  ? 

Wi’  a  sail-  head. 

A’  you  that  kenned  her 
While  she  was  alive, 

Come  to  her  burying 
At  half-past  five.’ 

And  then  the  Colonel,  bestirring  himself  to  the  rescue, 
with  ‘  go  away  boys,  or  I’ll  send  for  the  police.’  And 
then  the  discovery,  when  in  the  height  of  his  wrath, 
Jock  perked  up,  and  said,  ‘I  thought  you  would  like 
to  have  the  ladies  amused,  Uncle  Robert.’  He  did 
box  his  ears  then — small  blame  to  him,  I  must  say.  I 
could  stand  that  better  than  the  jaw  Ellen  gave  us 
afterwards.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mary,  but  it  really 
was  one.  She  thinks  us  far  gone  in  the  ways  of 
depravity,  and  doesn’t  willingly  let  her  little  girls  come 
near  us.” 

“  Isn’t  that  a  pity  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  ;  Essie  and  Elliehave  feelings  in  their 
clothes,  and  don’t  like  our  scrambling  walks,  and  if  Ellie 
does  get  allured  by  our  wicked  ways,  she  is  sure  to  be 
torn,  or  splashed,  or  something,  and  we  have  shrieks 
and  lamentations,  and  accusations  of  Jock  and  Joe, 
amid  floods  of  tears  ;  and  Jessie  comes  to  the  rescue, 
primly  shaking  her  head  and  coaxing  her  little  sister, 
while  she  brings  out  a  needle  and  thread.  I  can’t 
help  it,  Mary.  It  does  aggravate  me  to  look  at 
her  !  ” 

Mary  could  only  shake  her  head  with  a  mixture  of 
pity,  reproof,  and  amusement,  and  as  a  safer  subject 
could  not  help  asking — 

“  By  the  bye,  why  do  you  confuse  your  friends  by 
having  all  the  two  families  named  in  pairs  ?  ” 

“We  didn’t  know  we  were  going  to  live  close 
together,”  said  Carey.  “  But  the  fact  is  that  the  Janets 
were  named  after  their  fathers’  only  sister,  who  seems 
to  have  been  an  equal  darling  to  both.  We  would 
have  avoided  Robert,  but  we  found  that  it  would  have 
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been  thought  disrespectful  not  to  call  the  boy  after 
his  grandfather  and  uncle.” 

“  And  Bobus  is  a  thoroughly  individual  name.” 

“  Then  Jock’s  name  is  John  Lucas,  and  we  did  mean 
to  call  him  by  the  second,  but  it  wouldn’t  stick. 
Names  won’t  sometimes,  and  there’s  a  formality  in 
Lucas  that  would  never  fit  that  skipjack  of  a  boy.  He 
got  called  Jock  as  a  nickname,  and  now  he  will  abide 
by  it.  But  Joseph  Armine’s  second  name  does  fit  him, 
and  so  we  have  kept  to  it ;  and  Barbara  was  dear 
grandmamma’s  own  name,  and  quite  our  own.” 

Therewith  Babie  rushed  downstairs  with  “  He’s 
coming,  Mother  Carey,”  and  darted  out  at  the  house- 
door  to  welcome  Mr.  Ogilvie  at  the  gate,  and  lead  him 
in  in  triumph,  attended  by  her  two  brothers.  The 
two  ladies  laughed,  and  Carey  said,  with  a  species  of 
proud  apology — 

“Poor  children,  you  see  they  have  been  used  to  be 
noticed  by  clever  men.” 

“  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  come  to  see  our  museum,”  cried 
Babie,  in  her  patronising  tone,  jumping  and  dancing 
round  during  his  greetings  and  remarks  that  he  hoped 
he  might  take  advantage  of  her  invitation  ;  he  had  been 
thinking  whether  to  begin  a  school  museum  would  not 
be  a  very  good  thing  for  the  boys,  and  serve  to  open 
their  minds  to  common  things.  On  which,  before  any 
one  else  could  answer,  the  parrot,  in  a  low  and  senten¬ 
tious  tone,  observed,  “  Excellent.” 

“  There,  you  have  the  consent  of  your  first  acquaint¬ 
ance,”  said  Carey,  while  the  bird,  excited  by  one  of 
those  mysterious  likings  that  her  kind  are  apt  to  take, 
held  her  grey  head  to  Mr.  Ogilvie  to  be  scratched’ 
chuckling  out,  “All  Mother  Carey’s  chickens  •  ”  and 
Janet  exclaimed — 

“That’s  an  adoption.” 

The  troop  were  climbing  the  stairs  to  the  third  story, 
where  Armine  and  Bobus  were  already  within  an 
octagon  room,  corresponding  to  the  little  hall  below, 
and  fitted  with  presses  and  shelves,  belonging  to  the 
store-room  of  the  former  thrifty  inhabitant ;  but  now 
divided  between  the  six  children,  Mother  Carey,  as 
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Babie  explained,  being  “Mine  own,  and  helping  me 
more  specially.” 

The  table  was  likewise  common  to  all ;  but  one  of 
the  laws  of  the  place  was  that  everything  left  there  after 
twelve  o’clock  on  Saturday  was,  as  Babie’s  little  mouth 
rolled  out  the  long  words,  “  confiscated  by  the  inexor¬ 
able  Eumenides.” 

“And  who  are  they  ?”  asked  Mr.  Ogilvie,  who  was 
always  much  entertained  by  the  simplicity  with  which 
the  little  maid  uttered  the  syllables  as  if  they  were  her 
native  speech. 

“Janet,  and  Nurse,  and  Emma,”  she  said  ;  “  and  they 
really  are  inex-o-rable.  They  threw  away  my  snail 
shell  that  a  thrush  had  been  eating,  though  I  begged 
and  prayed  them.” 

“Yes,  and  my  femur  of  a  rabbit,”  said  Armine, 
“  and  said  it  was  a  nasty  old  bone,  and  the  baker’s 
Pincher  ate  it  up ;  but  I  did  find  my  turtle-dove’s 
egg  in  the  ash-heap,  and  discovered  it  over  again, 
and  you  don’t  see  it  is  broken  now ;  it  is  stuck  down 
on  a  card.” 

“Yes,”  said  his  mother,  “  it  is  wonderful  how  valuable 
things  become  precisely  at  twelve  on  Saturday.” 

Each  had  some  department:  Janet’s,  which  was 
geology,  wras  the  fullest,  as  she  had  inherited  some 
youthful  hoards  of  her  father’s  ;  Bobus’s,  which  was 
botany,  was  the  neatest  and  most  systematic.  Mary 
thought  at  first  that  it  did  not  suit  him  ;  but  she  soon 
saw  that  with  him  it  was  not  love  of  flowers,  but  the 
study  of  botany.  He  pronounced  Jock’s  butterflies  to 
be  perfectly  disgraceful. 

“You  said  you’d  see  to  them,”  returned  Jock. 

“Yes,  I  shall  take  up  insects  when  I  have  done  with 
plants,”  said  Bobus,  coolly. 

“  And  say,  ‘  Solomon,  I  have  surpassed  thee  ’  ?  ” 
asked  Mr.  Ogilvie. 

Bobus  looked  as  if  he  did  not  like  it ;  but  his  motner 
shook  her  head  at  him  as  one  who  well  deserved  the 
little  rebuke  for  self-sufficiency.  There  was  certainly 
a  wonderful  winning  way  about  her — there  was  a 
simplicity  of  manner  almost  like  that  of  Babie  herself 
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m  d  yCA  ?e.  clc?vfness  of  a  highly-educated  woman. 
Maiy  Ogilvie  did  not  wonder  at  what  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Acton  had  said  of  the  charm  of  that  unpretending 
household,  now  broken  up. 

There  was,  too,  the  perception  that,  beneath  the 
surface  on  which,  like  the  children,  she  played  so 
lightly,  there  were  depths  of  sorrow  that  might  not  be 
stirred,  which  added  a  sweetness  and  pathos  to  all  she 
said  and  did. 

Of  many  a  choice  curiosity  the  children  said  in 
lowered  tones  of  reverence,  that  “he  found  it;”  and 
cse  she  would  not  allow  to  be  passed  over,  but  showed 
fondly  off  in  all  their  best  points,  telling  their  story  as 
if  she  loved  to  dwell  upon  it.  ^ 

Barbara,  who  had  specially  fastened  herself  on  Mr 

o-irisVafte,-CBrdinS  t0  ^i6  m°dern  P^eges  of  small 
f  S,  attei  having  much  amused  him  by  doing  the 

honours  of  her  own  miscellaneous  treasury  insisted  on 
exhibiting  “  Mother  Carey’s  studio.” 

desCerCnolenftried  to  declare  that  this  meant  nothing 
rr^Tf  g  f  i°  gtand  a  name  J  ifc  was  only  the  family 
lesoit  foi  making  messes  in.  She  never  touched  clav 

now,  and  there  was  nothing  worth  seeing  ;  but  it  was 
m  vain  Babie  had  her  way ;  and  they  mounted  to 

thp  rlghfeSn  StagG  °f  the  paS°dT  where  the  eaves  and 
the  twisted  monsters  that  supported  them  were  in 
close  juxtaposition  with  the  four  windows 

1  he  view  was  a  grand  one.  Belforest  Park  on  the 
one  side,  the  town  almost  as  if  in  a  pit  below  with 
a  bad  s-eye  prospect  of  the  roofs,  the  gardens  and 
the  school-yard,  the  leaden-covered  church,  lying  like 
a  great  grey  beetle  with  outspread  wings  7  Beyond 
were  the  ups-and-downs  of  a  wooded,  hMy  counliw 

and  tre:,°fblue  river  here  there,  ah “ ISaJe 

the  hiSsidee“p  t„athtTeept0;eery  m 

th  tde  tal1  laad-mark  tower,  closing  in  thehoriLi- 
altogethei,  as  Carey  said,  a  thorough  “allegro”  land 
scape  even  to  “the  tanned  haycock  in  the  raead  - 
But  the  summer  sun  made  the  place  dazzling  and 
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almost  uninhabitable,  and  the  visitors,  turning  from  the 
glare,  could  hardly  see  the  casts  and  models  that  filled 
the  shelves  ;  nor  was  there  anything  in  hand  ;  so  that 
they  let  themselves  be  hurried  away  to  share  the  mid¬ 
day  meal,  after  which  Mr.  Ogilvie  and  the  boys  betook 
themselves  to  the  school,  and  Carey  and  her  little  ones 
to  the  shade  of  the  garden-wall,  to  finish  their  French 
reading,  while  Mary  wondered  the  less  at  the  Ken- 
minster  ladies. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FLIGHTS. 

Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honesty,  but  to  gabble  like  tinkers 
at  this  time  of  night  ?  Is  there  no  respect  of  place,  persons,  nor  time  in 
you  ? — Twelfth-Night. 

The  summer  holidays  not  only  brought  home  Allen 
Brownlow  from  Eton,  but  renewed  his  mother’s  inter¬ 
course  with  several  of  her  friends,  who  so  contrived 
their  summer  outing  as  to  “see  how  poor  little  Mrs. 
Brownlow  was  getting  on,”  and  she  hailed  them  as 
fragments  of  her  dear  old  former  life. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Acton  came  to  a  farmhouse  at  Bedford, 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  off,  where  Mr.  Acton  was  to 
lay  up  a  store  of  woodland  and  home  sketches,  and 
there  were  daily  meetings  for  walks,  and  often  out-of- 
door  meals.  Mr.  Ogilvie  declared  that  he  was  thus 
much  more  rested  than  by  a  long  expedition  in  foreign 
scenery,  and  he  and  his  sister  stayed  on,  and  usually 
joined  in  the  excursion,  whether  it  were  premeditated 
or  improvised,  on  foot,  into  copse  or  glade,  or  by  train 
or  waggonette,  to  ruined  abbey  or  cathedral  town. 

Then  came  two  sisters,  whom  old  Mrs.  Brownlow 
had  befriended  when  the  elder  was  struggling,  as  a 
daily  governess,  to  provide  home  and  education  for  the 
younger.  Now,  the  one  was  a  worthy,  hard-working 
law-copier,  the  other  an  artist  in  a  small  way,  who  had 
transmogrified  her  name  of  Jane  into  Juanita  or  Nita, 
wore  a  crop,  short  petticoats,  and  was  odd.  She 
treated  Janet  on  terms  of  equal  friendship,  and 
was  thus  a  much  more  charming  companion  than 
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Jessie.  They  always  came  into  cheap  sea-side  lodgings 
in  the  vacation,  but  this  year  had  settled  themselves 
within  ten  minutes  walk  of  the  Folly,  a  title  which 
became  more  and  more  applicable,  in  Kenminster 
eyes,  to  the  Pagoda,  and  above  all  in  those  of  its 
proper  owner.  Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow,  in  the  calm 
dignity  of  the  heiress,  in  a  small  way,  of  a  good 
family,  had  a  bare  toleration  for  professional  people, 
had  legietted  the  vocation  of  her  brother-in-law,  and 
classed  governesses  and  artists  as  “that  kind  of  people,” 
so  that  Caroline  s  association  with  them  seemed  to  her 
absolute  love  of  low  company.  She  would  have  stirred 
up  hei  husband  to  remonstrate,  but  he  had  seen  more 
of  the  world  than  she  had,  and  declared  that  there  was 
no  harm  in  Caroline’s  friends.  “  He  had  met  Mr.  Acton 
m  the  reading-room,  smoked  pipes  with  him  in  the 
gaiden,  and  thought  him  a  very  nice  fellow;  his  wife 
was  the  daughter  of  poor  Cartwright  of  the  Artillery, 
and  a  sensible  ladylike  woman  as  ever  he  saw.” 

With  a  lesigned  sigh  at  the  folly  of  mankind  his 
wife  asked,  “How  about  the  others  ?  That  woman  with 
the  hair  ?  and  that  man  with  the  velvet  coat  ?  Jessie 
says  Jock  told  her  that  he  was  a  mere  play-actor !  ” 

.  “Jock  told  Jessie  !  Nonsense,  my  dear  !  The  man 
is  going  out  to  China  in  the  tea  trade,  and  is  come  to 
take  leave.  I  believe  he  did  sing  in  public  at  one 
time ;  but  .  Joe  attended  him  in  an  illness  which 
damaged  his  voice,  and  then  he  put  him  in  the  way  of 
other  work.  You  need  not  be  afraid.  Joe  was  one  of 
the  most  particular  men  in  the  world  in  his  own  way.” 

Mrs  Brownlow  could  do  no  more.  She  had  found 
lat  lei  little  sister-in-law  could  be  saucy,  and 
personal  squabbles,  as  she  justly  thought,  had  better 
be  avoided.  She  could  only  keep  Jessie  from  the 
contamination  by  taking  her  out  in  the  carriage  and 
to  gaiden  parties,  which  the  young  lady  infinitely 
preferred  to  long  walks  that  tired  her  and  spoilt  her 
dress  ;  to  talk  and  laughter  that  she  could  not  under¬ 
stand  and  games  that  seemed  to  her  stupid,  though 
everybody  else  seemed  to  find  them  full  of  fun.  True 
Allen  and  Bobus  were  always  ready  to  push  and  pull’ 
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her  through,  and  to  snub  J anet  for  quizzing  her ;  but 
Jessie  was  pretty  enough  to  have  plenty  of  such 
homage  at  her  command,  and  not  specially  to  prefer 
that  of  her  cousins,  so  that  it  cost  her  little  to  turn  a 
deaf  ear  to  all  their  invitations. 

Her  brothers  were  not  of  the  same  mind,  for  Rob 
was  never  happy  out  of  sight  of  Jock.  Johnny 
worshipped  his  aunt,  and  Joe  was  gregarious,  so  there 
was  generally  an  accompanying  rabble  of  six  or  seven 
boys,  undistinguishable  by  outsiders,  though  very 
individual  indeed  in  themselves  and  adding  a  consider¬ 
able  element  of  noise,  high  spirits,  and  mischievous 
enterprise.  The  man  in  the  velvet  coat,  whose  proper 
name  was  Orlando  Hughes,  was  as  much  of  a  boy  a:i 
any  of  them,  and  so  could  Mr.  Acton  be  on  occasion, 
thus  giving  a  certain  Bohemian  air  to  their  doings. 

Things  came  to  a  crisis  on  one  of  the  dog-days. 
Young  Dr.  Drake  had  brought  his  bride  to  show  to 
his  old  friend,  and  they  were  staying  at  the  Folly, 
while  a  college  friend  of  Mr.  Ogilvie’s,  a  London 
curate,  had  come  to  see  him  in  the  course  of  a  cathedral 
tour,  and  had  stayed  on,  under  the  attraction  of  the 
place,  taking  the  duty  for  a  few  Sundays. 

The  weather  was  veiy  sultry,  forbidding  exertion  on 
the  part  of  all  save  cricketers  ;  but  there  was  a  match 
at  Redford,  and  Kenminster  was  eager  about  it,  so 
that  all  the  boys,  grown  up  or  otherwise,  walked  over 
to  see  it,  accompanied  by  Nita  Ray  with  her  in¬ 
separable  Janet,  meaning  to  study  village  groups  and 
rustic  sports.  The  other  ladies  walked  in  the  cool  to 
meet  them  at  the  Acton’s  farmhouse,  chiefly,  it  was 
alleged,  in  deference  to  the  feelings  of  the  bride,  who 
could  not  brave  the  heat,  but  had  never  yet  been  so 
long  separated  from  her  bridegroom. 

The  little  boys,  however,  were  alone  to  be  found  at 
the  farm,  reporting  that  their  elders  had  joined  the 
cricket  supper.  So  Mrs.  Acton  made  them  welcome, 
and  spread  her  cloth  in  the  greensward,  whence  could 
be  seen  the  evening  glow  on  the  harvest  fields.  1  hen 
there  was  a  feast  of  cherries,  and  delicious  farmhouse 
bread  and  butter,  and  inexhaustible  tea,  which  was 
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for  their  share.  "*  joi“d  ^  called 

Thus  they  did  not  set  out  on  their  homeward  walk 
vet  lagiant  heath  and  dewy  lanes,  till  just  as  the 
stais  were  coming  out,  and  a  magnificent J  red  moon 
scarcely  past  the  full,  was  rising  in  the  east  and  the 
long  rest,  and  fresh  dewiness  after  the  rl air’  1’ 
a  delightful  feeling  of  exEatioT  day  s  heat"  ^ 
Babie  went  skipping  about  in  the  silvery  flood  of 

as:  d^rupdifMrasSi vrh  ? the 

Ite  did  not  think  tfe/tnight^/LeTt 
it  d  eihaps  I  do,  he  said.  y 

“  Oh  where,  where,  show  me  ?  ” 

"Ah!  you're  the  one  that  can’t  see  her.” 

and  Verbena  o'ffictn^ 

Robin  Goodfellow”  said  Mr  R„n-i 
her,  and  immediately  began  tosing^?^  OVerhearinT 

‘ 1 1  know  a  bank  ” — 

sS>:‘¥SS,?s  •= 

moonlight  very  like  ‘■M^umSer  N^httSS  -  but 

S  ta  &  T 

longed  to  suggest  a  little  expediency  but  «h  Sie 
impeded;  for  poor  Miss  Ibv  ^  .  •  ,y  ’  but  she  was 

country  walks  and  "Sutmaf’ex  ed  ?  U"USed,  ‘°  lo‘« 
tormented  by  tight  boots  -  edltlons>  and  further 
in  the  rear,  half-frio-htened  '  a  PantinR  UP  the  hill  far 
and  could  not  for  very  deaI  distressed, 

“And  after’ nil  ”  ”aiaaity  s  sake,  be  left  behind. 

merry  laughter  came  ^er^nT then  ^  °f  b°yS’ 
-spotted  snakes  with  double  tong  e“  awoke  tTT  ,°‘ 
echoes ;  “  this  is  such  a  solitary  place  That  r  “g  1 
signify,  if  they  will  only  have  the  sense  tR  l"01 
we  get  into  the  roads.”  to  stoP  when 
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But  they  hadn’t.  Mary  heard  a  chorus  from  “Der 
Freischiitz,  beginning  just  as  she  was  dragging  her 
companion  over  a  stile,  which  had  been  formidable 
enough  by  day,  but  was  ten  times  worse  in  the 
confusing  shadows.  That  brought  them  into  a  lane 
darkened  by  its  high  hedges,  where  there  was  nothing 
for  it  but  to  let  Miss  Ray  tightly  grapple  he  r  arm, 
while  the  songs  came  further  and  further  on  the  wind, 
and  Mary  felt  the  conviction  that  middle-aged  spinsters 
must  reckon  on  being  forgotten,  and  left  behind  alike 
by  brothers,  sisters,  and  friends. 

Nor  did  they  come  up  with  the  party  till  they  found 
them  waiting  in  the  road,  close  to  the  Rays’  lodgings, 
having  evidently  just  missed  them,  for  Mr.  Ogilvie  and 
the  clergyman  were  turning  back  to  look  for  them 
when  they  were  gladly  hailed,  half  apologised  to,  half 
laughed  at  by  a  babel  of  voices,  among  which  Nita’s 
was  the  loudest,  informing  her  sister  that  she  had  lost 
the  best  bit  of  all,  for  just  at  the  turn  of  the  lane  there 
had  come  on  them  Babie’s  fiery-eyed  monster,  which 
had  “  burst  on  the  path,”  when  they  were  in  mid  song, 
flashing  over  them,  and  revealing,  first  a  horse,  and 
then  a  brougham,  wherein  there  sat  the  august  forms 
of  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Brownlow,  going  home  from  a 
state  dinner,  the  lady’s  very  marabouts  quivering  with 
horror. 

Mary  stepped  up  to  Nita,  and  gave  her  a  sharp, 
severe  grasp. 

“  Hush  !  remember  their  boys  are  here,”  she 
whispered ;  and,  with  an  exaggerated  gesture,  Nita 
looked  about  her  in  affected  alarm,  and,  seeing  that 
none  were  near,  added — 

“  Thank  you  ;  I  was  just  going  to  say  it  would  be  a 
study  for  Punch!’ 

“  O  do  send  it  up,  they’ll  never  know  it,”  cried 
Janet ;  but  there  Caroline  interfered — 

“Hush,  Janet,  we  ought  to  be  at  home.  Don’t 
stand  here,  Armine  is  tired  to  death!  11.5  at  the 
station  to-morrow.  Good-night.” 

They  parted,  and  Mary  and  her  brother  turned 
away  to  their  own  home.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the 
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piesence  of  the  curate,  Mary  would  have  said  a  good 
deal  on  the  way  home.  As  it  was,  she  was  so  silent 
as  to  inspire  her  brother  with  enough  compunction  for 
having  deserted  her,  to  make  him  follow  her  when  she 
went  to  her  own  room.  “  Mary,  I  am  sorry  we  missed 
you,  he  said ;  I  ought  to- have  looked  about  for  you 
more,  but  I  thought - ”  y 

Nonsense,  David  ;  of  course  I  do  not  mind  that  if 
onJy  1  could  have  stopped  all  that  singing.” 

singjng';  why  it  was  very  pretty,  wasn’t  it  ?  ” 

_  Pletty  indeed !  Did  it  never  occur  to  you  what  a 
scrape  you  may  be  getting  that  poor  little  thing  into 
with  her  relations,  and  yourself  too  ?  ” 

David  looked  more  than  half-amused,  and  she 
proceeded  more  resolutely— 

“Well!  what  do  you  think  must  be  Mrs.  Brown- 
lows  opinion  of  what  she  saw  and  heard  to-night  ? 

I  blame  myself  exceedingly  for  not  having  inged 
tne  setting  off  sooner ;  but  you  must  remember  that 
' ilat  *s  a  1  very  well  for  holiday  people,  only  here  for 
a  time,  may  do  infinite  mischief  to  residents  ” 

David  only  observed,  “  I  didn’t  want  all  those  men 
that  s  what  you  mean.  They  made  the  noise,  not  I.” 
No  noi  I ;  but  we  swelled  the  party,  and  I  am 
much  disposed  to  believe  that  the  best  thing  we  can 

thisset”  °Ursdves  off^  or  do  anything  to  break  up 

,i  He  for  a  moment  much  disconcerted  •  but 

thMAM1h  a  11  C  nnaS?ul inC  suPerioritD  answered— 

Well  well,  we  11  think  over  it,  Mary.  See  how  it 

appears  to  you  to-morrow  when  you  afin’t  tired  ”  Ind 
then  with  a  smile  and  a  kiss,  bade  her  good-night. 

So ,  t  liftir  What  We  get’”  said  MaiX  to  herself  half 
amused,  half  annoyed ;  “those  men  think  it  is  all 

because  one  is  left  behind  in  the  dark !  David  is  the 
best  boy  m  the  world,  but  there’s  not  a  man  of  them 

troubled  f  h  In°tl01l  °f  What  ^ets  a  woman  into 
tiouble!  I  believe  he  was  rather  gratified  than 

otherwise  to  be  found  out  on  a  lark.  Well,  I'll  talk  to 

Claia  ;  she  will  have  some  sense  !  ”  , 

They  were  all  to  meet  at  the  station  the  next 
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morning,  to  go  to  an  old  castle,  about  an  hour  from 
Kenminster  by  railway  ;  and  they  filled  the  platform, 
armed  with  sketching  tools,  sandwich  baskets,  botanical 
tins,  and  all  other  appliances  ;  but  when  Mr.  Ogilvie 
accosted  Mrs.  Joseph  Brownlow,  saying,  “You  have 
only  half  your  boys,”  she  looked  up,  with  a  drolly 
guilty  air,  saying,  “No,  there’s  an  embargo  on  the 
other  poor  fellows.” 

They  had  just  taken  their  seats,  and  the  train  was 
in  motion,  when  a  heated  headlong  boy  came  dashing 
over  the  platform,  and  clung  to  the  door  of  the 
carriage,  standing  on  the  step.  It  was  Johnny.  Or¬ 
lando  Hughes,  who  was  next  the  window,  grasped  his 
hands,  and,  in  answer  to  the  cries  of  dismay  and  blame 
that  greeted  him,  he  called  out,  “Yes,  here  I  am  ;  Rob 
and  Joe  couldn’t  run  so  fast.” 

“  Then  you’ve  got  leave  ?  ”  asked  his  aunt. 

Johnny’s  grin  said  “No.” 

She  looked  up  at  Mr.  Ogilvie  in  much  vexation  and 
anxiety. 

“  Don’t  say  any  more  to  him  now.  It  might  put  him 
in  great  danger.  Wait  till  the  next  station,  he  said. 

It  was  a  stopping  train,  and  ten  minutes  brought  a 
halt,  when  the  guard  came  up  in  a  fury,  and  J ohnny 
found  no  sympathy  for  his  bold  attempt.  Carey  had 
no  notion  of  fostering  flat  disobedience,  and  she  told 
Johnny  that  unless  he  would  promise  to  go  home  by 
himself  and  beg  his  father’s  pardon,  she  should  stay 
behind  and  go  back  with  him,  for  she  could  have  no 
pleasure  in  an  expedition  with  him  when  he  was 
behaving  so  outrageously. 

The  boy  looked  both  surprised  and  abashed.  His 
affection  for  his  aunt  was  veiy  great,  as  for  one  who 
had  opened  to  him  the  gates  of  a  new  world,  both 
within  himself  and  beyond  himself.  He  would  not 
hear  of  her  giving  up  the  expedition,  and  promised 
her  with  all  his  heart  to  walk  home,  and  confess, 
“  Though  ’twasn’t  papa,  but  mamma !  ”  were  his  last 
words,  as  they  left  him  on  the  platform,  crestfallen, 
bu  t  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye,  and  with  the  station- 
master  keeping  watch  over  him  as  a  dangerous  subject, 
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°^r,'lvie  saici  xt  wouJd  do  the  boy  good  for  life  • 
thought  t  l  the  arrival  at  their  destination,  when  they 

miSrhiscwh^rT  hal  b“"  the  usual  amount  of 
f“  But’  Clara  did  T1?'6  ShC  T  --i0-->;h::hy"tl!e 

expected  ht  d  d  sympathise  as  much  as  she 

BrSto  ^suticSs”™11  by  Mrs'  Robert 

and  all  this  roamino-  ak,  ,,v  f  lese  ‘‘regular  hours, 

“ My'deai” f  **  *“ 
tfmedrni,“‘°tthe  ““nty^fthe T^rhi^for  thffirst 
innocent  o  i ntoficaSonf  Th“S  Pretfet  and 

little  Pyrtons  to  Then  place  „  T  ‘°  take  the 

and  May,  months  that  they  had  one  April 

London ;  and  I  assure  you  th.  d  ways  sPent  in 
only  with  the  air,  the  sMht  of  th  T*  rfectly  mad, 
the  smells.  I  was  obliged  to  K  hawthornst  mid  all 

they  could  do,  not  what’ought  to  begone  off 
There  was  no  sitting  still  on  a  fin.  ’•  °f  lesTsons- 
as.  bad  myself;  the" blood seemed  1  WaS 

veins,  and  a  room  to  be  a  prison  ”  Ce  m  °ne’s 

(( dr  lS  fot  spmig,”  said  Mary, 
formed."  ,e  bega“  in  spring,  and  habits  were 

op^Sk^tSb^  be  g°°d-  They  k«P 
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“  Oh,  that’s  grief,  poor  dear  !  ” 

“We  bain’t  carousing,  we  be  dissembling  grief,  as 
the  farmer  told  the  clergyman  who  objected  to  merry¬ 
making  after  a  funeral,”  said  Mary,  rather  severely. 
Then  she  added,  seeing  Clara  looked  annoyed,  “  You 
think  me  hard  on  poor  dear  Carey,  but  indeed  I  am 
not  doubting  her  affection  or  her  grief.” 

“  Remember,  a  woman  with  children  cannot  give 
herself  entirely  up  to  sorrow  without  doing  them 
harm.” 

“  Poor  Carey,  I  am  sure  I  do  not  want  to  see  her 
given  up  to  sorrow,  only  to  have  her  a  little  more 
moderate,  and  perhaps  select — so  as  not  to  do  herself 
harm  with  her  relations — who  after  all  must  be  more 
important  to  her  than  any  outsiders.” 

The  artist’s  wife  could  not  but  see  things  a  little 
differently  from  the  schoolmaster’s  sister,  who  more¬ 
over  knew  nothing  of  Carey’s  former  life  ;  and  Clara 
made  answer — • 

“  Sending  her  down  to  these  people  was  the  greatest 
error  of  dear  good  Dr.  Brownlow’s  life.” 

“  I  am  not  sure  of  that.  Blood  is  thicker  than 
water.” 

“  But  between  sisters-in-law  it  is  apt  to  be  only  ill- 
blood,  and  very  turbid.” 

“  For  shame,  Clara.” 

“  Well,  Mary,  you  must  allow  something  for  human 
nature’s  reluctance  to  be  treated  as  something  not  quite 
worthy  of  a  handshake  from  a  little  country  town 
Serene  Highness!  I  maybe  allowed  to  doubt  whether 
Dr.  Brownlow  would  not  have  done  better  to  leave 
her  unbound  to  those  who  can  never  be  congenial,” 

“  Granting  that  (not  that  I  do  grant  it,  for  the 
Colonel  is  worthy),  should  not  she  be  persuaded  to 
conform  herself.” 

“To  purr  and  lay  eggs?  My  dear,  that  did  not 
succeed  with  the  ugly  duckling,  even  in  early  life.” 

“Not  after  it  had  been  among  the  swans?  You 
vain  Clara  !  ” 

“  I  only  lay  claim  to  having  seen  the  swans — not  to 
having  brought  many  specimens  down  here,” 
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“Such  as  that  Nita,  or  Mr.  Hughes  ?  ” 

“  More  like  the  other  bird,  certainly,”  said  Clara, 
smiling ;  “  but  Mary,  if  you  had  but  seen  what  that 
house  was.  Joe  Brownlow  was  one  of  those  men  who 
make  themselves  esteemed  and  noted  above  their 
actual  position.  He  v/as  much  thought  of  as  a 
lecturer,  and  would  have  had  a  much  larger  practice 
but  for  his  appointment  at  the  hospital.  It  was  in 
the  course  of  the  work  he  had  taken  for  a  friend  gone 
out  of  town  that  he  caught  the  illness  that  killed  him. 
His  lectures  brought  men  of  science  about  him,  and 
his  practice  had  made  him  acquainted  with  us  poor 
Bohemians,  as  you  seem  to  think  us.  Old  Mrs. 
Brownlow  had  means  of  her  own,  and  theirs  was  quite 
a  wealthy  house  among  our  set.  Any  of  us  were  wel¬ 
come  to  drop  into  five  o’clock  tea,  or  at  nine  at  night, 
and  the  pleasantness  and  good  influence  were  wonder¬ 
ful.  The  motherliness  and  yet  the  enthusiasm  of 
Mrs.  Brownlow  made  her  the  most  delightful  old  lady 
I  ever  saw.  I  can  t  describe  how  good  she  was  about 
my  marriage,  and  many  more  would  say  they  owed 
all  that  was  brightest  and  best  in  them  to  that  house. 
And  there  was  Carey,  like  a  little  sunshiny  fairy,  the 
darling  of  everyone.  No,  not  spoilt — I  see  what' you 
are  going  to  say.” 

“  Only  as  we  all  spoilt  her  at  school.  Nobody  but 
her  Serene  Highness  ever  could  help  making  a  pet 
of  her.”  1 

.  “  That’s  more  reasonable,  Mary,”  said  Mrs.  Acton 
m  a  moie  placable  voice;  “she  did  plenty  of  hard 
work,  and  did  not  spare  herself,  or  have  what  would 
seem  indulgences  to  most  women  ;  but  nobody  could 
see  the  light  of  her  eyes  and  smile  without  trying  to 
make  it  sparkle  up  ;  and  she  was  just  the  first  thought 
m  life  to  her  husband  and  his  mother.  I  am  sure  in 
my  governess  days  I  used  to  think  that  house  paradise 
and  her  the  undoubted  queen  of  it.  And  now,  that 
you  should  turn  against  her,  Mary,  when  she  is  un¬ 
crowned,  and  unappreciated,  and  brow-beaten  ” 

She  had  worked  herself  up,  and  had  tears  in  her 

eyes. 
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Mary  laughed  a  little. 

“  It  is  hard,  when  I  only  want  to  keep  her  from 
making  herself  be  unappreciated.” 

“  And  I  say  it  is  in  vain  !  ”  cried  Clara,  “  for  it  is 
not  in  the  nature  of  the  people  to  appreciate  her,  and 
nothing  will  make  them  get  on  together.” 

Poor  Maiy  !  she  had  expected  her  friend  to  be 
more  reasonable  and  less  defensive ;  but  she  remem¬ 
bered  that  even  at  school  Clara  had  always  protected 
Caroline  whenever  she  had  attempted  to  lecture  her. 
All  she  further  tried  to  say  was- — 

“  Then  you  won’t  help  me  to  advise  her  to  be  more 
guarded,  and  not  shock  them  ?  ” 

“  I  will  not  tease  the  poor  little  thing,  when  she  has 
enough  to  torment  her  already.  If  you  had  known 
her  husband,  and  watched  her  last  winter,  you  would 
be  only  too  thankful  to  see  her  a  little  more  like 
herself.” 

Mary  was  silent,  finding  that  she  should  only  argue 
round  and  round  if  they  went  on,  and  feeling  that 
Clara  thought  her  old-maidish,  and  could  not  enter 
into  her  sense  that,  the  balance-weight  being  gone, 
gusts  of  wind  ought  to  be  avoided.  She  sat  wondering 
whether  she  herself  was  prim  and  old-maidish,  or 
whether  she  was  right  in  feeling  it  a  duty  to  expostulate 
and  deliver  her  testimony. 

There  was  no  doing  it  on  this  day.  Carey  was 
always  surrounded  by  children  and  guests,  and  in  an 
eager  state  of  activity;  but  though  again  they  all 
went  home  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  an  attempt  to 
sing  in  the  second-class  carriage,  which  they  filled 
entirely,  was  quashed  immediately — no  one  knew 
how,  and  nothing  worse  happened  than  that  a  very 
dusty  set,  carrying  odd  botanical,  entomological,  and 
artistic  wares,  trailed  through  the  streets  of  Kenminster, 
just  as  Mrs.  Coffinkey,  escorted  by  her  maid,  was 
walking  primly  home  from  drinking  tea  at  the 
vicarage. 

Still  Mary’s  reflections  only  strengthened  her  re¬ 
solution.  On  the  next  day,  which  was  Sunday,  she 
ascended  to  the  Folly,  at  about  four  o’clock  in  the 
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afternoon,  and  found  the  family,  including  the  parrot 
spread  out  upon  the  lawn  under  the  shade  of  the 
acacia,  the  mother  reading  to  them. 

“  please  don’t  stop,  mother,”  cried  Babie  ;  while 
the  more  courteous  Armine  exclaimed _ 

“Miss  Ogilvie,  don’t  you  like  to  hear  about  Bevis 
and  Jocelin  Jolifife  ?” 

“  You  don’t  mind  waiting  while  we  finish  the 
chapter,”  added  their  mother  ;  “then  we  break  up  our 
sitting.”  ^ 

“  Pray  go  on  with  the  chapter,”  said  Mary,  rathei 
coolly,  for  she  was  a  good  deal  taken  aback  at  findiim 
them  reading  “  Woodstock  ”  on  a  Sunday  •  “  but 
afterwards,  I  do  want  to  speak  to  you.” 

“  Oh  !  don’t  want  to  speak  to  me.  The  Colonel  has 
been  speakmg  to  me,”  she  said,  with  a  cowerino- 
shuddenng  sort  of  action,  irresistibly  comic. 

And  lie  ate  up  half  our  day,”  bemoaned  more  than 
one  of  the  boys. 

Miss  Ogilvie  sat  down  a  little  way  off,  not  wishing 
to  listen  to  “  Woodstock  ”  on  a  Sunday,  and  trying  to 
work  out  tlie  difficult  Sabbatarian  question  in  her  mtnd 
theie.  said  Caroline,  closing  the  book,  amid 
exclamations  of  “  I  know  who  Lewis  Kerneguy  was  ” 

,  Waf  t  ^°gef  ™rake  Jolly  ”  “  O,  mothep  didn’t 

he  cut  off  Trusty  Tomkins’  head  ?  ”  “  Do  let  us  have 

a  wee  bit  more,  mother ;  Miss  Ogilvie  won’t  mind.” 

But  Carey  saw  that  she  did  mind,  and  answered _ 

Not  now;  there  won’t  be  time  to  feed  all  the 
creatures,  or  to  get  nurse’s  Sunday  nosegays  if  you 
don  t  begm.  Then  coming  up  to  her  guest,  she  said 
Now  is  your  time,  Mary  ;  we  shall  have  the  Rays  and 
Mr.  Hughes  in  presently ;  but  you  see  we  are  too 
worldly  and  profane  for  the  Kencroft  boys  on  Sunday  ■ 
and  so  they  make  experiments  in  smoking,  with’ 
company  less  desirable,  I  must  say,  than  Sir  Harry 

meC?  ”  Am  1  VCry  bad  t0  lead  What  keepS  mine  round 
Is  it  an  old  fashion  with  you  ?  ” 

Well,  no  ;  but  then  we  had  what  was  better  than 
a  thousand  stories  !  And  this  is  only  a  feeble  attempt 
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to  keep  up  a  little  watery  reflection  of  the  old 
sunshine.” 

It  was  a  watery  reflection  indeed ! 

“And  could  it  not  be  with  something  that  would 
be - ” 

“  Dull  and  goody  ?  ”  put  in  Cai'ey.  “  No,  no,  my  dear, 
that  would  be  utterly  futile.  You  can’t  catch  my  birds 
without  salt.  Can  we,  Polly  ?  ” 

To  which  the  popinjay  responded,  “We  are  all 
Mother  Carey’s  chickens.” 

“I  did  mean  salt— very  real  salt,”  said  Mary,  rathei 
sadly. 

“  I  have  not  got  the  recipe  said  Carey.  “  Indeed 
I  do  try  to  do  what  must  be  done.  My  boys  can  hold 
their  own  in  Bible  and  Catechism  questions !  Ask 
your  brother  if  they  can’t.  And  Army  is  a  dear  little 
fellow,  with  a  bit  of  the  angel,  or  of  his  father,  in  him  ; 
but  when  we’ve  done  our  church,  I  see  no  good  in 
decorous  boredom  ;  and  if  I  did,  what  would  become 
of  the  boys  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  agree  to  the  necessity  of  boredom,”  said 
Mary  ;  “  but  let  that  pass.  There  are  things  I  wanted 
to  say.” 

“  I  knew  it  was  coming.  The  Colonel  has  been  at 
me  already,  levelling  his  thunders  at  my  devoted  head. 
Won’t  that  do  ?  ” 

“Not  if  you  heed  him  so  little.” 

“My  dear,  if  I  heeded,  I  should  be  annihilated. 
When  he  says  ‘My  good  little  sister,’  I  know  he 
means  ‘You  little  idiot;’  so  if  I  did  not  think  of 
something  else,  what  might  not  be  the  consequence  ? 
Why,  he  said  I  was  not  behaving  decently !  ” 

“No  more  you  are.” 

“And  that  I  had  no  proper  feeling,”  continued  she, 
laughing  almost  hysterically. 

“No  one  can  wonder  at  his  being  pained.  It  ought 
never  to  have  happened.” 

“Are  you  gone  over  to  Mrs.  Grundy?  However, 
there’s  this  comfort,  you’ll  not  mention  Mrs.  Coffinkey’s 
sister-in-law.” 

“  I’m  sure  the  Colonel  didn’t !  ” 


l 


1 14 


MAGNUM  BONUM 


“  Ellen  does  though,  with  tragic  effect.” 

“  You  are  not  like  yourself,  Carey.” 

“  N°,  indeed  I’m  not !  I  was  a  happy  creature  a 
little  while  ago ;  or  was  it  a  very  long,  long  time  ago  ? 
Then  I  had  everybody  to  help  me  and  make  much  of 
me !  And  now  I’ve  got  ipto  a  great  dull  mist,  and 
am  always  knocking  my  head  against  somethino-  or 
somebody;  and  when  I  try  to  keep  up  the  ^old 
fiiendships  and  kindnesses — poor  little  fragments  as 
they  are — 'everybody  falls  upon  me,  even  you,  Maiy.” 

“  Pardon  me,  dearest.  Some  friendships  and  kind¬ 
nesses  that  were  once  admirable,  may  be  less  suitable 
to  your  present  circumstances.” 

As  if  I  didn  t  know  that !  ”  said  Carey  with  an 
angiy,  huit  little  laugh;  “and  so  I  waited  to  be 
chaperoned  up  to  the  eyes  between  Clara  Acton  and 
the  Duck  m  the  very  house  with  me.  Now,  Mary  I 
put  it  to  you..  Has  one  word  passed  that  could  do 

1SUt  lt:  mudl  more  Enocent  than  all  the 
Coffinkey  gossip  ?  I  have  no  doubt  Mrs.  Coffinkey’s 
sister-in-law  looks  up  from  her  black-bordered  pocket- 
handkerchief  to  hear  how  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  sister-in- 
law  went  to  the  cricket-match.  Do  you  know,  Robert 
really  thought  I  had  been  there  ?  I  only  wonder  how 

many  I  scored.  I  dare  say  Mrs.  Coffinkey’s  sister- 
in-law  knows. 

“  It  just  shows  how  careful  you  should  be.” 
t  ^  wonder  wPat  would  become  of  the  children 
if  I  shut  myself  up  with  a  pile  of  pocket-handkerchiefs 
bordered  an  inch  deep.  What  right  have  they  to 

T*  rYZtyiCand  ^nds,  and  boys  ?  ” 

but 


.  J  N°t  the  Coffinkeys,  certainly,”  said  Mary  • 
indeed,  Carey,  I  myself  was  uncomfortable  "at 


surging 


in  the  lanes  at  eleven  at  night. 

t  wasn  t  eleven,  said  Carey  perversely 
rcn — D-i?” 


that 


“I 

“Only  10.50 — eh? 


“  But  what  was  the  possible  harm  in  It  ?  ” 

.  *  N°ne  at  all  in  itself,  only  remember  the  harm 

,t  may  do  to  the  children  for  you  to  be  heedless  of 

people  s  opinion  and  to  get  a  reputation  for  flightiness 
and  doing  odd  things.”  mguuness 
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“  I  couldn’t  be  like  the  Coffinkey  pattern  any  more 
than  I  could  be  tied  down  to  a  rope  walk.” 

“  Rut  you  need  not  do  things  that  your  better  sense 
must  tell  you  may  be  misconstrued.  Surely  there  was 
a  wish  that  you  should  live  near  the  Colonel  and  be 
guided  by  him.” 

“  Little  knowing  that  his  guidance  would  consist  in 
being  set  at  me  by  Ellen  and  the  Coffinkeys  !  ” 

“  Nonsense,”  said  Mary,  vexed  enough  to  resume 
theii  old  school-girl  manners.  “You  know  I  am  not 
set  on  by  anybody,  and  I  tell  you  that  if  you  do  not 
pull  up  in  time,  and  give  no  foundation  for  ill-natured 
comments,  your  children  will  never  get  over  it  in  people’s 
estimation.  And  as  for  themselves,  a  little  steadiness 
and  regularity  would  be  much  better  for  their  whole 
dispositions.” 

“  It  is  holiday  time,”  said  Carey,  in  a  tone  of  apology. 

“  If  it  is  only  in  holiday  time - ” 

The  country  has  always  seemed  like  holiday. 
You  see  we  used  to  go — all  of  us — to  some  seaside 
place,  and  be  quite  free  there,  keeping  no  particular 
hours,  and  being  so  intensely  happy.  I  haven’t  yet 
got  over  the  feeling  that  it  is  only  for  a  time,  and  we 
shall  go  back  into  the  dear  old  home  and  its  regular 
ways.”  Then  clasping  her  hands  over  her  side  as 
though  to  squeeze  something  back,  she  broke  out,  “  O 
Mary,  Mary,  you  mustn’t  scold  me  !  You  mustn’t  bid 
me  tie  myself  to  regular  hours  till  this  summer  is  over. 
If  you  knew  the  intolerable  stab  when  I  recollect  that 
he  is  gone — gone — gone  for  ever,  you  would  understand 
that  there’s  nothing  for  it  but  jumping  up  and  doing 
the  first  thing  that  comes  to  hand.  Walking  it  down 
is  best.  Oh !  what  will  become  of  me  when  the 
mornings  get  dark,  and  I  can’t  get  up  and  rush  into 
those  woods  ?  Yes  ” — as  Mary  made  some  affectionate 
gesture — “  I  know  I  have  gone  on  in  a  wild  way,  but 
who  would  not  be  wild  who  had  lost  him  ?  And  then 
they  goad  me,  and  think  me  incapable  of  proper  feeling,” 
and  she  laughed  that  horrid  little  laugh.  “  So  I  am,  I 
suppose  ;  but  feeling  won’t  go  as  other  people  think 
proper.  Let  me  alone,  Mary,  I  won’t  damage  the 
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children.  They  are  Joe’s  children,  and  I  know  what 
he  wanted  and  wished  for  them  better  than  Robert  or 
anybody  else.  But  I  must  go  my  own  way,  and  do 
what  I  can  bear,  and  as  I  can,  or — or  I  think  my  heart 
would  break  quite,  and  that  would  be  worse  for  them 
than  anything.” 

Mary  had  tears  in  her  eyes,  drawn  forth  by  the 
vehement  passion  of  grief  apparent  in  the  whole  tone 
of  her  poor  little  friend.  She  had  no  doubts  of  Carey’s 
love,  sorrow,  or  ability,  but  she  did  seriously  doubt  of 
her  wisdom  and  judgment,  and  thought  her  un¬ 
disciplined.  However,  she  could  say  no  more,  for  Nita 
Ray  and  J anet  were  advancing  on  them. 

The  next  day  Caroline  was  in  bed  with  one  of  her 
worst  headaches.  Mary  felt  that  she  had  been  a  cruel 
and  prim  old  duenna,  and  meekly  bore  Clara’s 
reproachful  glances. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Ellen’s  magnum  bonums. 

He  put  in  his  thumb 
And  he  pulled  out  a  plum, 

And  cried,  “  What  a  good  boy  am  I !  ” 

Jack  Horner. 

Whether  it  were  from  the  effects  of  the  warnings,  or 
from  that  of  native  good  sense,  from  that  time  forward 
Mis.  Joseph  Brownlow  sobered  down,  and  became  less 
distiessing  to  her  sister-in-law.  Mary  carried  off  her 
brother  to  Wales,  and  the  Acton  and  Ray  party 
dispel sed,  while  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lucas  came  for  a  week 
giving  much  relief  to  Mrs.  Brownlow,  who  could 
discuss  the  family  affairs  with  them  in  a  manner  she 
deemed  unbecoming  with  Mrs.  Acton  or  Miss  Ogilvie. 
Had  Caioline  heard  the  consultation,  she  would  have 
acquitted  Ellen  of  malice ;  and  indeed  her  Serene 
Highness  was  much  too  good  to  gossip  about  so  near 
a  connection,  and  had  only  confided  her  wonder  and 
perplexity  at  the  strange  phenomenon  to  her  favourite 
first  cousin,  who  unfortunately  was  not  equally  discreet. 

With  the  end  of  the  holidays  finished  also  the  trying 
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series  of  first  anniversaries,  and  their  first  excitements 
of  sorrow,  so  that  it  became  possible  to  be  more  calm 
and  quiet. 

Moreover,  two  correctives  came  of  themselves  to 
Caroline.  The  first  was  Janet’s  inordinate  corre¬ 
spondence  with  Nita  Ray,  and  the  discovery  that  the 
girl  held  herself  engaged  to  stay  with  the  sisters  in 
November. 

“  Without  asking  me  !  ”  she  exclaimed,  aghast. 

“  I  thought  you  heard  us  talking,”  said  Janet,  so 
carelessly,  that  her  mother  put  on  her  dignity. 

“  I  certainly  had  no  conception  of  an  invitation 
being  given  and  accepted  without  reference  to  me.” 

“  Come,  now,  Mother  Carey,”  said  this  modern 
daughter;  “don’t  be  cross!  We  really  didn’t  know 
you  weren’t  attending.” 

“  If  I  had  I  should  have  said  it  was  impossible,  as  I 
say  now.  You  can  never  have  thought  over  the  matter !  ” 

“  Haven’t  I  ?  When  I  am  doing  no  good  here,  only 
wasting  time  ?  ” 

“  That  is  my  fault.  We  will  set  to  work  at  once 
steadily.” 

“  But  my  classes  and  my  lectures  !  ” 

“You  are  not  so  far  on  but  that  our  reading  together 
will  teach  you  quite  as  much  as  lectures.” 

Janet  looked  both  sulky  and  scornful,  and  her 
mother  continued — 

“  It  is  not  as  if  we  had  not  modern  books,  and  I  think 
I  know  how  to  read  them  so  as  to  be  useful  to  you. 

“  I  don’t  like  getting  behindhand  with  the  world.” 

“You  can’t  keep  up  even  with  the  world  without  a 
sound  foundation.  Besides,  even  if  it  were  more 
desirable,  the  Rays  cannot  afford  to  keep  you,  nor  I  to 
board  you  there.” 

“  I  am  to  pay  them  by  helping  Miss  Ray  in  her 
copying.” 

“Poor  Miss  Ray!”  exclaimed  Carey,  laughing. 
“  Does  she  know  your  handwriting  ?  ” 

“  Yoa  do  not  know  what  I  can  do,”  said  Janet,  with 

dignity. 

“Yes,  I  hope  to  see  it  for  myself,  for  you  must  put 
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this  notion  of  going  to  London  out  of  your  head.  1 
am  sure  Miss  Ray  did  not  give  the  invitation— no 
nor  second  it.  Did  she,  Janet  ?” 

Janet  blushed  a  little,  and  muttered  something 
about  Miss  Ray  being  afraid  of  stuck-up  people. 

I  thought  so  !  She  is  a  good,  sensible  person, 
whom  grandmamma  esteemed  very  much ;  but  she 
has  never  been  able  to  keep  her  sister  in  order  •  and 
as  to  trusting  you  to  their  care,  or  letting  you  live  in 
t  icu  set,  neither  papa  nor  grandmamma  would  ever 
have  thought  of  it.” 

“  You  only  say  so  because  her  Serene  Highness  turns 
up  her  nose  at  everything  artistic  and  original.” 

Janet  you  forget  yourself,”  Caroline  exclaimed  in 
a  tone  which  quelled  the  girl,  who  went  muttering 
away ,  and  no  more  was  ever  heard  of  the  Rav 
proposal,  which  no  doubt  the  elder  sister  at  least  had 
ncvei  legal ded  as  anything  but  an  airy  castle. 

However,  Caroline  was  convinced  that  the  warnings 

had  not  been  so  uncalled  for  as 

HHflad|ibe  !eVedi,l0r  She  found'  when  she  tried  to 
b  iten  the  reins,  that  her  daughter  was  restive  and 

had  come  to  think  hetself  a  f?ee  agent,  as  good  ^ 

giown  up.  Spirit  was  not,  however,  lacking  to 

Caiolinc,  and  when  she  had  roused  herself,  she  made 

Janet  understand  that  she  was  not  to  be  disregarded 

ordisobeyed  Regular  hours  were  instituted  'id  tie 


again  was 


U  r  UUU1S  were  mstitut 

diMculty  of  getting  broken  into  them  £ 

pf°of  to  ber  that  she  had  done  wrong  in 
neglecting  them.  Armine  yawned  portentously  \nd 
declared  that  he  could  not  learn  except  at  hif  ™ 
times ;  and  Babie  was  absolutely  naughty  more  than 
once  when  her  mother  suffered^oubly  ff Tunis hing 
her  from  the  knowledge  of  whose  fault  ft  was  Ho\f 
ever,  they  were  good  little  things,  and  it  was 'not  hard 
to  re-establish  discipline  with  them.  After  a  little 
breaking  in,  Bab.e  gave  it  to  her  dolls  as  her  delibe  a te 

EAS to  K?'  SeWeS  One 

itseJl?L“h^^^ 

rti  uie  actial  airangement^ 
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and  they  were  altered  all  round  to  please  her,  and  she 
showed  a  certain  contempt  for  her  teacher  in  the 
studies  she  resumed  with  her  mother ;  but  after  the 
dictionary,  encyclopaedia  and  other  authorities,  in¬ 
cluding  Mr.  Ogilvie,  proved  almost  uniformly  to  be 
against  her  whenever  there  was  a  difference  of  opinion, 
she  had  sense  enough  to  perceive  that  she  could  still 
learn  something  at  home. 

Moreover,  after  one  or  two  of  these  references,  Mr. 
Ogilvie  offered  to  look  over  her  Latin  and  Greek 
exercises,  and  hear  her  construe  on  his  Saturday  half¬ 
holidays,  declaring  that  it  would  be  quite  a  refresh¬ 
ment.  Caroline  was  shocked  at  the  sacrifice,  but  she 
could  not  bear  to  affront  her  daughter,  so  she  consented ; 
but  as  she  thought  Janet  was  not  old  enough  to  need 
a  chaperon,  and  as  her  boys  did  want  her,  she  was 
hardly  ever  present  at-  the  lessons. 

Moreover,  Mr.  Ogilvie  had  a  lecturer  from  London 
to  give  weekly  lectures  on  physical  science  to  his  boys, 
and  opened  the  doors  to  ladies.  This  was  a  great 
satisfaction,  chiefly  for  the  sake  of  Bobus  and  Jock, 
but  also  for  Janet’s  and  her  mother’s.  The  difficulty 
was  to  beat  up  for  ladies  enough  to  keep  one  another  in 
countenance  ;  but  happily  two  families  in  the  country, 
and  one  bright*  little  bride  in  the  town,  were  found 
glad  to  open  their  ears,  so  that  Ellen  had  no  just  cause 
of  disapproval  of  the  attendance  of  her  sister  and  niece. 

Ellen  had  more  cause  to  sigh  when  Michaelmas 
came,  and  for  the  first  time  taught  poor  Carey  what 
money  matters  really  meant.  Throughout  her  married 
life,  her  only  stewardship  had  concerned  her  own  dress 
and  the  children’s  ;  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  occasional  plans  of 
teaching  her  housekeeping  had  always  fallen  through, 
Janet  being  always  her  grandmamma’s  deputy. 

Thus  Janet  and  nurse  had  succeeded  to  the  manage¬ 
ment  when  poor  Carey  was  too  ill  and  wretched  to 
attend  to  it ;  and  it  had  gone  on  in  their  hands  at  the 
Pagoda.  J anet  was  pleased  to  be  respected  accordingly 
by  her  aunt,  who  always  liked  her  the  best,  in  spite  of 
her  much  worse  behaviour,  for  were  not  her  virtues  her 
own,  and  her  vices  her  mother’s  ? 
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Caioline  had  paid  the  weekly  books,  and  asked  no 
questions,  until  the  winding  up  of  the  executor's 
business ;  and  the  quarterly  settlement  of  accounts 
made  startling  revelations  that  the  balance  at  her 
bankers  was  just  eleven  shillings  and  fourpence  half¬ 
penny,  and  what  was  nearly  as  bad,  the  discovery 
was  made  m  the  presence  of  her  fellow  executor  who 
could  not  help  giving  a  low  whistle.  She  turned  pale 
and  gasped  for  breath,  in  absolute  amazement  for  she 
was  quite  sure  they  were  living  at  much  less  expense 
than  m  London,  and  there  had  been  no  outgoings 
worth  mentioning  for  dress  or  journeys.  What  were 
they  to  do?  Surely  they  could  not  live  upon  less! 
Was  it  her  fault  ? 

She  was  so  much  distressed,  that  the  good-natured 
Colonel  pitied  her,  and  answered  kindly _ 

“  My  good  little  sister,  you  were  inexperienced.  You 
will  do  better  another  year.” 

“  ®ut  there’s  nothing  to  go  on  upon  !  ” 

remmded  her  of  the  rent  for  the  London  house 
and the  dlvldends  that  must  soon  come  in 

“  Then  it  will  be  as  bad  as  ever  !  How  can  we  live 
more  cheaply  than  we  do  ?  ”  V 

“  Ellen  is  an  excellent  manager,  and  you  had  better 
consult  her  on  the  scale  of  your  expenditure  ” 

Caroline  s  spirit  writhed,  but  before  she  had  time  to 
say  anything,  or  talk  to  Janet,  the  Colonel  had  heard  his 
excellent  housewife’s  voice,  and  called  her  into  the 
.  ^he  was  as  g°od  as  possible,  too  serenely  kind 

f  k  nfeSt  SU1I)nSe  or  elation  at  the  fulfilment  of  her 
forebodings  To  be  convicted  of  want  of  economy 

deeoly  St  for”  S°  ^'r^v  ^  dis£racefuI>  that  she 
oeepiy  ielt  foi  poor  Caroline,  and  dealt  with  her 

holdbn7  vnd  dellCateIy>  even  when  the  weekly  house¬ 
hold  books  were  opened,  and  disclosed  how  much  had 

been  spent  every  week  in  items,  the  head  Zd front 
wriSEWere  °ft  reP«ted  «“  old  nursed  self-taughl 

“Man  .... 

Creme.  .  . Glasofbeare.  id. 

For  had  not  the  Colonel’s  wife  warned  against  the 
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endless  hospitality  of  glasses  of  beer  to  all  messengers  ; 
and  had  not  unlimited  cream  with  strawberries  and 
apple-tarts  been  treated  as  a  kind  of  spontaneous 
luxury  produced  at  the  Belforest  farm  agent’s  ?  To 
these,  and  many  other  small  matters,  Caroline  was 
quite  relieved  to  plead  guilty,  and  to  promise  to  do  her 
best  by  personal  supervision  ;  and  Ellen  set  herself  to 
devise  further  ways  of  reduction,  not  realising  how 
hopeless  it  is  to  prescribe  for  another  person’s  house¬ 
hold  difficulties.  It  is  not  in  the  nature  of  things  that 
such  advice  should  be  palatable,  and  the  proverb  about 
the  pinching  of  the  shoe  is  sure  to  be  realised. 

“Too  many  servants,”  said  prudence.  “If  old  nurse 
must  be  provided  for — and  she  ought  to  have  saved 
enough  to  do  without — it  would  be  much  better  to 
pension  her  off,  or  get  her  into  an  almshouse.” 

Caroline  tried  to  endure,  as  she  made  known  that 
she  viewed  nurse  as  a  sacred  charge,  about  whom  there 
must  be  no  question. 

Ellen  quietly  said — 

“  Then  it  is  no  use  to  argue,  but  she  must  be 
allowed  no  more  discretion  in  the  housekeeping.” 

“No,  I  shall  do  that  myself,”  said  Caroline. 

“  An  extravagant  cook.” 

“  That  may  be  my  fault.  I  will  try  to  judge  of  that.” 

“  Irregular  hours.” 

“  They  shall  end  with  the  holidays.” 

There  was  still  another  maid,  whom  Ellen  said  was 
only  kept  to  wait  on  nurse,  but  who,  Caroline  said,  did 
all  their  needlework,  both  making  and  mending. 

“  That,”  said  Ellen,  “  I  should  have  thought  you  and 
J anet  could  do.  I  do  nearly  all  our  work  with  the  girls’ 
help;  I  am  happy  to  say  that  Jessie  is  an  excellent 
needlewoman,  and  Essie  and  Ellie  can  do  something. 
I  only  direct  the  nurserymaid  ;  I  never  trust  anything 
to  servants.” 

“  I  could  never  bear  not  to  trust  people,”  said 
Caroline. 

Ellen  sighed,  believing  that  she  would  soon  be  cured 
of  that ;  and  Carey  added — - 

“  On  true  principles  of  economy,  surely  it  is  better 
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that  Emma,  who  knows  how,  should  mend  the  clothes, 
than  that  I  should  botch  them  up  in  any  way,  when  I 
can  earn  more  than  she  costs  me  !  ” 

“  Earn !  ” 

“  Yes ;  I  can  model,  and  I  can  teach.  Was  I  not 
brought  up  to  it  ?  ” 

.  “Yes,  but  now  it  is  impossible!  It  is  not  a  larger 
income  that  you  want,  but  proper  attention  to  details 
m  the  spending  of  it,  as  I  will  show  you.” 

Whereupon  Mrs.  Brownlow,  in  her  neat  figures  built 
up  a  pretty  little  economical  scheme,  based  on  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  subject.  Caroline  tried  to 
ollow  her  calculations,  but  a  dreaminess  came  over  her  • 
she  found  herself  saying  “  Yes,”  without  knowing  what 
sue  was  assenting  to  ;  and  while  Ellen  was  discoursing 
on  coals  and  coke,  she  was  trying  to  decide  which  of 
her  casts  she  could  bear  to  offer  for  sale,  and  going 
o  into  the  dear  old  associations  connected  with  each 
so  that  she  was  obliged  at  the  end,  instead  of  givino- 
an  unqualified  assent,  to  say  she  would  think  it  over 
and  Ellen,  who  had  marked  her  wandering  eye  left  off 
with  a  conviction  that  she  had  wasted  her  breath. 

i  Z  Sh^was  not  Prepared  for  the  proposal  with 

which  Mother  Carey  almost  rushed  into  the  room  the 
next  day  just  as  she  was  locking  up  her  wine,  and  the 

Twwf  ingCring  °Ver  his  fil'St  &lance  at  the  day’s 

back?knAnrlWliatit0  d°  !  ,MisS  James  is  not  coming 
back  .  And  you  have  not  heard  of  any  one  ?  Then 

you  would  only  let  me  teach  your  girls  with  mine  1 

ou  k”°r  that  ls  what  1  rcali>'  “it  do.  Yes  indeed 
I  would  be  regular.  I  always  was.  You  know  I  was 

I  was  abo  t  “Tr  a"6’  T'  didl,,t  <luite  know  whai 
,  f  i  kand  ^  have  been  regular  ever  since  the 

elld  °f  t5e  hol.ldays-  and  1  really  can  teach.” 

for  tatTYf  edged  ?  the  C°lond-  as  she  Paused 
fitness  of--"  questions  your  ability,  only  the 

I  had  thought  over  two  things”  brokp  in  Got  v 
again.  «  If  you  don't  like  me  to  hke  Tessie  andY  “ 
and  Elhe,  I  would  offer  to  prepare  little  boys.  Ivc 
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been  more  used  to  them  than  to  girls,  and  I  know 
Mr.  Ogilvie  would  be  glad.  I  could  have  the  little 
Wrights,  and  Walter  Leslie,  and  three  or  four  more 
directly,  but  I  thought  you  might  like  the  other  way 
better.” 

“  I  can  see  no  occasion  for  either,”  said  Ellen.  “  You 
need  no  increase  in  income,  only  to  attend  to  details.” 

“  And  I  had  rather  do  what  I  can — than  what  I 
can’t,”  said  Caroline. 

“  Every  lady  should  understand  how  to  superintend 
her  own  household,”  said  her  Serene  Highness. 

“  Granted ;  oh,  granted,  Ellen  !  I’m  going  to 
superintend  with  all  my  might  and  main,  but  I  don’t 
want  to  be  my  own  upper  servant,  and  I  know  I 
should  make  no  hand  of  it,  and  I  had  much  rather 
earn  something  by  my  wits.  I  can  do  it  best  in  the 
way  I  was  trained  ;  and  you  know  it  is  what  I  have 
been  used  to  ever  since  my  own  children  were  born.” 

Ellen  heaved  a  sigh  at  this  obtuseness  towards  what 
she  viewed  as  the  dignified  and  ladylike  mission  of  the 
well-born  woman,  not  to  be  the  bread-winner,  but  the 
preserver  and  steward,  of  the  household.  Here  was 
poor  little  Caroline  so  ignorant  as  actually  to  glory  in 
having  been  educated  for  a  governess  ! 

The  Colonel,  wanting  to  finish  his  Times  in  peace, 
looked  up  and  said,  with  the  gracious  tone  he  always 
used  to  his  brother’s  wife — 

“  My  good  little  sister,  it  is  very  praiseworthy  in  you 
to  wish  to  exert  yourself,  and  very  kind  and  proper  to 
desire  to  begin  at  home,  but  you  must  allow  us  a  little 
time  to  consider.” 

She  took  this  as  a  hint  to  retreat ;  and  her  Serene 
Highness  likewise  feeling  it  a  dismissal,  tried  at  once 
to  obviate  all  ungraciousness  by  saying,  “We  are 
preserving  our  magnum  bonums ,  Caroline  dear ;  I  will 
send  you  some.” 

“ Magnum  bonum !”  gasped  Caroline,  hearing 
nothing  but  the  name.  “  Do  you  know - ?  ” 

“  I  know  the  recipe  of  course,  and  can  give  you  an 
excellent  one.  I  will  come  over  by-and-by  and  explain 
it  to  you.” 
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Caroline  stood  confounded.  Had  Joe  revealed  all 
to  his  brother  ?  Was  it  to  be  treated  as  a  domestic 
nostrum  ?  “  Then  you  know  what  the  magnum  bonum 

is  ?  ”  she  faltered 

“  Are  you  asking  as  a  philosopher,”  said  the  Colonel, 
amused  by  her  tone 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,  Colonel,”  said  his 
wife.  “  I  offered  Caroline  a  basket  of  magnum  bonums 
for  preserving,  and  one  would  think  I  had  said  some¬ 
thing  very  extraordinary.” 

“  Perhaps  it  is  my  cockney  ignorance,”  said  Caroline 
beginning  to  breathe  freely,  and  thinking  it  would  have 
been  less  oppressive  if  Sua  Serenita  would  have  either 
laughed  01  scolded,  instead  of  gravely  leading  her  past 
the  led-baize  door  which  shut  out  the  lower  regions 
to  the  room  where  white  armies  of  jam-pots  stood 
marshalled,  and  in  the  midst  two  or  three  baskets  of 
Dig  yellow  plums,  which  awoke  in  her  a  remembrance 
of  their  name,  and  set  her  laughing,  thanking,  and 
preparing  to  carry  home  the  basket. 

This,  however,  as  she  was  instantly  reminded,  was 
not  country-town  manners.  The  gardener 


„  was  to 

and  Ellen  herself  would  copy 
by-and-by  bring  it,  with  full 


g,  as 


be  sent  with  them, 
out  the  recipe,  and 
directions. 

Each  lady  felt  herself  magnanimously  forbearin 
Caroline  went  home  to  the  lessons,  and'  Ellen  repaired 
to  her  husband  on  his  morning  inspection  of  his  hens 
and  chickens. 

“  Poor  thing  ”  she  said,  “  there  are  great  allowances 
to  be  made  for  her.  I  believe  she  wishes  to  do 
right. 

«-n  She  knows  how  to  teach,”  rejoined  the  Colonel 
bobus  is  nearly  at  the  head  of  the  school,  and  Johnny 
has  improved  greatly  since  he  has  been  so  much 
with  her. 

Johnny  was  always  clever,”  said  his  mother.  “  Fof- 
my  part  I  had  rather  see  them  playing  at  good  honest 
games  than  messing  about  with  that  museum  nonsense. 
The  boys  did  not  do  half  so  much  mischief,  nor  destroy 
so  many  clothes,  before  they  were  always  running 
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down  to  the  Pagoda.  And  as  to  this  setting  up  a 
school,  you  would  never  consent  to  have  j oe’s  wife  doing 
that ! ” 

“  There  is  no  real  need.” 

“None  at  all,  if  she  only  would — if  she  only  knew 
how  to  attend  to  her  proper  duties.” 

“At  the  same  time,  I  should  be  very  glad  of  an  ex¬ 
cuse  for  making  her  an  advance,  enough  to  meet  the 
weekly  bills,  till  her  rent  comes  in,  so  that  she  may 
not  begin  a  debt.  Could  you  not  send  the  girls  to 
her  for  a  few  hours  every  day  ?  ” 

“  That’s  not  so  bad  as  her  taking  pupils,  for  nobody 
need  know  that  she  was  'paid  for  it,”  said  his  wife, 
considering.  “  I  don’t  believe  it  will  answer,  or  that 
she  will  ever  keep  to  it  steadily  ;  but  it  can  hardly  hurt 
the  children  to  try,  if  Jessie  has  an  eye  on  Essie  and 
Elbe.  I  will  not  have  them  brought  on  too  fast,  nor 
taught  Latin,  and  all  that  poor  little  Babie  is  learning. 
I  am  sure  it  is  dreadful  to  hear  that  child  talk.  I  am 
always  expecting  that  she  will  have  water  on  the 
brain.” 

The  decision,  which  really  involved  a  sacrifice  and  a 
certain  sense  of  risk  on  the  part  of  these  good  people, 
was  conveyed  in  a  note,  together  with  a  recipe  for  the 
preservation  of  magnum  bonums ,  and  a  very  liberal 
cheque  in  advance  for  the  first  quarter  of  her  three 
pupils,  stipulating  that  no  others  should  be  admitted, 
that  the  terms  should  be  kept  secret,  that  the  hours 
should  be  regular,  and  above  all,  that  the  pupils  should 
not  be  forced. 

Caroline  was  touched  and  grateful,  but  could  hardly 
keep  a  little  satire  out  of  her  promise  that  Essie  and 
Ellie  should  not  be  too  precocious.  She  wrote  her  note 
of  thanks,  despatched  it,  and  then,  in  the  interest  of 
some  arithmetical  problems  which  she  was  working 
with  Janet,  forgot  everything  else,  till  a  sort  of  gigantic 
buzz  was  heard  near  at  hand.  A  sudden  thought 
struck  her,  and  out  she  darted  into  the  hall.  There 
stood  the  basket  in  the  middle  of  the  table,  just  where 
the  boys  were  wont  to  look  for  refections  of  fruit  or 
take  when  they  tumbled  in  from  school.  Six  ooys  and 


12 d  magnum  bonuM  ; 

S!tenh0Vered  r0U11Md'  each  in  the  act  of  devouring  a 
£  d  £reei\  egg-like  plum,  and  only  two  or  three 
lemained  m  the  leaves  at  the  bottom  ! 

Oh,  the  magnum  bonums!"  she  cried;  and  Tanet 

ao-WtT  rUgfOUt  !n  dlSmay  at  the  sound>  sending 
aghast,  but  not  exclaiming.  . 

TX’6"?’4  theyfor.us?”  asked  Bobus,  the  first  to 
get  the  stone  out  of  his  mouth. 

1  a  “  fl°  ;  oh’  “°  !  ”  answered  his  mother,  as  well  as 

Plumf  Xch  slPSrmit ;  " they  are  y°ur  aunt’s  P«cious 
plums  which  she  gave  us  as  a  great  favour,  and  I  was 

&V°Oh,Sd°e!rr  leam  t0  P— and  pickle 

“Never  mind,  Mother  Carey,”  mumbled  her  nephew 

/t°was' ducked  fm  SWelIinS  out  his  cheek,  where 

ge^utofhe^jo^more”'  ‘P“Ch ;  “ rU  S0 

“ThPiCan'm  grunt5d  Robin;  “they  are  all  gathered  ” 
Then  well  get  them  off  the  old  tree  at  the  bottom 
che  orchard,  where  they  are  just  as  big  and  yellow 
and  mamnm  will  never  know  the  difference.”  7 
-hut  they  taste  like  soap  !  ” 

“That  doesn’t  matter,  'she’d  no  more  taste  * 

*»*<*  upwiTsSa* 

Babie’s  bead  with  brain  sauce,”  gravely  out  in 
k  bus,  as  Ins  cousin  paused  for  a  Comparison  "It's 
a  wasting  of  good  gifts  to  make  jam  of  these  for  inf 
is  nothing  but  a  vehicle  for  su-ar”  ’  '  J 

Amw  Ellen  will  think  ^fiufs'tv^Tf 

O  b  ' 

i  ‘  N%no’  b°ys  !  ”  cried  his  mother,  «  I  can’t  have  ii- 
with!  ”  °  StCa  y°Ur  aunt’s  own  Plums  to  deceive  her 

T  1  We  ah7ays  may  do  as  we  like  with  that  tree  ”  said 
Johimy,  because  they  are  so  nasty,  and  won’t  keep 
How  nice  for  the  preserves  !  ”  observed  Bobus 
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“They  would  do  just  as  well  to  hinder  Mother 
Carey  from  catching-  it.” 

“  No,  no,  boys  ;  I  ought  to  ‘  catch  it !  ’  It  was  all 
my  fault  for  not  putting  the  plums  away.” 

“  You  won’t  tell  of  us,”  growled  Robin,  between  lips 
that  he  opened  wide  enough  the  next  moment  to 
admit  one  of  three  surviving  plums. 

“  If  I  tell  her  I  left  them  about  in  the  boys’  way, 
she  will  arrive  at  the  natural  conclusion.” 

“  Do  they  call  those  things  magnum  bonum  ?  ”  asked 
Janet,  as  the  boys  drifted  away. 

“Yes,”  said  her  mother,  looking  at  her  rather 
wonderingly  ;  and  adding,  as  J anet  coloured  up  to  the 
eyes,  “  My  dear,  have  you  any  other  association  with 
the  name  ?  ” 

Many  a  time  Janet  had  longed  to  tell  all  she  knew  ; 
now,  when  so  good  an  opportunity  had  come,  all  was 
choked  back  by  the  strange  leaden  weight  of  reserve, 
and  shame  in  that  long  reserve. 

She  opened  her  eyes  and  stared  as  stupidly  at  her 
mother  as  Robin  could  have  done,  feeling  an  utter 
incapacity  of  making  any  reply  ;  and  Caroline,  who 
had  for  a  moment  thought  she  understood,  was  baffled . 
and  durst  not  pursue  the  subject  for  fear  of  betraying 
her  own  secret,  deciding  within  herself  that  J  anet  might 
have  caught  up  the  word  without  understanding. 

They  were  interrupted  the  next  minute,  and  Janet 
ran  away,  feeling  that  she  had  had  an  escape,  yet 
wishing  she  had  not. 

Caroline  did  effectually  shelter  her  nephews  under 
her  general  term  “  the  boys,”  and  if  their  mother  was 
not  conciliated,  their  fellow-feeling  with  her  was 
strengthened,  as  well  as  their  sense  of  honour.  Nay, 
Johnny  actually  spent  the  next  half-holiday  in  walking 
three  miles  and  back  to  his  old  nurse,  whom  he  be¬ 
guiled  out  of  a  basket  of  plums — hard,  little  blue 
things,  as  unlike  magnum  bonums  as  could  well  be, 
but  which  his  aunt  received  as  they  were  meant,  as 
full  compensation  ;  nay,  she  took  the  pains  to  hunt  up 
a  recipe,  and  have  them  well  preserved,  in  hopes  of 
amazing  his  mother. 
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It  was  indeed  one  difficulty  that  the  two  sisters-in- 
lau  had  such  different  notions  of  the  aim  and  end  of 
economy.  The  income  at  Kencroft  had  not  increased 
with  the  family,  which  numbered  eight,  for  there  were 
two  little  boys  in  the  nursery,  and  it  was  only  by 
diligent  housewifely  that  Mrs.  Brownlow  kept  up  the 
somewhat  handsome  establishment  she  had  started 
with  at  her  marriage.  Caroline  felt  that  she  neither 
could  nor  would  have  made  herself  such  a  slave  to 
domestic  details;  yet  this  was  life  and  duty  and 
interest  to  Ellen.  Where  one  sister  would  be  unheeding 
of  shabby  externals,  so  that  all  her  children  might  be 
free  and  on  an  equality,  if  they  did  not  go  beyond  her 
m  all  enjoyments,  physical,  artistic,  or  intellectual  ;  the 
other  toiled  to  keep  up  appearances,  kept  her  children 
under  restraint  and  in  the  background,  and  made  all 
soits  of  unseen  sacrifices  to  the  supposed  duty  of 
always  having  a  handsome  dinner  for  whomsoever  the 
Colonel  might  bring  in,  and  keeping  the  horses’ 
carnages,  and  servants  that  she  thought  his  due 

•  T‘!  E1T  ‘:ad  a  husband.  and,  as  Caroline 

s  ghed  to  herself,  that  made  all  the  difference  !  and 
she  was  no  Serene  Highness,  and  had  no  dignity 
The  three  girls  from  Kencroft  did  actually  become 
pupils  at  the  Folly,  but  the  beginnings  were  not  pro¬ 
pitious,  for,  m  her  new  teacher’s  eyes,  Jessie  knew 

look  ed taCTtdy’  fbut  needed  to  her  foundations 
looked  to— to  practise  scales,  draw  square  boxes  and 

work  the  four  first  rules  of  arithmetic'  ’ 

„ thft' ?Ple  TW  c?mPLaUed  Jessie  to  her  mother 
that  I  used  to  do  when  I  was  no  bigger  than  Fssff 

and  yet  she  is  always  teasing  one  "abont  how  and 
why!  She  wanted  me  to  tell  why  I  carried  one.” 

Have  a  little  patience  for  the  present,  my  dear 
you,  papa  wants  to  help  her  just  at  present,  and  after 
this  autumn  we  will  manage  for  you  to  have  some 
leal  good  music  lessons.”  omc 

“?Uil  do1!1,»  lik?  wastinff  time  over  old  easy  things 
made  difficult,”  sighed  Jessie.  y  tilings 

“  It  is  very  tiresome,  my  dear  ;  but  your  papa  wishes 
it,  and  you  see,  poor  thing,  she  can’t  teach  you  more 
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than  she  knows  herself ;  and  while  you  are  there,  I  am 
sure  it  is  all  right  with  Essie  and  Ellie.” 

“She  does  not  teach  them  a  bit  like  Miss  Janies,” 
said  Jessie.  “  She  makes  their  sums  into  a  story,  and 
their  spelling  lessons  too.  It  is  like  a  game.” 

Indeed,  Essie  and  Ellie  were  so  willing  to  go  off  to 
their  lessons  every  morning,  that  their  mother  often 
thought  it  could  not  be  all  right,  and  that  the  progress, 
which  they  undoubtedly  made,  must  be  by  some  super¬ 
ficial  trick  ;  but  as  their  father  had  so  willed  it,  she 
submitted  to  the  present  arrangement,  deciding  that 
“  poor  Caroline  was  just  able  to  teach  little  children.” 

The  presence  of  Essie  and  Ellie  much  assisted  in 
bringing  Babie  back  to  methodical  habits  ;  nor  was 
she,  in  spite  of  her  precocious  intelligence,  too  forward 
in  the  actual  drill  of  education  to  be  able  to  work 
with  her  little  cousins. 

The  incongruous  elements  were  the  two  elder  girls, 
who  could  by  no  means  study  together,  since  they 
were  at  the  two  opposite  ends  of  the  scale  ;  but  as 
Jessie  was  by  no  means  aggressive,  being  in  fact  as 
sweet  and  docile  a  shallow  girl  as  ever  lived,  things 
went  on  peaceably,  except  when  Janet  could  not 
conceal  her  displeasure  that  Bobus  would  not  share 
her  contempt  for  Jessie’s  intellect. 

If  she  told  him  that  Jessie  thought  that  the  Odyssey 
was  about  a  voyage  to  Odessa,  and  was  written  by 
Alfred  Tennyson,  he  only  declared  that  anything  was 
better  than  being  a  spiteful  cat ;  and  when  he  came 
in  from  school,  and  found  his  cousin  in  wild  despair 
over  the  conversion  of  2,861  florins  into  half-crowns, 
he  stood  by,  telling  her  every  operation,  and  leaving 
her  nothing  to  do  but  to  write  down  the  figures.  He 
was  reckless  of  Janet,  who  tried  to  wither  them  both 
by  her  scorn  ;  but  Jessie  looked  up  with  her  honest 
eyes, [saying — 

“  I r wish  you  hadn’t  put  it  into  my  head,  Janet,  for 
now  I  must  rub  it  out  and  do  it  again,  and  it  won’t 
be  so  hard  now  Bobus  has  shown  me  how.” 

“No,  no,  Jessie,”  said  Bobus;  “I  wouldn’t  be 
bullied.” 

K. 
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“ For  shame,  Bobus,”  said  his  sister ;  “  how  is  she 
to  learn  anything  in  that  way  ?  ” 

"  And  if  she  doesn’t  ?  ”  said  Bobus. 

“  That’s  a  disgrace.” 

.  “ A  T'ace,”  said  provoking  Bobus.  “  She  is  much 
mcei  as  she  is,  than  you  will  ever  be.” 

“  Don’t  talk  such  nonsense,”  said  Janet,  with  an 
cider  sisterly  air.  “It  is  not  kind  to  encourage 
Jessie  to  think  anyone  can  care  for  an  empty- 
headed  doll.  ^  7 

'  “  EmPty;headed  dolls  are  all  the  go,”  said  Bobus. 
Ixevei  mind,  Jessie,  a  girl’s  business  is  to  be  pretty 
and  good-humoured,  not  to  stuff  herself  with  Latin  and 
Irreek.  You  should  leave  that  to  us  poor  beggars  !  ” 

Yes,  I  know,  that’s  all  your  envy  and  jealousy” 
retorted  Janet.  y> 

nrHUv  &SSie  St°°d  by’  PlumP,  gentle,  and 

pi etty,  though  with  a  certain  cloud  of  perplexity  on 

her  white  open  brow,  and  as  her  aunt  returned  into 
the  room,  she  said — 

“  I  think  my  sum  is  right  now,  Aunt  Caroline  :  but 
Bobus  helped  me.  Must  I  do  it  over  again  ?  ” 

“  You  shall  begin  with  it  to-morrow,  my  dear  ”  said 
hei  aunt  ;  “then  I  daresay  it  will  go  off  easily.”’ 

Jessie  thanked  with  an  effusion  of  gratitude  which 

Boh6  hteruP1ietti1Cr  than1ever>  and  then  was  claimed  by 
u>obus  to  help  him  m  the  making  of  some  paper  bags 

that  he  needed  for  some  of  his  curiosities. 

Janet  liked  to  fancy  that  it  was  beauty  versus  genius 
that  made  Jessie  the  greater  favourite.  She  had  not 
taken  into  account  that  she  was  always  too  much  en¬ 
grossed  with  her  own  concerns  to  be  helpful  while 
Jessies  pretty  dexterous  hands  were  always  at’every- 
ones  service,  and  without  in  the  least  entering  hffo 
the  cause  of  science,  she  was  invaluable  in  the  museum 
whenever  her  ideas  of  neatness  and  symmetry  were  not 
m  too  absolute  opposition  to  the  requirements  of  system 
The  two  little  ones,  Essie  and  Ellie,  were  equahv' 
graceful,  oi  indeed  still  more  so,  as  being  still  in  their 
kittenhood,  and  their  attitudes  were  so  charming  as  to 
revive  their  aunt’s  artistic  instincts.  ™ 
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All  the  earlier  part  of  the  year,  when  her  time  was 
her  own,  it  had  been  mere  wretchedness  and  heart¬ 
sickness  to  think  of  the  art  which  had  given  her 
husband  so  much  pleasure,  and,  but  for  Allen,  the 
studio  would  never  have  been  arranged.  But  no 
sooner  was  her  time  engrossed,  than  the  artist  fever 
awoke  in  her,  and  all  the  time  she  could  steal  by  early 
rising,  or  on  wet  afternoons,  and  birthday  holidays, 
was  devoted  to  her  clay. 

Before  the  end  of  the  autumn  she  had  sent  up  to 
Mr.  Acton  some  lovely  little  groups  of  children, 
illustrating  Wordsworth’s  poems.  She  had  been 
taught  anatomy  enough  to  make  her  work  superior 
to  that  of  most  women,  and  Mr.  Acton  found  no 
difficulty  in  disposing  of  them  to  a  porcelain  manu¬ 
factory,  to  be  copied  in  Parian,  bringing  in  a  sum  that 
made  her  feel  rich. 

Vistas  opened  before  her  sanguine  eyes  of  that  clay 
educating  her  son  for  the  Magnum  Bonum,  her  great 
thought.  Her  boys  must  be  brought  up  to  be  worthy 
of  the  quest,  high-minded,  disinterested,  and  devoted, 
as  well  as  intellectual  and  religious.  So  said  their 
father ;  and  thus  the  Magnum  Bonum  had  become 
very  nearly  a  religion  to  her,  giving  her  a  definite  aim 
and  principle. 

Unfortunately  there  was  not  much  in  her  present 
surroundings  to  lead  her  higher.  The  vicar,  Mr.  Rigby, 
was  a  dull,  weak  man,  of  a  worn-out  type,  a  careful 
visitor  of  the  sick  and  poor,  but  taking  little  heed  to 
the  educated,  except  as  subscribers  and  Sunday-school 
teachers.  Carey  had  done  little  in  the  first  capacity, 
Janet  had  refused  to  act  in  the  latter. 

His  sermons  were  very  sleepy  performances,  except 
for  a  tendency  to  jumble  up  metaphors,  that  kept  the 
audience  from  the  Folly  just  awake  enough  to  watch 
for  them.  The  hearer  was  proud  who  could  repeat  by 
heart  such  phrases  as  “  let  us  not,  beloved  brethren, 
as  gaudy  insects,  flutter  out  life’s  little  day,  bound  to 
the  chariot  wheels  of  vanity,  whirling  in  the  vortex  of 
dissipation,  until  at  length  we  lie  moaning  over  the 
bitter  dregs  of  the  intoxicating  draught/'  Some  of 
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these  became  household  proverbs  at  “  the  Folly,”  under 
the  title  of  “  Rigdum  Funnidoses,”  and  might  well  be 
an  extreme  distress  to  the  good,  reverent,  and  dutiful 
J  essie. 

Mis.  Rigby  was  an  inferior  woman,  a  sworn  member 
of  the  Coffinkey  clique,  admiring  and  looking  up  to 
her  Serene  Highness  as  the  great  lady  of  the  place, 
and  wearing  an  almosc  abject  manner  when  receiving 
good  counsels  com  her.  Neither  of  them  commanded 
lespect,  nor  were  they  likely  to  change  the  belief 
which  prevailed  at  the  Folly,  that  all  ability  resided 
among  the  London  clergy. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

UNDINE. 

Lithest,  gaudiest  harlequin, 

Prettiest  tumbler  ever  seen, 

Light  of  heart  and  light  of  limb. 

Wordsworth. 

Long  walks  continued  to  be  almost  a  necessity  to 
Mis.  Joseph  Brownlow,  even  when  comparatively 
sobered  down,  and  there  were  few  days  on  which  she 
was  not  to  be  met  a  mile  or  two  from  Kenminster 
attended  by  a  train  of  boys  larger  or  smaller 
according  to  the  demands  of  the  school  for  work  or 
play. 

The  winter  was  of  the  description  least  favourable 
to  collective  boyish  sports,  as  there  was  no  snow  and 
very  little  frost.  The  Christmas  holidays  led  to  more 
walking  than  ever.  The  gravelled  roads  of  Belforest 
weie  never  impassable,  even  in  moist  weather:  and 
even  the  penetralia  of  the  place  had  been  laid  open  to 
the  Brownlows,  m  consequence  of  a  friendship  which 
the  two  Johns  had  established  with  Alfred  Richards 
the  agents  son.  They  had  brought  him  in  to  see  the 
musuem,  and  he  had  proved  so  nice  and  intellio-ent  a 
iad,  that  Mother  Carey,  to  the  great  scandal  of  her 
Serene  Highness,  allowed  Jock  to  ask  him  to  partake 
of  a  birthday  feast. 

When  Allen  came  home  at  Christmas,  he  introduced 
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stilt  walking,  and  the  Coffinkey  world  had  the 
pleasure  of  communicating  to  one  another  that  “  Mrs. 
Folly  Brownlow”  had  been  seen  with  all  her  boys 
walking  on  stilts  ;  and  of  course  in  the  next  stage, 
Mrs.  “  Folly  ”  Brownlow  herself  was  said  to  have  been 
walking  on  stilts  with  all  her  boys,  a  libel,  which  caused 
Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  much  pain  and  trouble  in  the 
contradiction. 

“Poor  Caroline!  walking  seemed  to  be  necessary  to 
her  health,  and  she  was  out  a  great  deal,  but  always 
walking  along  in  the  lanes  on  foot  with  her  little  girls 
— yes,  I  assure  you,  always  on  foot !  ” 

It  was  thus  that  Caroline,  with  Babie  and  Armine, 
was  descending  a  hill  on  the  other  side  of  Belforest 
Park,  fully  employed  in  picking  the  way  through  the 
mud  from  stone  to  stone,  when  a  cry  of  dismay  came 
to  them  from  a  distance,  and  whilst  they  were  still 
struggling  towards  a  gate,  which  broke  the  line  of  the 
high  hedge,  the  two  Johns  came  back  at  speed,  crying 
— “Mother,  Mother  Carey!  come  quick,  here’s  Allen 
had  a  spill — came  down  on  his  shoulder — his  stilt  went 
into  a  hole,  and  he  went  right  over ;  they  think  he 
must  have  broken  something,  he  howls  so  when  they 
touch  him.’’ 

Feeling  her  limbs  and  breath  inadequate  to  bear  her 
on  as  fast  as  her  spirit  flew  forward,  Caroline  dashed 
through  the  slippery  mud  far  too  swiftly  for  poor  little 
Babie  to  keep  up  with  her,  leaving  one  boy  to  take  care 
of  the  little  ones,  while  the  other  acted  as  her  guide 
down  the  long  steep  lane.  She  was  unable  to  see  over 
the  hedges  till  she  came  through  a  gate  into  a  meadow, 
where  Jock  looked  about,  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  ex¬ 
claimed — “  Hallo,  where  are  they  ?  ”  pointing  to  the 
place  where  Allen  had  fallen,,  but  whence  he  seemed 
to  have  been  spirited  away  like  Sir  Piercie  Shafton 
However,  Rob  and  Joe  came  running  out  of  a  farm¬ 
yard  at  a  little  distance,  with  tidings  that  Allen  had 
been  taken  in  there,  and  replying  to  her  breathless 
question,  that  they  could  not  tell  how  much  he  was 
hurt. 

A  fine  looking  white-haired  farmer  met  her  next, 
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saying— “Your  young  gentleman  is  not  very  seriously 
liurt,  ma’am.  I  think  a  dislocation  of  the  shoulder  is 
the  extent  of  the  injury.  He  is  feeling  rather  faint 
but  you  must  not  be  alarmed.” 

It  was  spoken  with  a  kind  courtesy  that  gave  her 
confidence,  and  the  old  man  led  her  to  the  parlour 
where  his  daughter-in-law,  a  gentle  looking  person’ 
was  most  kindly  attending  on  Allen,  who  lay  on  the 
sofa  exceedingly  white,  and  in  much  pain,  but  able  to 
smile  at  his  mother,  and  assure  her  that  he  should 
soon  be  all  right. 

“  Had  they  sent  for  a  surgeon  ?  ” 

“  No,  but  they  had  sent  for  a  bone-setter,  who  would 
be  there  m  a  minute.” 

i  The  °!?  f?rmer  expHined  that  it  would  be  two 
horns  at  the  least  before  a  surgeon  could  be  fetched 
from  Kenminster,  while  Higg,  the  blacksmith,  who 
lived  close  at  hand,  was  better  for  man  and  beast  than 
any  surgeon  lie  had  known,  and  his  son  had  instantly 
set  out  to  fetch  him.  As  the  mother  doubtfully  asked 
of  Ins  fitness,  instances  were  quoted  of  his  success. 
The  family  had  a  “gift,”  inherited  and  kept  up  from 
-ime  immemorial,  and  the  farmer’s  wife  declared  that 
he  was  as  tender  as  possible  ;  she  had  seen  him  operate 
on  a  neighbours  child,  and  should  not  be  afraid  to 

trust  him  with  one  of  her  own. 

The  mans  voice  was  heard  ;  they  went  out  to  snenl- 
t°  him  and  Caroline  was  left  with  her  boy?  P 
What  do  you  think,  Ali,  my  dear  she  smd 
kneeling  by  him,  “  I  have  often  heard  ’  dear  pam 

famlhea  '  W°nderful  instilKt  of  those  bone-sett^ 

put  todBobVusn0thing  t0  d°  With  3  humb“STging  quack,” 

He  may  humbug  as  much  as  he  likes,  if  he’ll  onlv 
faet  me  out  of  this  pain,”  said  poor  Allen.  y 

e  will  only  make  it  ever  so  much  worse  and 
ftenyou  11  have  to  have  it  done  over  again,"  conked 

“  That  is  not  the  way  to  talk  of  it,  Bobus  »  said  his 
mothei.  I  know  a  dislocated  shoulder  ’does  not 
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require  any  great  skill,  and  that  promptness  is  of 
greater  use  than  knowledge  in  such  a  case.” 

“Well,  if  you  like  to  encourage  abominable  humbug 
and  have  Allen  lamed  for  life,  I  don’t,”  said  Bobus. 

“  I  sha’n’t  stay  in  the  house  with  the  blackguard.” 

He  stalked  out  of. the  room  with  great  loftiness  of 
demeanour,  just  as  the  operator  was  being  introduced 
— a  tall,  sinewy  man,  with  one  of  those  strong  yet 
meek  faces  often  to  be  found  among  the  peasantry. 
He  came  in  after  the  old  farmer,  pulling  his  fore¬ 
lock  to  the  lady,  and  waiting  for  orders  as  if  he 
had  been  sent  for  to  mend  the  grate  ;  but  Caroline 
saw  in  a  moment  that  he  was  a  man  to  trust  in, 
and  that  his  hands  were  not  only  clean,  but  were  well- 
formed,  and  powerful,  with  a  great  air  of  dexterity. 

“  I  am  afraid  my  boy’s  arm  is  put  out,”  she  said, 
trembling  a  good  deal. 

“Yes,  ma’am.” 

“And— and,”  said  she,  feeling  sick,  and  more 
desolate  and  left  to  her  own  judgment  than ^ evei 
before.  “  Can  you  undertake  to  push  it  in  again. 

“  Please  God,  ma’am,”  Higg  said,  gravely,  coming 
nearer  for  examination. 

Allen  shrank  and  shuddered. 

“  Won’t  it  hurt  awfully  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“Well,  sir,  it  won’t  just  be  a  bed  _  of  roses,  but  it 
won’t  last,  not  long,  if  you  sets  your  will  to  it. 

He  asked  for  various  needments,  and  while  he  was 
inspecting  them,  Allen’s  courage  began  to  fail,  and  he 
breathed  out  whispers  that  the  man  was  rougher  and 
more  ignorant  than  he  expected,  and  they  had  better 
wait  and  send  to  Kenminster  for  a  doctor ;  but  those 
who  thought  Caroline  helpless  and  childish  would 
have  been  amazed  at  the  gentle  resolution  with  which 
she  refused  to  listen  to  his  falterings,  and  braced  him 
to  endure,  knowing  well  that  her  husband  had  said 
that  skill  was  hardly  needed  in  such  a  case,  only 
resolution.  She  would  not  let  herself  be  taken  out  of 
the  room,  and  indeed  never  thought  of  herself,  only  ox 
Allen,  whose  other  hand  she  held,  and  to  whom  sue 
seemed  to  give  patience  and  courage.  When  all  was 


136 


MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 


well  over,  there  was  a  hospitable  invitation  to  the 
patient  to  remain  till  he  was  fit  to  return,  and  an 
extension  of  the  invitation  to  his  mother,  but  with 
promises  of  every  care  if  she  must  leave  him,  and  this 

™  lf°1Ced  t°  ' decide  doinS  as  such  a  house- 

-oid  as  hers  could  not  well  spare  her,  especially  on 

a  Saturday  evening;  and  she  also  saw  that  the 
inconvenience  to  her  hosts  would  have  been  great 
Allen  was  so  much  relieved,  that  she  had  no  fear  of 
leaving  him  to  these  kind  people,  to  whom  she  had 
taken  a  great  fancy. 

“  I  shall  learn  the  habits  of  the  genuine  species 
Bn  ish  farmer/  said  he,  as  his  mother  kissed  him  and 

OWeMrImrth  UbeSt  af?  m°St  conf'°1"mable  of  boys. 
01d_  Mi.  Gould  would  not  be  denied  driving  her 

home  in  his  gig,  and  when  she  thought  about  ft  she 

und  she  had  a  strange  relaxed  aching  of  the  knees 

which  made  her  glad  of  kindness  for  herself  and  the 

httkones.  In  the  fine  old  kitchen  she  founS  that 

f  , TC  hfd  ifd  an  overP°wering  fit  of  crying  which 
ad  been  kindly  soothed  by  motherly  Mrs.  Gould  and 

^ 

which  had  diverted  his  attention  to5  t^protlem  wlw 
the  next  years  prosperity  should  depend  on  th- 
umbei  of  mince  pies  consumed  before  Christmas 

his  contempt3  of tf"  1^  ^  havin^  marched  off  in 
not  ™ 

down  on  her  at  any  moment,®  she Tuickly  draToff 
her  cup  of  tea,  and  took  her  seat  v  y  dlank  off 

gig  With  Babie  as  bodkin  in  front  a  d  Toe/nd  A0Uld'S 

fof ////t ™ 

shoulder  ;  and  they  were  at  home  before  her  SO"  S 

•end  the"  h-, 

the  farmer's  kindness,  speaking  of  him"  whei/"^  °f 
gone  as  one  of  the  most  estimable  me”  7n  fte  ne!gh! 
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bourhood,  staunch  in  his  politics,  and  very  ill-used  by 
old  Barnes  of  Belforest. 

Caroline  looked  anxiously  for  Bobus;  and  Janet, 
who  had  stayed  at  home  to  finish  some  papers  for 
her  essay  society,  said  that  he  had  only  hurried  in 
to  tell  her  and  take  off  his  stilts,  and  had  then  gone 
down  to  Dr.  Leslie’s. 

“  Then  has  Dr.  Leslie  gone  ?  We  did  not  meet  him, 
but  he  may  have  gone  through  Belforest,”  exclaimed 
Caroline. 

“  O  no,  he  has  not  gone ;  he  would  not  when  he 
heard  about  that  Higg,”  said  Janet,  with  uneasy  and 
much  disgusted  face.  “  He  couldn’t  do  any  good  after 
his  meddling.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  he  said  so  ?”  asked  Carey,  much 
alarmed. 

“Never  mind,”  said  the  Colonel,  “you  did  quite 
right,  Caroline,  whatever  the  doctor  says.  Any  man 
of  sense,  with  good  strong  hands,  can  manage  a 
shoulder  like  that,  and  I  should  have  thought  Leslie 
had  sense  to  see  it ;  but  those  professional  men  can’t 
stand  outsiders.” 

“  Where  is  Bobus  ?  ”  asked  Caroline  ;  “  I  should  like 
to  distinguish  between  what  Dr.  Leslie  said  to  him 
and  what  he  told  Janet.  He  might  be  more  zealous 
for  Dr.  Leslie  than  Dr.  Leslie  for  himself.” 

Bobus  was  unearthed,  and  by  much  pumping  was 
made  to  allow  that  Dr.  Leslie  had  told  him  that  there 
was  nothing  more  to  be  done,  and  that  his  brother  was 
quite  safe  in  Higg’s  hands  ;  but  Bobus  evidently  did 
not  believe  it.  He  kept  silence  while  his  uncle  re¬ 
mained,  but  he  had  hunted  up  his  father’s  surgical 
books,  and  went  on  about  humeral  clavicles  and  liga¬ 
tures  all  the  evening,  till  his  mother  felt  sick,  in  the 
nervous  contemplation  of  possibilities,  though  her 
better  sense  was  secure  that  she  had  done  right,  while 
Janet  was  moodily  silent  and  angered  with  her,  in  the 
belief  that  she  had  weakly  let  Allen  be  injured  for  life  ; 
and  Bobus  seemed  as  if  he  had  rather  it  should  be  so 
than  that  he  should  be  wrong,  and  Higg’s  native 
endowments  turn  out  a  reality. 
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Caroline  abstained  from  looking  at  the  book  herself 
partly  because  she  thought  she  might  only  alarm 
herself  the  more  without  confuting  Bobus,  and  partly 
because  she  knew  that  the  old  law  which  forbade 
Janet  to  meddle  with  the  medical  books,  would  be 
considered  as  abrogated  if  she  touched  them  herself. 

Both  she  and  Janet  were  much  more  anxious  than 
they  confessed,  except  by  the  looks  which  betrayed 
their  broken  rest  the  next  morning.  Each  was  bent  or 
walking  to  River  Hollow,  and  they  would  fain  have 
done  so  immediately  after  breakfast,  but  to  take  the 
whole  tribe  was  impossible ;  and  to  let  them  go  to 
Church  without  her,  would  infallibly  lead  to  Jock’s 
getting  into  a  scrape  with  his  relatives,  if  not  with  the 
whole  congregation.  Was  it  not  all  her  eyes  could  do 
to  hinder  palpable  smiles  in  the  sermon,  and  her 
monkey  from  playing  tricks  on  his  bear,  who,  by  some 
•fatality,  always  sat  in  front,  with  his  irresistible  broad 
back,  down  which,  in  spite  of  all  her  vigilance,  Took 

r  W  °kC5  t  in,Stua  bluebottle  %•  She  also  knew 

that  both  her  husband  and  his  mother  would  have 

thought  she  ought  to  go  to  Church,  and  that  if  matters 
went  aimss  with  her  boy,  she  should  reproach  herself 
with  the  omission.  _  Her  children,  too,  influenced  her, 
t  lough  very  oppositely,  for  Janet  was  found  preparing 
to  start  for  River  Hollow,  and  on  being  told  that  she 
must  wait  to  go  with  her  mother,  till  after  Church 
declared  defiantly  that  “she  saw  no  sense  in  staying 

m  aZ  migS’b^  1  when  she  did  ,,ot  know  ho'° 

saidYCaUrey?Uld  ^  W  Said  that  to  grandmamma,” 

go‘:r’”f  y°U  Hke  t0  g°  t0  Church’  y°u  can-  1  can 

alon^”’  1  WiH  UOt  haVS  y°U  take  that  long  walk 
“  Tllen  1  will  take  one  of  the  boys.” 

“  N°’  Jaaet’  ]  raean  to  be  obeyed.  Go  and  put 
cwiu  ’  a"d  d0  "ot  ,nake  bte  for 

Janet  was  forced  to  submit,  for  she  never  came  to 
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the  point  of  actual  disobedience  to  her  mother.  Caro¬ 
line’s  ruffled  feelings  were  soothed  by  little  Armine, 
who  ran  in  from  feeding  his  rabbits  to  ask  to  have 
the  place  in  his  Prayer-book  shown  to  him  where  he 
should  pray  for  poor  Allen.  She  marked  the  Litany 
sentence  for  him,  and  meant  to  have  thrown  her  own 
heart  into  it,  but  when  the  moment  came,  her  mind 
was  far  astray,  building  vague  castles  about  her  boys. 

Still  she  felt  as  if  her  church  going  had  its  reward, 
for  Dr.  Leslie  met  her  a  little  way  outside  the  porch, 
and,  after  asking  after  her  boy,  said — 

“I  hope  his  brother  explained  to  you  that  Higg  is 
quite  to  be  trusted.  He  always  knows  what  he  can 
do,  and  when  a  case  is  beyond  him.  If  I  had  come 
there  would  have  been  nothing  for  me  to  do.” 

“There!”  said  Jock,  triumphantly  to  his  brother 
and  sister. 

“  Much  you  know  about  it,”  grunted  Bobus. 

“  Mother  Carey  was  right.  She  always  is,”  persisted 
jock. 

“  It  would  have  been  just  the  same  if  the  man  had 
known  nothing  about  it,”  said  Ja.net.  “  I  hate  your 
irregular  practitioners,  and  it  was  very  weak  in  mother 
to  encourage  them.”  Then,  as  Bobus  snarled  at  the 
censure  of  his  mother — “You  said  so  yourself  yes¬ 
terday.” 

“  I  didn’t  say  any  such  beastly  thing  of  mother. 
She  could  tell  whether  it  was  just  a  simple  dislocation, 
and  she  was  right,  having  ever  so  much  more  sense 
than  9 toil,  Janet.” 

“  You  didn’t  say  so  yesterday,”  repeated  Janet. 

“  I  don’t  like  irregular  practitioners  a  bit  better  than 
you  do,  Janet,”  said  Bobus  with  dignity ;  “and  1 
thought  it  right  to  call  in  a  qualified  surgeon,  but  I 
never  said  mother  couldn’t  judge.” 

However,  Bobus  would  not  countenance  the  irregular 
practitioner  by  escorting  his  mother  to  River  Hollow  ; 
and  as  he  was  in  one  of  the  surly  moods  in  which  he 
was  dangerous  to  any  one  who  meddled  with  him, 
especially  Janet,  his  mother  was  glad  not  to  have  to 
keep  the  peace  between  them. 
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Janet,  though  not  m  the  most  amiable  mood  chose 
t°  go  with  her,  and  they  set  forth  by  the  shorter  way 
auoss  Belforest  park,  skirting  the  gardens  where  the 
statues  stood  up,  looking  shivery  and  forlorn,  as  if 
f  7  Wfle1n°t  suited  to  English  winters,  and  the  huue 
house  looked  down  on  them  like  a  London  terrace 

ah  about  it  °StFltS  ^  with  a  dl'eary  uninhabited 
an  about  it  Even  by  this  private  way  they  had  two 

miles  and  a  half  of  park  to  traverse,  before  they  reached 

a  eavy  miry  lane,  where  the  beds  of  mud  alternated 

dLs  irii 

™  £ 

meadow  on  either  side  emerald  green  even  t  the 

bridge,  with  a  double  hlndrail,  crossed Sver™ T? 
“Tf  St°"e'  «  ‘hi'  opTp“ 

centre  was  ^somethiill  vLatinLraoirJ01  “  ^ 
by  a  perfect  halo  of°gold  ScSrt  T0  n ded 

involved  hsdf“‘to  a'ihtk  ghl  dadL  bsUt  *1^7^ 

-  'S  a  tfd$  o”,Scf,daiiholt  tl“tdj  “ 

approach  of  sCgL  fhe  S  foT‘”8  aTOre  of 
m  astonishment,  then  fled  so  swiftlv gazing 
seemed  to  fly,  and  vanished  in  the  fa™  blildtavs  r°S‘ 
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They  stood  laughing  and  declaring  that  Babie 
would  be  convinced  that  fairies  came  out  on  Sunday, 
then  crossed  the  river  and  were  beginning  to  ascend 
the  path  when  a  volley  of  sounds  broke  on  them,  a 
shrill  yap  giving  the  alarm,  louder  notes  joining  ’in, 
and  the  bass  being  supplied  by  a  formidable  deep- 
mouthed  bark,  as  out  of  the  farmyard-gate  dashed  little 
terrier,  curly  spaniel,  slim  greyhounds,  surly  sheep-dog 
of  the  old  tailless  sort,  and  big  and  mighty  Newfound¬ 
land,  and  there  they  stood  in  a  row,  shouting  forth 
defiance  in  all  gradations  of  note,  so  that,  though 
frightened,  Carey  and  Janet  could  not  help  laughing, 
as  the  former  said — 

“  This  comes  of  gadding  about  on  Sunday.” 

“  If  we  went  on  boldly  they  would  see  we  are  not 
tramps,”  said  Janet. 

“  Depend  on  it  they  will  let  no  one  pass  in  Church 
time.” 

So  it  proved,  for  Janet’s  attempt  to  move  for¬ 
ward  elicited  a  growl  from  the  sheep-dog,  and  a  leap 
forward  of  the  “  little  dogs  and  all,”  which  daunted 
even  her  stout  heart. 

However,  calls  were  heard,  and  the  bright  vision  of 
the  bridge  came  darting  among  the  dogs,  scolding  and 
driving  them  in,  and  Allen  himself  came  out  to  the 
gate,  all  bandaged  up  on  one  side,  but  waving  his  arm 
as  a  signal  to  his  mother  and  sister  to  advance.  They 
did  so  nervously  but  safely,  while  the  growls  of  the 
sheep-dog  sounded  like  distant  thunder,  and  the 
terrier  uttered  his  protest  from  the  door.  Allen  de¬ 
clared  himself  much  better,  and  said  he  should  be 
quite  able  to  go  home  to-morrow,  only  this  was  such  a 
jolly  place  ;  and  then  he  brought  them  into  the  beau¬ 
tiful  old  kitchen  with  a  magnificent  open  hearth, 
inclosed  by  two  fine  dark  walnut-wood  settles,  making 
a  little  carpeted  chamber  between  them.  Here  Allen 
had  the  farmer’s  armchair  and  a  footstool,  and  with 
“Foxe’s  Martyrs”  open  at  a  flaming  illustration  on 
the  little  round  table  before  him,  appeared  to  be 
spending  his  Sunday  as  luxuriously  as  the  big  tabby 
cat  who  shared  the  hearth  with  him. 
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.  “  They  have  only  one  service  at  Woodbridge,  moni¬ 
es'  and  afternoon  by  turns,”  he  explained,  “and  so 
they  are  all  gone  to  it.” 

“  Who  is  that  girl  ?  ”  asked  Janet. 

“  Undine,”  he  coolly  replied. 

“She  certainly  appeared  on  the  bridge,”  said  his 
mother,  “but  I  should  think  Undine’s  colouring  had 
been  less  radiant — more  of  the  blue  and  white.”  ^ 

“  She  had  not  a  whiter  skin  nor  bluer  eyes,”  said 
Allen,  “  nor  made  herself  more  ridiculous  either!  Did 
you  ever  see  such  hair,  mother  ?  Hullo,  Elfie.  There 
she  is,  peeping  in  at  the  window,  just  as  Undine  did  • 
Come  in  !  ”  he  cried  at  the  door.  “  No,  not  she  ”  as 
he  returned  baffled  ;  “  she  is  off  again  !  ” 

Tut,  Allen,  who  is  she  ?  Not  Farmer  Gould’s 
daughter. 


.Of  course  not.  Don’t  you  know  she  was  fished 
up  m  a  net,  and  belonged  to  a  palace  under  the  ocean 
lull  of  pearls  and  diamonds.  She  took  such  a  fancy 
to  me  that  no  power  on  earth  would  make  her  go  to 
Church  with  the  rest.  She  ran  away,  and  hid,  and 
when  they  were  all  gone  she  came  out  and  curled 
herself  up  at  my  feet  and  chattered,  till  I  happened 
x>  offend  her  majesty,  and  off  she  went  like  a  shot 

j  m°nly  thankful  that  slle  did  not  make  her  pearly 
teeth  meet  m  my  finger  in  true  Undine  fashion.” 

“  But  who  is  she,  really  ?  ” 

“  I  can’t  quite  make  out.  They  call  her  Elfie,  and 
she  calls  them  grandpapa,  and  uncle  and  aunt,  but  she 
has  been  sitting  here  complaining  of  everything  being 
cold  and  dull  and  talking  about  seas  and  islands 
palm-trees,  and  coral  caves,  and  humming  birds,  yes’ 
and  black  slaves,  and  strings  of  pearls,  so  that  if  she 
is  romancing,  like  Armine  and  Babie,  she  does  it 
uncommonly  naturally.” 

They  saw  no  more  of  this  mysterious  little  beino- 
and  the  family  soon  returned  from  Church.  The  father 
was  a  fine,  old-fashioned  yeoman,  the  son  had  the  style 
of  a  modern  farmer,  and  the  wife  was  so  quiet,  sensible 
and  matronly  as  to  be  almost  ladylike.  Her  two  little 
gnis  were  dressed  as  well  as  Essie  and  Ellie.  but  all 
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were  essentially  commonplace.  They  were  very  kind 
and  friendly,  anxious  that  Allen  should  stay  as  lon«' 
as  was  good  for  him,  as  well  as  pressing  in  their  hospD 
tality  to  the  two  ladies.  Mr.  Gould  was  very  anxious 
to  diive  them  home  in  his  gig,  though  he  allowed  that 
the  road  was  very  rough  unless  you  went  through  Bel- 
forest  Park,  and  that  he  never  did. 

i  his  was  surprising,  for  Belforest  had  always  seemed 
as  fiee  as  the  turnpike-road,  and  River  Hollow  was 
appal  ently  part  of  the  estate,  but  there  was  an  air  of 
discouraging  questions,  so  Carey  suspected  quarrels 
and  asked  none. 

She  was  enlightened  the  next  day  when  Colonel 
Rrownlow  brought  his  phaeton  to  fetch  Allen  home 
ovei  the  smooth  park  road.  He  told  her  that  the 
Goulds  were  freeholders  who  had  owned  River  Hollow 
from  time  immemorial,  though  each  successive  lord  of 
Belfoiest  tried  to  buy  them  out.  The  alienation 
between  them  and  Mr.  Barnes,  the  present  master,  had 
however  much  stronger  grounds  than  these.  His 
nephew  and  intended  heir  has  stolen  a  match  with  the 
old  man’s  jiretty  daughter,  and  this  had  never  been 
forgiven.  1  he  young  couple  had  gone  out  to  the  West 
Indian  isles,  where  the  early  home  of  her  husband 
had  been,  and  where  he  held  some  government  office, 
and  there  fell  a  victim  to  the  climate.  Old  Mr.  Gould 
had  gone  home  to  fetch  his  daughter  and  her  child, 
but  the  former  had  died  before  he  reached  her,  and 
he  had  only  brought  back  the  little  girl  about  two 
years  ago. 

Mr.  Barnes  ignored  her  entirely,  and  the  Goulds,  who 
had  a  good  deal  of  pride,  did  not  choose  to  apply  to 
him.  It  was  very  unfortunate,  for  unless  he  had  any 
other  relations  the  child  must  be  heiress  to  his  immense 
wealth,  though  it  was  as  likely  as  not  that  he  would 
leave  it  all  to  hospitals  out  of  pure  vindictiveness. 

They  found  Allen  out  of  doors  attended  by  the 
three  little  girls,  all  eagerly  watching  the  removal  of  a 
sheep-fold.  He  was  a  pleasant-mannered  boy,  ready 
to  adapt  himself  to  all  circumstances  and  to  throw 
ready  intelligent  interest  into  everything,  and  he  had 
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won  the  hearts  of  the  whole  River  Hollow  establish- 
m-fefrom  °ld  Mr.  Gould  down  to  the  smallest  puppy. 
,  i1?’  as  le  called  her,  stood  her  ground,  and  as  she 

looked  up  under  her  brown  mushroom  hat  Caroline  was 
sti  uck  with  her  beauty,  fair,  but  with  a  southern  rich¬ 
ness  of  bloom  and  glow— the  carnation  cheek  of  a 
depth  of  tint  more  often  found  in  brunette  complexions. 

w  ie/yrSi  T1'6  not  merely  blue  by  courtesy,  but  of  a 
wonderful  deep  azure,  shaded  by  very  long  lashes 

daik  except  when  the  sun  glinted  them  with  gold’ 
and  lound  her  shoulders  hung  masses  of  hair  of  that 

beino-  r-d  lglt  auburn  wllIch  cannot  be  accused  of 

She  let  herself  be  greeted  by  the  strangers  with 
much  more  ease  and  grace  than  the  other  two  children 
ut  the  slow  walk  of  her  grandfather  and  Colonel 

shewen°tT,ff  fleme  n\ore.than  sbe  could  brook,  and 

Wh  t  °J{frSrd  S:pi!mmg  Wund  like  a iittle  dog. 
While  all  the  acknowledgments  and  farewells  were 

ung  made  and  Colonel  Bro widow  was  taking  direc¬ 
tions  for  finding  Higg’s  house  and  forge  so  as  to  re- 
uneiate  him  for  his  services,  Elfie  came  hurrying  up 

shell  and  laid  wiH  -  ^ +-a  §deat’  §'org'eous  pink-lined 
on  a  ^  leaf  W°  °f  SCarlet  ^anium 

“  O  Elfie,  Elfie!  how  could  you?”  exclaimed  he 
knowing  them  to  be  the  only  flowers  in  bloom  ’ 

You  must  have  them.  There’s  nothing  else  orettv 

yo"  ” said  ^  ® 

What  will  thisladylhhiTof  you  W  7°U  ! 

a  salky  tS  of  fhe' eliow ’Ll'’,- 1'  5*™  s“med 

Hke  Gutter  of  the  wing  of  a  brilliant  hid™ 

with  «  If  £  Goul?' eshedh  T  When  he  hesitated 
flowers,  .shell  and  al^  into the^dKf  ^ 
losemary,  and  rushed  out  of  sight  like  a  lfttie  fuT  ^ 
You  will  excuse  her,  Mrs.  Brownlow  ”  said  Mrs 
Gould,  much  annoyed.  «  She  has  been  sadly  spoilt 
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living  among  negro  servants  and  having  her  own  way 
so  that  she  is  sometimes  quite  ungovernable,” 

“  Na)b  nay>  sIle  is  a  warm-hearted  little  thing  if  you 
don’t  cross  her,”  said  the  old  farmer ;  "and  the  young 
gentleman  has  been  very  kind  to  her.” 

.  Mrt  Gould  looked  as  if  she  thought  she  knew  her 
niece  better  than  grandpapa  did,  but  she  was  too  wise 
to  speak  ;  and  the  little  girls,  having  assisted  Allen  in 
the  recovery  of  the  shell  and  the  flowers,  he  tendered 
them  again  to  her. 

.  .^r°a  dad  better  keep  them,  Mr.  Brownlow,”  she 
said.  .  1  he  shell  is  her  own,  and  if  you  did  not  take 
it  she  is  so  tenacious  that  she  would  be  sure  to  smash 
it  to  atoms.” 

Allen  accepted  pei  force  and  proceeded  with  his  fare¬ 
wells,  but  as  he  was  stooping  down  to  kiss  little  five- 
year-old  Kate  Gould,  something  wet,  cold,  and  sloppy 
came  with  great  force  on  them  both,  almost  knocking 
them  down  and  bespattering  them  both  with  black 
chops.  The  missile  proved  to  be  a  dripping  sod  pulled 
up  from  the  duck-pond  in  the  next  field,  and  a  glimpse 
might  be  caught  of  Elvira  s  scarlet  legs  disappearing 
over  the  low  wall  between. 

Over  poor  Mrs.  Gould’s  apologies  a  veil  had  best  be 
drawn.  Mother  Carey  pitied  her  heartily,  but  it  was 
impossible  not  to  make  fun  at  home  over  the  black 
tokens  on  Allens  shiit-collar.  His  brothers  and  sisters 
laughed  excessively,  and  Janet  twitted  him  with  his 
Undine,  till  he,  contrary  to  his  wont,  grew  so  cross 
as  to.  make  his  mother  recollect  that  he  was  still  a 
suffering  patient,  and  insist  on  his  lying  quiet  on  the 
sofa,  while  she  banished  every  one,  and  read  Tennyson 
to  him.  Poetry,  read  aloud  by  her,  was  Allen’s  greatest 
delight,  but  not  often  enjoyed,  as  Bobus  and  Jock- 
scouted  it,  and  Janet  was  getting  too  strong-minded 
and  used  to  break  in  with  inopportune  criticisms 
So  to  have  Mother  Carey  to  read  “  Elaine  ”  undis¬ 
turbed  was  as  great  an  indulgence  as  Allen  could  well 
have,  but  she  had  not  gone  far  oefore  he  broke  out- — 
Mother,  please,  I  wish  you  could  do  something  for 
that  girl.  She  really  is  a  lady.” 
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“  So  it  appears,”  said  Carey,  much  disposed  to  laugh. 

“Now,  mother,  don’t  be  tiresome.  You  have  more 
sense  than  Janet.  Her  father  was  Vice-consul  at  Sant 
Ildefonso,  one  of  the  Antilles.” 

“  But,  my  dear,  I  am  afraid  that  is  not  quite 
so  grand  as  it  sounds — — ” 

“  Hush,  mother.  He  was  nephew  to  Mr.  Barnes,  and 
they  lived  out  of  the  town  in  a  perfect  paradise  of  a 
place,  looking  out  into  the  bay.  Mr.  Gould  says  he  can 
hardly  believe  he  ever  saw  anything  so  gorgeously 
beautiful,  and  there  this  poor  little  Elvira  de  Menella 
lived  like  a  princess  with  a  court  of  black  slaves.  J ust 
fancy  what  it  must  be  to  her  to  come  to  that  farm,  an 
orphan  too,  with  an  aunt  who  can’t  understand  a 
creature  like  that.” 

“  Poor  child.” 

“  Then  she  can’t  get  any  education.  Old  Gould  is 
a  sensible  man,  who  says  any  school  he  could  afford 
would  only  turn  her  out  a  sham,  and  he  means,  when 
Mary  and  Kate  are  a  little  older,  to  get  some  sort  of 
governess  _  for  the  three.  But,  mother,'  couldn’t  you 
just  let  him  bring  her  in  on  market  days  and  teach 
her  a  little  ?  ” 

My  dear  boy,  what  would  your  aunt  do  ?  We 
can  t  have  sods  of  mud  flying  about  the  house.” 

“Now,  mother,  you  know  better!  You  could  make 
anything  of  her,  you  know  you  could !  And  what  a 
model  she  would  make !  Think  what  a  poor  little 
desolate  thing  she  is.  You  always  have  a  fellow  feeling 
for  orphans,  and  we  do  owe  those  people  a  great  deal 
of  gratitude.” 

“  Allen,  you  special  pleader,  it  really  will  not  do  ! 
If  I  had  not  undertaken  Essie  and  Ellie,  I  might 
think  about  it,  blit  I  promised  your  aunt  not  to  have 
any  other  pupils.” 

Allen  bothered  Essie  and  Ellie,  but  was  forced  to 
acquiesce,  which  was  fortunate,  for  when  on  the  last 
day  of  the  holidays  it  was  found  that  he  had  walked  to 
River  .Hollow  to  take  leave  of  the  Goulds,  his  aunt 
administered  to  his  mother  a  serious  warning  on  the 
dangers  ol  allowing  him  to  become  intimate  there. 
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Caroline  tingled  all  over  during  the  discourse,  and 
at  last  jumped  up,  exclaiming — 

My  deal  Ellen,  hall  the  harm  in  the  world  is  done 
by  making  a  fuss.  Things  don’t  die  half  so  hard  when 
they  die  a  natural  death.” 

Ellen  knew  Carey  thought  she  had  said  something 
very  clever,  but  was  all  the  more  unconvinced. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

KING  MIDAS. 

When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take, 

An  ass’s  nowl  I  fixed  upon  his  head. 

Midsummer  Night's  Dream. 

In  the  early  spring  an  unlooked-for  obstacle  arose  to 
all  wanderings  in  the  Belforest  woods.  The  owner 
returned  and  closed  the  gates.  From  time  that  seemed 
immemorial,  the  inhabitants  of  Kenminster  had  dis¬ 
ported  themselves  there  as  if  the  grounds  had  been 
kept  up  for  their  sole  behoof,  and  their  indignation  at 
the  monopoly  knew  no  bounds. 

Nobody  saw  Mr.  Barnes  save  his  doctor,  whose 
carriage  was  the  only  one  admitted  within  the  lodge 
gates,  intending  visitors  being  there  informed  that  Mr. 
Barnes  was  too  unwell  to  be  disturbed. 

Mrs.  “  Folly  ”  Brownlow’s  aberrations  lost  their 
interest  in  the  Coffinkey  world  beside  the  mystery  of 
Belforest.  Opinions  varied  as  to  his  being  a  miser,  or 
a  lunatic,  a  prey  to  conscience,  disease,  or  deformity  ; 
and  reports  were  so  diverse,  that  at  the  “Folly”  a 
journal  was  kept  of  them,  with  their  dates,  as  a  matter 
of  curiosity — their  authorities  marked  : — 

March  4th. — Mr.  Barnes  eats  nothing  but  fresh 
turtle.  Brings  them  down  in  tubs  alive  and  flapping. 
Mrs.  Coffinkey’s  Jane  heard  them  cooing  at  the  station. 
Gives  his  cook  300/.  per  annum. 

5  th. — Mr.  Barnes  so  miserly,  that  he  turned  away 
the  housemaid  for  burning  candles  eight  to  the  oound. 
(H.  S.  H.) 

6th. — Mr.  B.  keeps  a  bloodhound  trained  to  hunt 
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Indians,  and  has  six  pounds  of  prime  beef  steaks  for 
it  every  day.  (Emma.) 

8th. — Mr.  B.’s  library  is  decorated  with  a  string  of 
human  ears,  the  clippings  of  his  slaves  in  “the  Indies.” 
(Nurse.) 

1 2th. — Mr.  B.  whipped  .  a  little  black  boy  to  death, 
and  is  so  haunted  by  remorse,  that  he  can’t  sleep 
without  wax-candles  burning  all  round  him.  (Mrs. 
Coffinkey’s  sister-in-law.) 

14th. — Mr.  Barnes’s  income  is  500,000/.,  and  he  does 
not  live  at  the  rate  of  200/  (Col.  Brownlow.) 

15th. — He  has  turned  off  all  his  gardeners,  and  the 
place  will  be  desolation.  (H.  S.  H.) 

1 6th. — He  did  turn  off  one  gardener’s  boy  for 
staring  at  him  when  he  was  being  wheeled  about  in 
his  bath-chair.  (Alfred  Richards.) 

Htk. — He  threw  a  stone,  which  cut  the  boy’s  head 
open,  and  he  lies  at  the  hospital  in  a  dangerous 
state.  (Emma.) 

1 8th. — Mr.  Barnes  was  crossed  in  love  when  he  was 
a  young  man  by  one  Miss  Anne  Thorpe,  and  has 
never  been  the  same  man  since,  but  has  hated  all 
society.  (Query :  Is  this  a  version  of  being  a 
misanthrope  ?) 

19th. — He  is .  a  most  unhappy  man,  who  has 
sacrificed  all  family  affections  and  all  humanity  to  gold, 
and  whose  conscience  will  not  let  him  rest.  He  is 
worn  to  a  shadow,  and  is  at  war  with  mankind.  In 
fine,  he  is  a  lesson  to  weak  human  nature.  (Mrs 
Rigby.) 

22nd. — All  his  toilet  apparatus  is  of  “virgin  gold 
he  lets  nothing  else  touch  him.  (Jessie.) 

“  Exactly  like  King  Midas.”  (Babie.) 

The  exclusion  from  the  grounds  was  a  serious 
grievance,  entailing  much  loss'  of  time  and  hindrance 
to  the  many  who  had  profited  by  the  private  roads. 
The  Sunday _  promenade  was  a  great  deprivation  ■ 
nurses  and  children  were  cut  off  from  grass  and  shade' 
and  Mother  Carey  and  her  brood  from  all  the  delights 
of  the  enchanted  ground. 

She  could  bear  the  loss  better  than  in  that  first  wild 
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restlessness,  which  only  free  nature  could  allay.  She 
had  made  her  occupations,  and  knew  of  other  haunts, 
though  many  a  longing  eye  was  cast  at  the  sweet 
green  wilderness,  and  many  regrets  spent  on  the 
rambles,  the  sketches,  the  plants,  and  the  creatures 
that  had  seemed  the  certain  entertainment  of  the 
summer. 

To  one  class  of  the  population  the  prohibition  only 
gave  greater  zest — namely,  the  boys.  Should  there 
be  birds’  nests  in  Belforest  unscathed  by  the  youth  of 
St.  Kenelm’s  ?  What  were  notice-boards,  palings,  or 
walls  to  boys  with  arms  and  legs  ready  to  defy  even 
the  celebrated  man-traps  of  Ellangowan,  “which,  if  a 
man  goes  in,  they  will  break  a  horse’s  leg  ?  ”  The 
terrific  bloodhound  alarmed  a  few  till  his  existence 
was  denied  by  Alfred  Richards,  the  agent’s  son  ;  and 
dodging  the  keepers  was  a  new  and  exciting  sport. 
At  first,  these  men  were  not  solicitous  for  captures,  but 
their  negligence  was  so  often  detected,  that  they  began 
to  believe  that  their  master  kept  telescopes  that  could 
penetrate  through  trees,  and  their  vigilance  increased. 

Bobus,  in  quest  of  green  hellebore,  got  off  with  a 
warning;  but  a  week  later,  Robin  and  Jock  were  in¬ 
specting  the  heronry,  when  they  caught  sight  of  a 
keeper,  and  dashed  off  to  find  themselves  running  into 
the  jaws  of  another.  Swift  as  lightning,  Jock  sprung 
up  into  an  ivied  ash  ;  but  the  less  ready  Bob  was 
caught  by  the  leg  as  he  mounted,  and  pulled  down 
again,  while  his  captor  shouted,  “If  there’s  any  more 
of  you  young  varmint  up  yonder,  you’d  best  come 
down  before  I  fires  up  into  the  hoivy.” 

He  made  a  click  and  pointed  his  gun,  and  Robin 
shrieked,  “  Oh,  don’t !  We  are  Colonel  Brownlow’s 
sons  ;  at  least,  I  mean  nephews.  Don’t !  I  say. 
Skipjack,  come  down.” 

“You  ass!”  muttered  Jack,  as  he  crackled  down, 
and  was  collared  by  the  keeper.  “  Hollo  !  what’s  that 
for  ?  ” 

“Now,  young  gents,  why  will  you  come  larking 
here  to  get  a  poor  chap  out  of  his  situation.  It’s  as 
much  as  my  place  is  worth  not  to  summons  you, 
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and  yet  I  don’t  half  like  to  do  it  to  young  gents  like 
you.” 

“  What  could  they  do  to  us  ?  ”  asked  Jock. 

“Well,  sir,  may  be  they’d  keep  you  in  the  lock-up 
all  night ;  and  what  would  your  papa  and  mamma  say 
to  that  ?  ”  '  y 


“  My  father  is  Colonel  Brownlow,”  growled  Robin. 

“  More  shame  for  you,  sir,  to  want  to  get  a  poor 
man  out  of  his  place.” 

“Look  here,  my  man,”  said  Jock  with  London 
sharpness  and  impudence,  “if  you  want  to  bully  us 
into  tipping  you,  it’s  no  go.  We’ve  only  got  one 
copper  between  us,  and  nothing  else  but  our  knives  • 

and  if  we  had,  we  wouldn’t  do  such  a  sneaking 
thing !  ’  s 

“  I  never  meant  no  such  thing,  sir,”  said  the  keeper  • 
only  m  case  Mr.  Barnes  should  hear  of  our  good 
nature.”  s 

“Come  along,  Robin,”  said  Jock;  “if  we  are  had 
up,  well  let  em  know  how  Leggings  wanted  us  to 
buy  off!  ” 


.Wherewith  Jock  made  a  rush,  Rob  plunged  after 
11111  into  the  brambles,  and  they  never  halted  till  they 
haa  tumbled  over  the  park  wall,  and  lay  in  a  breathless 
leap  on  the  other  side.  The  adventure  was  the 
fruitful  cause  of  mirth  at  the  Folly,  but  not  a  word 
was  breathed  of  it  at  Kencroft. 

A  few  other  lads  did  actually  pay  toll  to  the 
keepers,  and  some  penniless  ones  were  brought  before 
le  magistrates  and  fined  for  trespass,  “because  they 
could  not  afford  it,  as  Caroline  said,  and  to  the 
oonels  great  disgust  she  sent  two  sovereigns  by 
Allen  to  pay  their  fines  and  set  them  free. 

<t  “  Tt  my  °wn  money>”  she  said,  in  self-defence 
earned  by  my  models  of  fungi.”  ’ 

The  Colonel  thought  it  an  unsatisfactory  justifi¬ 
cation,  and  told  her  that  she  would  lay  up  trouble 
for  hersdf  by  thus  encouraging  insubordination.  He 
uttle  thought  that  the  laugh  in  her  eyes  was  at  his 
complacent  ignorance  of  his  own  son's  narrow  escape 
Allen  was  at  home  for  Easter,  when  Eton  Jave 
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longer  holidays  than  did  St.  Kenelm,  so  that  his 
brothers  were  at  work  again  long  before  he  was.  One 
afternoon,  which  had  ended  in  a  soaking  mist,  the  two 
pairs  of  Roberts  and  Johns  encountered  him  at  the 
Folly  gate  so  disguised  in  mud  that  they  hardly 
recognised  the  dainty  Etonian. 

“  That  brute  Barnes,”  he  ejaculated ;  “  I  had  to 
come  miles  round  through  a  disgusting  lane.  I  wish  I 
had  gone  on.  I’d  have  proved  the  right  of  way  if  he 
chose  to  prosecute  me  !  ” 

“  Father  says  that’s  no  go,”  said  Robin. 

“  I  say,  Allen,  what  a  guy  you  are,”  added  Johnny. 

“And  he’s  got  his  swell  trousers  on,”  cried  Jock, 
capering  with  glee. 

“  I  see,”  gravely  observed  Bobus,  “  he  had  got 
himself  up  regardless  of  expense  for  his  Undine,  and 
she  has  treated  him  to  another  dose  of  her  native 
element. 

“  She  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,”  asseverated  Allen, 
“  she  was  as  good  as  gold - ” 

“Ah  !  I  knew  he  wasn’t  figged  out  for  nothing,” 
put  in  Jock. 

“  Don’t  be  ashamed,  Ali,  my  boy,”  added  Bobus. 
“We  all  understand  her  little  tokens.” 

“  Stop  that !  ”  cried  Allen,  catching  hold  of  Jock’s 
ear  so  as  to  end  his  war-dance  in  a  howl,  bringing  the 
ponderous  Rob  to  the  rescue,  and  there  was  a  general 
melee ,  ending  by  all  the  five  rolling  promiscuously  on 
the  gravel  drive.  They  scrambled  up  with  recovered 
tempers,  and  at  the  sight  of  an  indignant  housemaid 
rushed  in  a  general  stampede  to  the  two  large  attics 
opening  into  one  another,  which  served  as  the  lair  of 
the  Folly  lads.  There,  while  struggling,  with  Jock’s 
assistance,  to  pull  off  his  boots,  Allen  explained  how 
he  had  been  waylaid  “  by  a  beast  in  velveteens,”  and 
walked  off  to  the  nearest  gate. 

“  Will  he  summons  you,  Ali  ?  We’ll  all  go  and 
see  the  Grand  Turk  in  the  dock,”  cried  Jock. 

“  Don’t  flatter  yourself ;  he  wouldn’t  think  of  it.” 

“  How  much  did  you  fork  out  ?  ”  asked  Bobus. 

Allen  declaimed  in  the  last  refinement  of  Eton  slang 
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(carefully  treasured  up  by  the  others  for  reproduction) 
against  the  spite  of  the  keeper,  who  he  declared  had 
grinned  with  malice  as  he  turned  him  out  at  a  little 
back  gate  into  a  lane  with  a  high  stone  wall  on  each 
side,  and  two  ruts  running  like  torrents  with  water, 
leading  in  the  opposite  direction  to  Kenminster,  and 
ending  in  a  bottom  where  he  was  up  to  the  ankles  in 
red  clay. 

“The  Eton  boots,  oh  my!”  cried  Jock,  failing 
backwards  with  one  of  them,  which  he  had  just 
pulled  off. 

“  And  then,”  added  Allen,  “  as  I  tried  to  get  along 
under  the  wall  by  the  bank,  what  should  a  miserable 
stone  do,  but  turn  round  with  me  and  send  me  squash 
into  the  mud  and  mire,  floundering  like  a  hippo¬ 
potamus.  I  should  like  to  get  damages  from  that 
villain  !  I  should  !  ” 

_  Allen  was  much  more  angry  than  was  usual  with 
him,  and  the  others,  though,  laughing  at  his  Etonian 
airs,  fully  sympathised  with  his  wrath. 

“  He  ought  to  be  served  out.” 

“We  will  serve  him  out !  ” 

“  How  ?  ” 

“Get  all  our  fellows  and  make  a  jolly  good  row 
under  his  windows,”  said  Robin. 

“  Decidedly  low,”  said  Allen. 

.  “  And  impracticable  besides,”  said  Bobus.  “  They’d 
kick  you  out  before  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson.” 

Theie  was  an  old  book  of  father’s,”  suggested 
J ock,  “  with  an  old  scamp  who  starved  and  licked  his 
appi  entices,  till  one  of  them  dressed  himself  up  in  a 
bullock’s  hide,  horns  and  hoofs,  and  tail  and  all,  and 
stood  over  his  bed  at  night  and  shouted — 

“  ‘  Old  man,  old  man,  for  thy  cruelty, 

Body  and  soul  thou  art  given  to  me  ; 

Let  me  but  hear  those  apprentices’  cries, 

And  I’ll  toss  thee,  and  gore  thee,  and  bore  out  thine  eyes.’ 

Amd  he  was  quite  mild  to  the  apprentices  ever  after.” 

Jock  acted  and  roared  with  such  effect  as  to  be 
encored,  but  Rob  objected.  “He  ain’t  got  any 
apprentices.”  J 
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"  It  might  be  altered,”  said  Allen. 

man,  old  man,  thy  gates  thou  must  ope,” 

Bobus  chimed  in. 

Nor  force  Eton  swells  in  quagmire  to  grope.” 

Bother  you,  don’t  humbug  and  put  me  out. 

“  Old  man,  old  man,  if  for  aught  thou  wouldst  hope, 

Thy  heart,  purse,  and  gates  thou  must  instantly  ope 
Let  me  but - 1 

“Get  Mother  Carey  to  write  it,”  suggested  his 
cousin  John. 

“No  ;  she  must  know  nothing  about  it,”  said  Bobus 

“  She’d  think  it  a  jolly  lark,”  said  Jock. 

“  When  it’s  over,”  said  Allen.  “  But  it’s  one  of  the 
things  _  that  the  old  ones  are  sure  to  stick  at  before¬ 
hand,  if  they  are  ever  so  rational  and  jolly.” 

“  Tis  a  horrid  pity  she  is  not  a  fellow,”  sighed 
Johnny. 

“  And  who’ll  do  the  verses  ?  ”  said  Rob. 

“  Oh,  any  fool  can  do  them,”  returned  Bobus.  “The 
point  is  to  bell  the  cat.” 

“  There’ d  be  no  getting  in  to  act  the  midnight 
ghost,”  said  Allen. 

“No,”  said  Jock;  “but  one  could  hide  in  the  big 
rhododendron  in  the  wolf-skin  rug,  and  jump  out  on 
him  in  his  chair.” 

In  Allen’s  railway  rug,  Jock  rehearsed  the  scene, 
and  was  imitated  if  not  surpassed  by  both  cousins  ; 
but  Allen  and  Bobus  declared  that  it  could  not  be 
carried  out  in  the  daylight. 

“  I  could  do  it  still  better,”  said  Jock,  “if  I  blacked 
myself  all  over,  not  only  my  face,  but  all  the  rest, 
and  put  on  nothing  but  my  red  flannel  drawers  and 
a  turban.  They’d  take  me  for  the  ghost  of  the  little 
nigger  he  flogged  to  death,  and  Allen  could  write 
something  pathetic  and  stunning.” 

“  You  might  cut  human  ears  out  of  rabbit-skins  and 
hang  them  round  your  neck,”  added  Bobus. 

“  You’d  be  awfully  cold,”  said  Allen. 

“  You  could  mix  in  a  little  iodine,”  suggested  Bobus. 
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“  Tllat  stings  like  fun,  and  a  coppery  tinge  would  be 
more  natural.” 

There  was  great  acclamation,  but  the  difficulty  was 
that  the  only  time  for  effecting  an  entrance  into  the 
garden  was  between  four  and  five  in  the  morning 
and  it  would  be  needful  to  lurk  there  in  this  light 
costume  till  Mr.  Barnes  went  out.  No  one  would  ""be 
at  liberty  from  school  but  Allen,  and  he  declined  the 
oil^  and  lamp-black  even  though  warmed  up  with  iodine. 
„  Coulg  it  not  be  done  by  deputy?”  said  Bobus; 

we  might  blacken  the  little  fat  boy  riding  on  a  swan 
the  statue,  I  mean.”  ’ 

What,  and  gild  the  swan,  to  show  how  far  his 
golden  goose  can  carry  him  ?  ”  said  Jock. 

“°r,”  said  Allen,  “there’s  the  statue  they  say  is 
himself,  though  that’s  all  nonsense.  We  could  make 
a  pair  of  donkeys  ears  m  Mother  Carey’s  clay,  and 
claP  cni  on  ^lm>  and  gdd  the  thing  in  his  hand.” 

What  would  be  the  good  of  that  ?  ”  asked  Robert 

However,  the  fun  was  irresistible,  and  the  only 
wonder  was  that  the  secret  was  kept  for  the  whole 
day  while  Allen  moulded  in  the  studio  two  things 
that  might  pass  for  ass’s  ears,  and  secreted  cement 
enough  to  fasten  them  on.  The  performance  elicited 
such  a  lap i ure  of  applause  that  the  door  had  to  be 
asc  locked  against  the  incursion  of  the  little  ones  to 
learn  the  cause  of  the  mirth.  When  Mother  Carey 
asked  at  tea  what  they  were  having  so  much  fun 
about  they  only  blushed,  sniggled,  and  wriggled  in 
their  chairs  m  a  way  that  would  have  alarmed  a  more 
suspicious  mother,  but  only  made  her  conclude  that 

nmJf  u  ellgJtful  sm'P.nse  was  preparing,  for  which  she 
must  keep  her  curiosity  in  abeyance. 

Nor  was  she  dismayed  by  the  creaking  of  boots  on 
the  attic  stairs  before  dawn,  and  when  the  boys  ap- 
peaied  at  breakfast  with  hellebore,  blue  periwinkle 
and  daffodils,  clear  indications  of  where  they  had 
been,  she  only  exclaimed—  ^ 

“  Forbidden  sweets  !  O  you  naughty  boys  !  ”  when 
ecstatic  laughter  alone  replied.  y 

She  heard  no  more  till  the  afternoon,  when  the 
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return  from  school  was  notified  by  shouts  from  Allen, 
and  the  boys  rushed  up  to  the  verandah  where  he 
was  reading-. 

“  I  say  !  here’s  a  go.  He  thinks  Richards  has  done 
it,  and  has  written  to  Ogilvie  to  have  him  expelled.” 

“  How  do  you  know  ?  ” 

“He  told  me  himself.” 

“  But  Ogilvie  has  too  much  sense  to  expel  him  !  ” 

“  Of  course,  but  there’s  worse,  for  old  Barnes  means 
to  turn  off  his  father.  Nothing  will  persuade  the  old 
fellow  that  it  wasn’t  his  work,  for  he  says  that  it  must 
be  a  grammar-school  boy.” 

“  Does  Dicky  Bird  guess  ?  ” 

“Yes,  but  he’s  all  right,  as  close  as  wax.  He  says 
he  was  sure  no  one  but  ourselves  could  have  done  it, 
for  nobody  else  could  have  thought  of  such  things  or 
made  them  either.” 

“  Then  he  has  seen  it  ?  ” 

“  Y es,  and  he  was  fit  to  kill  himself  with  laughing, 
though  his  father  and  old  Barnes  were  mad  with 
rage  and  fury.  His  father  believes  him,  but  old 
Barnes  believes  neither  of  them,  and  swears  his  father 
shall  go.” 

“We  shall  have  to  split  on  ourselves,”  elegantly 
observed  Johnny. 

“We  had  better  tell  Mother  Carey.  Hullo!  here 
she  is,  inside  the  window.” 

“  Didn’t  you  know  that,”  said  Allen. 

Therefore  the  boys,  leaning  and  sprawling  round 
her,  half  in  and  half  out  of  the  window,  told  the  story, 
the  triumph  overcoming  all  compunction,  as  they 
described  the  morning  raid,  the  successful  scaling  of 
the  park-wall,  the  rush  across  the  sward,  the  silence  of 
the  garden,  the  hoisting  up  of  Allen  to  fasten  on  the 
ears,  and  the  wonderful  charms  of  the  figure  when  it 
wore  them  and  held  a  golden  apple  in  its  hand. 
“  Right  of  Way,”  and  “  Let  us  in,”  had  been  written 
in  black  on  all  the  pedestals. 

“  It  is  a  peculiar  way  of  recommending  your 
admission,”  said  Caroline. 

“That’s  Rob’s  doing,”  said  Allen.  “I  couldn’t 
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look  after  him  while  I  was  gilding  the  apple  or  1 
would  have  stopped  him.  He  half  blacked  the  little 
boy  on  the  swan  too - ” 

“  And  broke  the  swan’s  bill  off,  worse  luck,”  added 
Johnny. 

“  Yes,”  said  Allen,  “  that  -was  altogether  low  and 
unlucky !  I  meant  the  old  fellow  simply  to  have 
thought  that  his  statue  had  grown  a  pair  of  ears  in 
the  night.” 

“  And  what  would  have  been  the  use  of  that  ?  ” 
said  Robin. 

“  What  was  the  use  of  all  your  scrawling,”  said 

lien,  except  just  to  show  it  was  not  the  natural 
development  of  statues.” 

es>  added  Bobus,  “it  all  came  of  you  that  poor 
Dickey  Bird  is  suspected  and  it  is  all  blown  up.” 

As  if  he  would  have  thought  it  was  done  bv 
nobody,”  said  Rob.  y 

“Why  not?”  said  Jock.  “I’m  sure  I’d  never 
wonder  to  see  ass’s  ears  growing  on  you.  I  think 
they  are  coming.” 

1  here  was  a  shout  of  laughter  as  Rob  hastily  put 

up  his  hands  to  feel  for  them,  adding  in  his  slow 
gruff  voice —  ’ 

“  A  statue  ain’t  alive.” 

mnde  a  fool  of  the  whole  matter,”  proceeded 

"Au'  ,  71  W1S  1  we’d  kel3t  a  lout  like  you  out  of  it.” 

ush,  hush,  Bobus,”  put  in  his  mother,  “  no  matter 
about  that  The  question  is  what  is  to  be  done  about 
poor  Mr.  Richards  and  Alfred.” 

“Write  a  poetical  letter,”  said  Allen,  beginning  to 
extemponse  in  Hiawatha  measure. 


O  thou  mighty  man  of  money, 
Barnes,  of  Belforest,  Esquire, 
Innocent  is  Alfred  Richards  ; 
Innocent  his  honest  father; 
Innocent  as  unborn  baby 
Of  development  of  Midas, 

Of  the  smearing  of  the  Cupid, 

Of  the  fracture  ot  the  goose-bill 
Of  the  writing  of  the  mottoes. 

All  the  Brownlows  of  St.  Kenelm’s 
From  the  Folly  and  from  Kencroft! 
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Robert,  the  aspiring  soldier, 

Robert,  too,  the  sucking  chemist, 

John,  the  Skipjack  full  of  mischief, 

John,  the  great  originator, 

Allen,  the - ” 

“  Allen,  the  uncommon  gaby,”  broke  in  Bobus. 
w  Come,  don’t  waste  time,  something  must  be 
done.” 

“Yes,  a  rational  letter  must  be  written  and  signed 
by  you  all,”  said  his  mother.  “  The  question  is  whether 
it  would  be  better  to  do  it  through  your  uncle  or 
Mr.  Ogilvie.” 

“  I  don’t  see  why  my  father  should  hear  of  it,  or 
Mr.  Ogilvie  either,”  growled  Rob.  “  I  didn’t  do  those 
donkeyfied  ears.” 

“You  did  the  writing,  which  was  five  hundred  times 
more  donkeyfied,”  said  Jock. 

“  It  is  quite  impossible  to  keep  either  of  them  in 
ignorance,”  said  Caroline. 

“Yes,”  repeated  all  her  own  three;  Jock  adding 
“  Father  would  have  known  it  as  soon  as  you,  and  I 
don’t  see  that  my  uncle  is  much  worse.” 

“He  ain’t  so  soft,”  exclaimed  Johnny,  roused  to 
loyal  defence  of  his  parent. 

“Soft!”  cried  Jock,  indignantly;  “I  can  tell  you 
father  did  pitch  into  me  when  I  caught  the  old  lady’s 
bonnet  out  at  the  window  with  a  fishing-rod.” 

“He  never  flogged  you,”  said  Johnny  contemptu¬ 
ously. 

“He  did!”  cried  Jock,  triumphantly.  “At  least  he 
flogged  Bobus,  when - ” 

“  Shut  up,  you  little  ape,”  thundered  Bobus,  not 
choosing  to  be  offered  up  to  the  manes  of  his  father’s 
discipline. 

“You  think  you  must  explain  it  to  my  uncle, 
mother,”  said  Allen,  rather  ruefully. 

“  Certainly.  He  ought  to  be  told  first,  and  Mr. 
Ogilvie  next.  Depend  upon  it,  he  will  be  far  less 
angry  if  it  is  freely  confessed  and  put  into  his  hands, 
and  what  is  more  important,  Mr.  Barnes  must  attend 
to  him,  and  acouit  the  Richardses.” 
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The  general  voice  agreed,  but  Rob  writhed  and 
muttered,  “  Can’t  you  be  the  one  to  tell  him,  Mother 
Carey  ?  ” 

That  s  cool,”  said  Allen,  “  to  ask  her  to  do  what 
you  re  afraid  of.” 

“He  couldn’t  do  anything  to  her,”  said  Rob. 

However,  public  opinion  went  against  Rob,  and  the 
party  of  boys  dragged  him  off  in  their  train  the  less 
reluctantly  that  Allen  would  be  spokesman,  and  he 
always  got  on  well  with  his  uncle.  No  one  could  tell 
how  it  was,  but  the  boy  had  a  frank  manner,  with  a 
s°it  of  address  in  the  manner  of  narration,  that  always 
went  far  to  disarm  displeasure,  and  protected  his 
comrades  as  well  as  himself.  So  it  was  that,  instead 
of  meeting  with  unmitigated  wrath,  the  boys  found 
tiat  they  were  allowed  the  honours  and  graces  of 
voluntary  confession.  Allen  even  thought  that  his 
uncle  showed  a  little  veiled  appreciation  of  the  joke 
but  this  was  not  deemed  possible  by  the  rest. 

To  exonerate  young  Richards  was  the  first  requisite 

to  tht  effect"— ^  HS  Unde’S  ^  dl'eW  UP  a  brief  note 

“  Sir,— We  beg  to  apologise  for  the  mischief  done 

hoifoTtf  tU>dS'  and  t0  assure  you  011  our  word  and 
admitted  u,  T  su^ested  by  no  one,  that  no  one 
ourselves.  ^  ^  md  aUy  sllare  in  ii:  except 

“  Allen  Brownlow. 

“  Robert  Friar  Brownlow. 

“  Robert  Otway  Brownlow 
“John  Friar  Brownlow. 

“John  Lucas  Brownlow.” 

,  letter  was  taken  up  the  next  morning  to  Belforest 
by  Colonel  Brownlow,  and  the  two  eldest  delinquent 
one,  curious,  amused,  and  with  only  compunction 
enough  to  flavour  an  apology,  the  other  cross, Idogo-ed 
and  sheepish,  dragged  along  like  a  cur  in  a  slim  ’ 

J.mmt.  ^  th°Ugn  hS  ^  going  to  be  Wed,”  said 
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The  report  of  the  expedition  as  given  by  Allen  was 
thus  : — The  servant  showed  us  into  a  sort  of  ante¬ 
room,  and  said  he  would  see  whether  his  master  would 
see  us.  Uncle  Robert  sent  in  his  card  and  my  letter, 
and  we  waited  with  the  door  open,  and  a  great  screen 
in  front,  so  that  we  couldn’t  help  hearing  every  word. 
First  there  was  a  great  snarl,  and  then  a  deferential 
voice,  ‘  This  alters  the  case,  sir.’  But  the  old  man 
swore  down  in  his  throat  that  he  didn’t  care  for  Colonel 
Brownlow  or  Colonel  anybody.  1 A  gentleman,  sir  ;  one 
of  the  most  respected.’  ‘  Then  he  should  bring  up  his 
family  better.’  ‘  Indeed,  sir,  it  might  be  better  to 
accept  the  apology.  This  might  not  be  considered 
actionable  damage.’  ‘We’ll  see  that!’  ‘Indeed, 
don't  you  agree  with  me,  Mr.  Richards,  the  magistrates 
would  hardly  entertain  the  case.’  ‘Then  I’ll  appeal; 
I’ll  send  a  representation  to  the  Home  Office.’  ‘  Is  it 
not  to  be  considered,  sir,  whether  some  of  these  low 
papers  might  not  put  it  in  a  ludicrous  light  ?  ’  Then,” 
continued  Allen,  who  had  been  most  dramatically 
mimicking  the  two  voices,  “we  heard  a  crackling 
as  if  he  were  opening  my  letter,  and  after  an  odd 
noise  or  two  he  sent  to  call  us  in  to  where  he  was 
sitting  with  Richards,  and  the  attorney  he  had  got  to 
prosecute  us.  He  is  a  regular  old  wizened  stick,  the 
perfect  image  of  an  old  miser;  almost  hump-backed, 
and  as  yellow  as  a  mummy.  He  looked  just  ready 
to  bite  off  our  heads,  but  he  was  amazingly  set  on 
finding  out  which  was  which  among  us,  and  seemed 
uncommonly  struck  with  my  name  and  Bobus’s.  My 
uncle  told  him  I  was  called  after  your  father,  and 
he  made  a  snarl  just  like  a  dog  over  a  bone.  He 
ended  with,  ‘So  you  are  Allen  Brownlow!  You’ll 
remember  this  day’s  work,  youngster.’  I  humbly 
said  I  should,  and  so  the  matter  ended.” 

“He  did  not  mean  any  prosecution  ?  ” 

“  O  no,  that  was  all  quashed,  even  if  it  was  begun. 
He  must  have  been  under  an  hallucination  that  he 
was  a  stern  parent,  cutting  me  off  with  a  shilling.” 

The  words  had  also  struck  the  Colonel,  who 
sought  the  first  opportunity  of  asking  his  sister-in-law 
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whether  she  knew  the  names  of  any  of  her  mother’s 
relations. 

“  Only  that  her  name  was  Otway,”  said  Caroline. 
“  You  know  I  lived  with  my  father’s  aunt,  who  knew 
nothing  about  her,  and  I  have  never  been  able  to 
find  anything  out.  Do  you  know  of  any  connection  ? 
Not  this  old  man  !  Then  you  would  have  known.” 

“That  does  not  follow,  for  I  was  scarcely  in  Jamaica 
at  all.  I  had  a  long  illness  immediately  after  going 
there,  was  sent  home  on  leave,  and  then  to  the  depot, 
and  only  joined  again  after  the  regiment  had  gone 
to  Canada,  when  the  marriage  had  taken  place.  I 
may  have  heard  the  name  of  Mrs.  Allen’s  uncle,  but  I 
never  bore  it  in  my  mind.” 

“  Is  there  any  way  of  finding  out  ?  ” 

“  I  will  write  to  Norton.  If  he  does  not  remember 
all  about  it,  his  wife  will.” 

“  He  is  the  present  lieutenant-colonel,  I  think.” 

“Yes,  and  he  was  your  father’s  chief  friend.  Now 
that  they  aie  at  home  again,  we  must  have  him  here 
one  of  these  days.” 

“  It  would  be  a  wonderful  thing  if  this  freak  were 
an  introduction  to  a  relation,”  said"  Caroline. 

“  There  was  no  doubt  of  his  being  struck  by  the 
combination  of  Allen  and  Otway.  He  chose  to  under¬ 
stand  which  were  my  sons  and  which  my  nephews, 
and  when  I  said  that  Allen  bore  your  maiden  name 
he  assented  as  if  he  knew  it  before,  and  spoke  of  your 
boy  having  cause  to  remember  this ;  I  am  afraid  it 
will  not  be  pleasantly.” 

“  No,”  said  Caroline,  “it  sounded  much  like  a  threat. 
But  one  would  like  to  know,  only  I  thought  Farmer 
Gould’s  little  granddaughter  was  his  niece.” 

“  That  might  be  without  preventing  your  relation¬ 
ship  ;  I  will  do  my  best  to  ascertain  it.” 

Colonel  Norton’s  letter  gave  decisive  information 
that  Barnes  was  the  name  of  the  uncle  with  whom  Caro¬ 
line  Otway  had  been  living  at  the  time  of  her  marriao-e. 
She  had  been  treated  as  a  poor  relation,  and  seemed 
to  be  half-slave,  half-governess  to  the  children  of  the 
favoured  sister,  little  semi-Spanish  tyrants.  This  had 
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roused  Captain  Allen’s  chivalry,  and  his  friend  remem¬ 
bered  his  saying  that,  though  he  had  little  or  nothing 
of  his  own,  he  could  at  least  make  her  happier  than 
she  was  in  such  a  family.  The  uncle  was  reported 
to  have  grown  rich  in  the  mahogany  trade,  and  like¬ 
wise  by  steamboat  speculations,  coupled  with  judicious 
stock-jobbing  among  the  distressed  West  Indians, 
after  the  emancipation. 

“  He  was  a  sinister-looking  old  fellow,”  ended  Colonel 
Norton,  “and  I  should  think  not  very  particular;  but 
I  should  be  glad  to  hear  that  he  had  done  justice  to 
poor  Allen’s  daughter.  He  was  written  to  when  she 
was  left  an  orphan,  but  vouchsafed  no  answer.” 

“  Still  he  may  have  kept  an  eye  upon  you,”  added 
Uncle  Robert.  “I  do  not  think  it  was  new  to  him 
that  you  had  married  into  our  family.” 

“  If  only  those  unfortunate  boys  have  not  ruined 
everything,”  sighed  Ellen. 

“  Little  Elvira’s  father  must  have  been  one  of  those 
cousins,”  said  Caroline.  “  I  wonder  what  became  of  the 
others  ?  She  must  be — let  me  see — my  second  cousin.” 

“  Not  very  near,”  said  Ellen. 

“  I  never  had  a  blood  relation  before  since  my  old 
aunt  died.  I  am  so  glad  that  brilliant  child  belongs 
to  me  !  ” 

.  “  I  daresay  old  Gould  could  tell  you  more,”  said 
the  Colonel. 

“Is  it  wise  to  revive  the  connection?”  asked  his 
wife. 

“The  Goulds  are  not  likely  to  presume,”  said 
the  Colonel ;  “  and  I  think  that  if  Caroline  takes  up 
the  one  connection,  she  is  bound  to  take  up  the 
other.” 

“  How  am  I  to  make  up  to  this  cross  old  man  ?” 
said  Carey.  “  I  can’t  go  and  fawn  on  him.” 

“  Certainly  not,”  said  her  brother-in-law  ;  “  but  I 
think  you  ought  to  make  some  advance,  merely  as  a 
relation.” 

On  the  family  vote,  Caroline  rather  unwillingly  wrote 
a  note,  explaining  that  she  had  only  just  discovered 
her  kinship  with  Mr.  Barnes,  and  offering  to  come 

M 


1.62  MAGNUM  EONUM  ; 

and  see  him ;  but  not  the  smallest  notice  was  taken 
of  her  letter,  rather  to  her  relief,  though  she  did  not 
like  to  hear  Ellen  augur  ill  for  the  future. 

Another  letter,  to  old  Mr.  Gould,  begging  him  to 
call  upon  her  next  market  day,  met  with  a  far  more 
ready  response.  When  at  his  entrance  she  greeted 
him  with  outstretched  hands,  and — “  I  never  thought 
you  were  a  connection ;”  the  fine  old  weather-beaten 
face  was  strangely  moved,  as  the  rugged  hand  took 
hers,  and  the  voice  was  husky  that  said — 

“  I  thought  there  was  a  likeness  in  the  voice,  but  I 
never  imagined  you  were  grandchild  to  poor  Carey 
Barnes  ;  I  beg  your  pardon,  to  Mrs.  Otway.” 

“You  knew  her?  You  must  let  me  see  something 
of  my  little  cousin  !  I  know  nothing  of  my  relations, 
and  my  brother-in-law  said  he  thought  you  could 
tell  me.” 

“  I  ought  to  be  able,  for  the  family  lived  at  Wood- 
bridge  all  my  young  days,”  said  the  farmer. 

The  history  was  then  given.  The  present  lord  of 
the  manor  had  been  the  son  of  a  land  surveyor.  He  was 
a  stunted,  sickly,  slightly  deformed  lad,  noted  chiefly 
for  skill  in  cyphering,  and  therefore  had  been  placed 
in  a  clerkship.  Here  a  successful  lottery  ticket  Had 
been  the  foundation  of  his  fortunes  j  he  had  invested 
it  in  the  mahogany  trade,  and  had  been  one  of  those 
men  with  whom  everything  turned  up  a  prize.  When 
a  little  over  thirty,  he  had  returned  to  his  own  neigh¬ 
bourhood,  looking  any  imaginable  age.  He  had  then 
purchased  Belforest,  furnished  it  sumptuously,  and  laid 
out  magnificent  gardens  in  preparation  for  his  bride 
a  charming  young  lady  of  quality.  But  she  had  had 
a  young  Lochinvar,  and  even  in  her  wedding  dress, 
favoured  by  sympathising  servants,  had  escaped  down 
the  back  stairs  of  a  London  hotel,  and  been  married  at 
the  nearest  Church,  leaving  poor  Mr.  Barnes  in  the  case 
of  the  poor  craven  bridegroom,  into  whose  feelings  no 
one  ever  inquired. 

Mi.  Baines  had  gone  back  to  the  West  Indies  at 
once,  and  never  appeared  in  England  again  till  he  came 
home,  a  broken  and  soured  old  man,  to  die.  There 
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had  been  two  sisters,  and  Caroline  fancied  that  the 
old  farmer  had  hadusome  tenderness  for  the  elder  one 
but  she  had  married,  before  her  brother’s  prosperity, 
a  poor  struggling  builder,  and  both  had  died  young’ 
leaving  their  child  dependent  on  her  uncle.  His 
younger  sister  had  been  the  favourite ;  he  had  taken 
her  back  with  him  to  America,  and,  married  her  to  a 
man  of  Spanish  blood,  connected  with  him  in  business. 
The  only  one  of  her  children  who  survived  childhood 
was  educated  in  England,  treated  as  his  uncle’s  heir, 
and  came  to  Belforest  for  shooting.  Thus  it  was  that 
he  had  fallen  in  love  with  Farmer  Gould’s  pretty 
daughter,  and  as  it  seemed,  by  her  mother’s  con¬ 
trivance,  though  without  her  father’s  consent,  had 
made  her  his  wife. 

The  wrath  of  Mr.  Barnes  was  implacable.  He  cast 
off  the  favourite  nephew  as  entirely  as  he  had  cast  off 
the  despised  niece,  and  deprived  him  of  all  the  means 
he  had  been  led  to  look  on  as  his  right.  The  young 
man  had  nothing  of  his  own  but  an  estate  in  the  small 
island  of  San  Ildefonso,  of  very  little  value,  and  some 
of  his  former  friends  made  interest  to  obtain  a  vice¬ 
consulship  for  him  at  the  Spanish  town.  Then,  after 
a  few  years,  both  husband  and  wife  died,  leaving  this 
little  orphan  to  the  care  of  her  grandfather,  who  had 
written  to  Mr.  Barnes  on  her  father’s  death,  but  had 
heard  nothing  from  him,  and  had  too  much  honest 
pride  to  make  any  further  application. 

“  My  little  cousin,”  said  Caroline,  “  the  first  I  ever 
knew.  Pray  bring  her  "to  see  me,  and  let  her  stay  with 
me  long  enough  for  me  to  know  her.” 

The  old  man  began  to  prepare  her  for  the  child’s 
being  shy  and  wild,  though  perhaps  her  aunt  was  too 
particular  with  her,  and  expected  too  much.  Perhaps 
she  would  be  homesick,  he  said,  so  wistfully  that  it 
was  plain  that  he  did  not  know  how  to  exist  without 
his  darling  ;  but  he  was  charmed  with  the  invitation, 
and  Caroline  was  pleased  to  see  that  he  did  not  regard 
her  as  his  grandchild’s  rival,  but  as  representing  the 
cherished  playmate  of  his  youth. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  RIVAL  HEIRESSES. 

You  smile,  their  eager  ways  to  see, 

But  mark  their  choice  when  they 
To  choose  their  sportive  garb  are  free, 

The  moral  of  their  play. 

Keble. 

One  curious  part  of  the  reticence  of  youth  is  that 
which  relates  to  its  comprehension  of  grown-up  affairs, 
There  is  a  smile  with  which  the  elders  greet  any 
question  on  the  subject,  half  of  wonder,  half  of  amuse¬ 
ment,  which  is  perfectly  intolerable  to  the  young,  who 
remain  thinking  that  they  are  regarded  as  presump¬ 
tuous  and  absurd,  and  thus  will  do  anything  rather 
than  expose  themselves  to  it  again. 

Thus  it  was  that  Mrs.  Brownlow  flattered  herself 
that  her  children  never  put  two  and  two  together  when 
she  let  them  know  of  the  discovery  of  their  relation¬ 
ship.  Paitly  she  judged  by  herself.  She  was  never 
in  the  habit  of  forecasting,  and  for  so  clever  and 
spirited  a  woman,  she  thought  wonderfully  little. 
She  had  plenty  of  intuitive  sense,  decided  rapidly  and 
cleaily,  and  could  easily  throw  herself  in  other  peopled 
thoughts,  but  she  seldom  reflected,  analysed  or 
moralised,  save  on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  She  lived 
chiefly  in  the  present,  and  the  chief  events  of  her 
life  had  all  come  so  suddenly  and  unexpectedly 
upon  her,  that  she  was  all  the  less  inclined  to  guess 
at  the  future,  having  always  hitherto  been  taken  by 
surprise.  y 

So,  when  Jock  observed  in  public— “  Mother,  they 
say  at  Kencroft  that  the  old  miser  ought  to  ’leave 
you  half  his  money.  Do  you  think  he  will  ?  ”  it  was 
with  perfect  truth  that  she  answered,  “  I  don’t  think 
at  all  about  it.” 

It  was  taken  in  the  family  as  an  intimation  that  she 
would  not  talk  about  it,  and  while  she  supposed  that 
the  children  drew  no  conclusions,  they  thought  the  more. 
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Allen  was  gone  to  Eton,  but  Janet  and  Bobus  had 
many  discussions  over  their  chemical  experiments, 
about  possibilities  and  probabilities,  odd  compounds  of 
cleverness  and  ignorance. 

“  Mother  must  be  heir-at-law,  for  her  grandmother 
was  eldest,”  said  Janet. 

“A  woman  can’t  be  heir-at-law,”  said  Bobus. 

“The  Salique  law  doesn’t  come  into  England.” 

“Yes  it  does,  for  Sir  John  Gray  got  Graysnest  only 
last  year,  instead  of  the  old  man’s  daughter. 

“Then  how  comes  the  Queen  to  be  Queen?” 

“  Besides,” — Bobus  shifted  his  ground  to  another 
possibility — “when  there’s  nobody  but  a  lot  of  women, 
the  thing  goes  into  abeyance  among  them.” 

“  Who  gets  it,  then  ?  ” 

“  Chancery,  I  suppose,  or  some  of  the  lawyers. 
They  are  all  blood-suckers.” 

“I’m  sure,”  said  Janet,  superior  by  three  years  of 
wisdom,  “  that  abeyance  only  happens  about  Scotch 
peerages  ;  and  if  he  has  not  made  a  will,  mother  will 
be  heiress.” 

“  Only  halves  with  that  black  Undine  of  Allen’s,” 
sturdily  persisted  Bobus.  “  Is  she  coming  here, 
Janet  ?  ” 

“Yes,  to-morrow.  I  did  not  think  we  wanted 
another  child  about  the  house  ;  Essie  and  Ellie  are 
quite  enough.” 

“  If  mother  gets  rich  she  won’t  have  all  that  teaching 
to  bother  her,”  said  Bobus. 

“And  I  can  go  on  with  my  education,”  said  Janet. 

“  Girl’s  education  does  not  signify,”  said  Bobus. 
“Now  I  shall  be  able  to  get  the  very  best  instruction 
in  physical  science,  and  make  some  great  discovery. 
If  I  could  only  go  and  study  at  Halle,  instead  of  going 
on  droning  here.” 

“  Oh  !  boys  can  always  get  educated  if  they  choose. 
You  are  going  to  Eton  or  Winchester  after  this  term.” 

“Not  if  I  can  get  any  sense  into  mother.  I  don’t 
want  to  waste  my  time  on  those  stupid  classics  and 
athletics.  I  say,  Janet,  it’s  time  to  see  whether  the 
precipitation  has  taken  place.” 
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end  of  the  a ttl  f  7  expenments  together,  in  Bobus’s 
*  r  tt  C}  t0  an  extent  that  might  make  the 
piesence  of  a  strange  child  in  the  house  dangerous  to 
herself  as  well  as  to  everyone  else  Udrh>erous  to 

he“'  ““ 

creature  was  wond^lty  f^he 

r? sr -‘CS  sriSf 

to  halTostess  '°forlneK  ‘  "  S',e  obs«'ved,  graciously, 

“  A  a  ’  /or  you  are  my  cousin  and  a  ladv  ” 

«  fnd  piaJ  Yhat  are  you  ?  ”  asked  Janet  7‘ 

de  MeTel t  “Xd  tt  dEIVira,  M4  de  G-dalupe 

ousness  so  ’an  Sh  a ini  that  f ’  T“h  a,nauid  *>"£- 
courtesy  ;  and  made  a  ‘“eking 


the 


With  some  disappointment  at  Ail  ,  f  iaay  • 
little  Donna  motioned  Bobl  to  fit  hv  f“5  the 
dinner-time,  and  when  her  grandfather  fed  d  •  6  at 

what  later  to  wish  her  ernnd  •  •  ,kedm-some" 

fear  of  her  insisting  ™.  -  dy  ’  mms!ed  hope  and 

cared  for  nothing  but  his  adm'if  .10me  with  him,  she 

kings  and  queens  with  Armine  '°nd° Bad  play!n?  at 
cotton  velvet  train  of  the  *2,  “d  Bafba/a> 

“No,  she  did  not  want  to  go  hom  °=P 
wanted  to  go  back  to  River  Hollo w°  “Ver 

the  assurance  that  "he 'hadf  h™  itU1"  sIle  had  extorted 

The  old  man  went  awaf'bfesISrMt^B”0™!”8-. 
kindness  to  his  child  and  ]Li  •  Br°wnlow’s 

for  muttering  that  itwif  scouted 

srsar  chai”f:  ^ 

Brownlow  hold  her  up  in  his  arm’s  SgShSa" 
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off  his  own  favourite  double  cherry  ;  and  when  Mother 
Carey  demurred,  she  beguiled  Aunt  Ellen  into  taking 
her  on  her  own  responsibility  to  the  dancing  lessons  at 
the  assembly  rooms. 

There  she  electrified  the  dancing-master,  and  all 
beholders,  seeming  to  catch  inspiration  from  the  music, 
and  floating  along  with  a  wondrous  swimming  grace, 
as  her  dainty  feet  twinkled,  her  arms  wreathed  them¬ 
selves,  and  her  eyes  shone  with  enjoyment. 

If  she  could  only  have  always  danced,  or  acted  in 
the  garden  !  Armine’s  and  Babie’s  perpetual  romantic 
dramas  were  all  turned  by  her  into  homage  to  one 
and  the  same  princess.  She  never  knew  or  cared 
whether  she  were  goddess  or  fairy,  Greek  or  Briton, 
provided  she  had  the  crown  and  train  ;  but  as  Babie 
much  preferred  action  "to  magnificence,  they  got  on 
wonderfully  well  without  disputes.  There  was  a 
continual  performance,  endless  as  a  Chinese  tragedy, 
of  Spenser’s  Faery  Queene,  in  which  Elfie  was  always 
Gloriana,  and  Armine  and  Babie  were  everybody  else 
in  turn,  except  the  wicked  characters,  who  were  repre¬ 
sented  by  the  cabbages  and  a  dummy. 

“  Reading  was  horrid,”  Elvira  said,  and  certainly 
hers  deserved  the  epithet.  Her  attainments  fell  far 
behind  those  of  Essie  and  Ellie,  and  she  did  not  mean 
to  improve  them.  Her  hostess  let  her  alone  till  she  had 
twice  shaken  her  rich  mane  at  her  grandfather,  and 
refused  to  return  with  him ;  and  he  had  shown  himself 
deeply  grateful  to  Mrs.  Brownlow  for  keeping  her  there, 
and  had  said  he  hoped  she  was  good  at  her  lessons. 

The  first  trial  resulted  in  Elvira’s  going  to  sleep 
over  her  book,  the  next  in  her  playing  all  sorts  of 
ridiculous  tricks,  and  sulking  when  stopped,  and  when 
she  was  forbidden  to  speak  or  go  out  till  she  had 
repeated  three  answers  in  the  multiplication  table,  she 
was  the  next  moment  singing  and  dancing  in  defiance 
in  the  garden.  Caroline  did  not  choose  to  endure 
this,  and  went  to  fetch  her  in,  thus  producing  such  a 
screaming,  kicking,  rolling  fury  that  Mrs.  Coffinkey 
might  have  some  colour  for  the  statement  that  Mrs. 
Folly  Brownlow  was  murdering  all  her  children.  The 
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cook,  as  the  strongest  person  in  the  house,  was  called 
earned  her  in  and  put  her  to  bed,  where  she  fell  sound 
asleep,  and  woke,  hungry,  in  high  spirits,  and  without 
an  atom  of  compunction. 

When  called  to  lessons  she  replied— “No,  I’m  going 
back  to  grandpapa.”  s  s 

“  Very  well,”  was  all  Caroline  answered,  thinking 
wholesome  neglect  the  best  treatment 

In  an  hour’s  time  Mr.  Gould  made  his  appearance 
with  Ins  grandchild  She  had  sought  him  out  among 
the  pigs  m  the  market-place,  pulled  him  by  the  coat 
and  insisted  on  being  taken  home.  ^  ’ 

His  politeness  was  great,  but  he  was  plainly  delighted 

f  l  TT1Cd  t0,beHeVe  that  her  demfnd  sprang 
affection  and  not  naughtiness.  Elvira  stood 
caressing  him,  barely  vouchsafing  to  look  at  her  hostess 
and  declaring  that  she  never  meant  to  come  back. 

.Not  a  fortnight  had  passed,  however,  before  she 
burst  upon  them  again,  kissing  them  all  round  and 
reiterating  that  she  hated  her  aunt,  and  would  live 
with  Mother  Carey.  Mr.  Gould  had  waited  to  be 
pi  operly  ushered  in.  He  was  distressed  and  apologetic 

T hlr\  fubeen  f°rCed  to  do  his  tyrant’s  behest’ 
There  had  been  more  disturbances  than  ever  between 

her  and  her  aunt,  and  Mrs.  Gould  had  declared  tha 
she  would  not  manage  the  child  any  longer  while 
Elvira  was  still  more  vehement  to  return  to  Mother 
f 1Cy{  y°u  d  Mrs.  Brownlow  recommend  some 
schoo!  or  family  where  the  child  would  be  well  cared 

for  .  Mrs.  Brownlow  did  more,  offering  herself  to 
undertake  the  charge.  S  uersen  to 

Spite  of  all  the  naughtiness,  she  loved  the  beautiful 
u  C1  eature,  and  could  not  bear  to  think  of  intrusting 
Wi  to  strangers ;  she  knew,  too,  that  her  brother  and 

p  an^M^o  ;10  °^ectio1}’  and  il;  was  the  obvious 
1  i  Vu  iT?  ld  would  make  some  small  payment 

wlfoffended  1  h“  ^’father  wtefshe 

She  drew  herself  up  with  childish  pride  and  grace, 
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saying,  “  I  will  attend  to  Mrs.  Brownlow,  for  she  is  my 
cousin  and  my  equal.” 

To  a  certain  degree  the  little  maiden  kept  her  word. 
She  was  the  favourite  plaything  of  the  boys,  and  got 
on  well  with  Babie,  who  was  too  bright  and  yielding 
to  quarrel  with  any  one. 

But  Janet’s  elder-sisterly  authority  was  never 
accepted  by  the  newcomer.  “  I  couldn’t  mind  her, 
she  looked  so  ugly,”  said  she  in  excuse  ;  and  probably 
the  heavy,  brown,  dull  complexion  and  large  features 
were  repulsive  in  themselves  to  the  sensitive  fancy  ot 
the  creature  of  life  and  beauty.  At  any  rate,  they 
were  jarring  elephants,  as  said  Eleanor,  who  was 
growing  ambitious,  and  sometimes  electrified  the 
public  with  curious  versions  of  the  long  words  more 
successfully  used  by  Armine  and  Babie. 

Caroline  succeeded  in  modelling  a  very  lovely 
profile  in  bas-relief  of  the  exquisite  little  head,  and 
then  had  it  photographed.  Mary  Ogilvie,  coming 
to  Kenminster  as  usual  when  her  holidays  began  in 
J  une,  found  the  photograph  in  the  place  of  honour  on 
her  brother’s  chimney-piece,  and  a  little  one  beside  it 
of  the  artist  herself. 

So  far  as  Carey  herself  was  concerned,  Mary  was 
much  better  satisfied.  She  did  not  look  so  worn  or  so 
flighty,  and  had  a  quieter  and  more  really  cheerful 
tone  and  manner,  as  of  one  who  had  settled  into  her 
home  and  occupations.  She  had  made  friends,  too — 
few,  but  worth  having ;  and  there  were  those  who  pro¬ 
nounced  the  Folly  the  pleasantest  house  in  Kenminster, 
and  regarded  the  five  o’clock  tea,  after  the  weekly 
physical  science  lecture  at  the  school,  as  a  delightful 
institution. 

Of  course,  the  schoolmaster  was  one  of  these  ;  and 
when  Mary  found  how  all  his  paths  tended  to  the 
Pagoda,  she  hated  herself  for  being  a  suspicious  old 
duenna.  Nevertheless,  she  could  not  but  be  alarmed 
by  finding  that  her  project  of  a  walking  tour  through 
Brittany  was  not,  indeed,  refused,  but  deferred,  with 
excuses  about  having  work  to  finish,  being  in  no 
hurry,  and  the  like. 
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“  l  think  y°n  ought  to  go/’  said  Mary  at  last 
dr  no  ought  in  the  case.  Last  year  the  work 

Lagged,  and  was  oppressive ;  but  you  see  how 

different  it  has  become.” 

“  That  is  the  very  reason,”  said  Mary  the  colour 
Hyrng  to  her  cheeks.  « It  will  not  do  to  s^'ay  inge  ing 

hde  as  we  did  last  summer,  and  not  only  on  you? 

own  account.  y  11 

is  n  ' ou.jieed  be  afraid,”  was  the  muttered  answer 

as  David  bent  down  his  head  over  the  exercise  he 
was  correcting.  She  made  no  answer,  and  erf  W 

but  hni  not^’  1  1  f011/  mean  tkat  ker  equal  exists, 

sptl  on/pl.» uch  a  f001  -  t0  ddude  with  i 

“  S]ie  is  too  nice  for  that,”  said  Mary. 

•  C?  iS°’  ke  s.aid>  glad  to  relieve  himself  when  the 

«Ah  re  Present  ui  the  flesh  ” 

think  you  wilV  Pi”8  ‘°  Weaf  thlt  °Ut  ?  '  For  1  don't 

petulantly  ^VvelU  n0  he  answered,  rather 

thing  that'must  w  hS  me  l/fe  Tf" 

she  may  turn  out  heiress  to  the  old’maf  t  b“ 

*  not  be  ^ » 
toS  mr^.rtTlf  .T  “d  is  ™. 

am  sure  sTeh/u’seM  1  “  her,  and  I 

trusts  me  about  her  boys.”  ’  d  1  think  she 

But  what  is  it  to  come  to  ?  ” 

“I  ,have  thought  of  that.  Understand  rw  n  • 
enough  for  me  to  live  near  hp-  n  a  u  Ud  tkat  k  ls 
of  some  little  service  to  her.”  ’  "  1  now  and  then 
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“You  troubadour !  ” 

They  were  interrupted  by  a  note,  which  Mr.  Ogilvie 
read,  and  handed  to  his  sister  with  a  smile 

“Dear  Mr.  Ogilvie,— Could  you  and  Mary  make 
it  convenient  to  look  in  this  evening?  Bobus  has 
hoi  lifted  his  uncle  by  declining  to  go  up  for  a  scholar¬ 
ship  at  Eton,  or  Winchester,  and  I  should  be  very 
glad  to  talk  it  over  with  you.  Also,  I  shall  have 
to  ask  you  to  take  little  Armine  into  school  after 
the  holidays. 

“Yours  sincerely, 

“  C.  O.  Brownlow.” 

“  What  does  the  boy  mean  ?  ”  asked  Mary.  “  I 
thought  he  was  the  pride  of  your  heart.” 

“  So  he  is  ;  but  he  is  ahead  of  his  fellows,  and  ought 
to  be  elsewhere.  All  measures  have  been  taken  for 
sending  him  up  to  stand  at  one  of  the  public  schools, 
but  I  thought  him  very  passive  about  it.  He  is  an 
odd  boy — reserved  and  self-concentrated- — quite  be¬ 
yond  his  uncle’s  comprehension,  and  likely  to  become 
headstrong  at  a  blind  exercise  of  authority.” 

“  I  used  to  like  Allen  best,”  said  Mary. 

“  He  is  the  pleasantest,  but  there’s  more  solid  stuff  in 
Bobus.  That  boy’s  school  character  is  perfect,  except 
for  a  certain  cool  opinionativeness,  which  seldom  comes 
out  with  me,  but  greatly  annoys  the  undermasters.” 

“  Is  he  a  prig  ?  ” 

“Well,  yes,  I’m  afraid  he  is.  He’s  unpopular,  for 
he  does  not  care  for  games ;  but  his  brother  is  popular 
enough  for  both.” 

“  Jock  ? — the  monkey  !  ” 

“  His  brains  run  to  mischief.  I’ve  had  to  set  him 
more  impositions .  than  any  boy  in  the  school,  and 
actually  to  take  his  form  myself,  for  simply  the  under¬ 
masters  can’t  keep  up  discipline  or  their  own  tempers. 
As  to  poor  M.  le  Blanc,  I  find  him  dancing  and 
shrieking  with  fury  in  the  midst  of  a  circle  of  snorting, 
giggling  boys  ;  and  when  he  points  out  ce  petit  monstre, 
Jock  coolly  owns  to  having  translated  ‘  Croquons  lesj 
Yt  us  croquet  them  ;  or  ‘  Je  suis  bless q’  I  am  blest.” 
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effIwescehncei“fUSi0n  °f  b‘'a“S  pr°d“CeS  t0°  much 

n  "  ’  J?ut  tke  whole  school  has  profited,  and  none 

so  than  No.  2  of  the  other  family,  who  has  quite 
passed  his  elder  brother,  and  is  above  his  namesake 

I  CaSu  PloddmS  ability  versus  idle 

one’s  boy?”1'  &  ’  h°W  *Httle  °ne  can  know  of 

“  °.r  one’s  &irIs.”  said  Mary,  thinking  of  governess 
experiences.  b 

It  was  a  showery  summer  evening  when  the  brother 
and  sister  walked  up  to  the  Folly  in  a  partial  clearing 

W  1Cn  tbe  evening  sun  made  every  bush  twinkle  ah 
over  with  diamond  drops.  Childish  voices  were  heard 
neai  the  gate,  and  behind  a  dripping  laurel  were  seen 
Elvira, _  Armine,  and  Barbara  engaged  in  childhood's 

Un£Whn!  TQmpt  t0  CXpl0re  the  centre  of  the  eart 
asked.  y°U  eXPCCt  t0  find  there?”  the7  were 

Lltt!e  kobolds,  with  pointed  caps,  playing  at  ball 
with  rubies  and  emeralds,  and  digging  with  <r0lden 
spades,”  answered  Babie.  •  &  g  Qen 

“Tln^A1  they  ,sha11  &ive  me  an  opal  ring,”  said  Elfie 
But  Aimme  does  not  want  the  kobolds  ” 

G  ™  S^S  -,they  are  bad’”  said  Babie-  “  Now  are 
hey,  Mr  Ogilvie  ?  I  know  elder  women  are  aTd  erl 
kings  and  mist  widows,  but  poor  Neck,  that  sat  on  the 
water  and  played  his  harp,  wasn't  bad,  and  the  dear 

bad  el'vesl  “S  WC1'e  “  k“’d  a‘’d  funny-  Now  are  ^ey 
Her  voice  was  full  of  earnest  pleading  and  Mr 

eki ‘could  w"  Virkd  iD,the  sPiritual  condition  of 
ill  of  their  kUd  reP  7  b7  aSkmg  Why  A™”6  bought 

distort  and  Sf7-!^  naSt^  little  things  that  wa”t  to 

-wC  bTlder  °ne  111  the  real  great  search  " 

What  search,  my  boy  ?  ” 

F01  the  source  of  everything,”  said  Armine 
iowenng  his  voice  and  looking  into  &  muddy  to  e 

„  vllt  ,ihat.  !S  abwe>  not  beJow,”  said  Mary 
Yes,  said  Armme  reverently;  “but  I  think  God 
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put  life  and  the  beginning  of  growing  into  the  earth, 
and  I  want  to  find  it." 

“Isn’t  it  Truth?”  said  Babie.  “Mr.  Acton  said 
Truth  was  at  the  bottom  of  a  well.  I  won’t  look  at 
the  kobolds  if  they  keep  one  from  seeing  Truth.” 

“But  I  must  get  my  ring  and  all  my  jewels  from 
them,”  put  in  Elfie. 

“Should  you  know  Truth?”  asked  Mr.  Ogilvie. 
“  What  do  you  think  she  is  like  ?  ” 

“  So  beautiful !  ”  said  Babie,  clasping  her  fingers  with 
earnestness.  “All  white  and  clear  like  crystal,  with 
such  blue,  sweet,  open  eyes.  And  she  has  an  anchor.” 

“  That’s  Hope  ?  ”  said  Armine. 

“Oh!  Hope  and  Truth  go  hand  in  hand,”  said 
Babie  ;  “and  Hope  will  be  all  robed  in  green  like  the 
young  corn-fields  in  the  spring.” 

“Ah,  Babie,  that  emerald  Hope  and  crystal  Truth 
are  not  down  in  the  earth,  earthy,”  said  Mary  again. 

“Nay,  perhaps  Armine  has  got -hold  of  a  reality,” 
said  Mr.  Ogilvie.  “  They  are  to  be  found  above  by 
working  below.” 

“Talking  paradox  to  Armine?”  said  the  cheerful 
voice  of  the  young  mother.  “  My  dear  sprites,  do  you 
know  that  it  is  past  eight  !  How  wet  you  are  !  Good 
night,  and  mind  you  don’t  go  upstairs  in  those  boots.” 

“It  is  quite  comfortable  to  hear  anything  so  common¬ 
place,”  said  Mary,  when  the  children  had  run  away,  to 
the  sound  of  its  reiteration  after  full  interchange  of 
good  nights.  “  Those  imps  make  one  feel  quite  eerie.” 

“  Has  Armine  been  talking  in  that  curious  fashion 
of  his,”  said  Carey,  as  they  began  to  pace  the  walks. 
“Iam  afraid  his  thinker  is  too  big — as  the  child  says 
in  Miss  Ty tier’s  book.  This  morning  over  his  parsing 
he  asked  me — ‘Mother,  which  is  reallest ,  what  we 
touch  or  what  we  feel  ?  ’  knitting  his  brows  fearfully 
when  I  did  not  catch  his  meaning,  and  going  on— ‘  I 
mean  is  that  fly  as  real  as  King  David  ?  ’  and  then  as 
I  was  more  puzzled  he  went  on — ‘You  see  we  only 
need  just  see  that  fly  now  with  our  outermost  senses, 
and  he  will  only  live  a  little  while,  and  nobody  cares 
or  will  think  of  him  any  more,  but  everybody  always 
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does  think,  and  feel,  and  care  a  great  deal  about  King 
David.  I  told  him,  as  the  best  answer  I  could  make 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  that  David  was  alive  in 
Heaven,  but  he  pondered  in  and  broke  out — ‘  No 
thats  not  it  !  David  was  a  real  man,  but  it  is  just  the 
same  about  Perseus  and  Siegfried,  and  lots  of  people 
that  never  were  men,  only  just  thoughts.  Ain’t 
thoughts  realtor  than  things,  mother  ?  ’  ” 

MaryUt  mUch  worse  for  him>  1  should  say,”  exclaimed 

I  thought  of  Pisistratus  Caxton,  and  wrote  to  Mr. 
nn?t™j  ^  IS  a  g'^at  pity,  but  I  am  afraid  he  ought 

to  his  mJnd”  °n  S  lgS  tiH  MS  b°dy  is  Srown  up 

Lca£prTAremedy  being  too 


clever”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie.  “You  are  wise  It“is 
pity  but  lt  wr  I  be  all  the  better  for  him  by-and-bv  ” 
And  the  elder  ones  will  take  care  the  seasoning  H 
,t0?  seprf  Caroline,  with  a  resolution  fhe 
could  hardly  have  shown  if  this  had  been  her  first 
launch  of  a  son.  “But  it  was  about  Bobus  that  I 
wanted  to  consult  you.  His  uncle  thinks  him 
headstrong  and  conceited,  if  not  lazy  ” 

“  Lazy  he  is  certainly  not.” 

“ 1  knew  you  would  say  so,  but  the  Colonel  cannot 
entei  into  his  wish  to  have  more  physical  science  and 
css  classics  and  will  not  hear  of  fiis  going  to  Germany 

young.”3  1  "  WiShCS)  th°Ugh  1  am  s-e  ^  t too 

mo^»gL0t  t0  g°  «>ere  till  his  character  is  much 

„  ^fkat  do  you  think  of  his  going  on  here  ?  ” 
thats  a  temptation  I  ought  to  resist  He  will 
soon  have  out-stripped  the  other  boys  so  that  I  cou  d 

betoe  withmoH  ab'tenti°n  ',e  “d  besides  tte 

invaluable  to  ht.”  ^  ”0re  Ws  e1uals'  w°“ld  be 
“  Well,.  he  js  rather  bumptious.” 

“  Nothing  is  worse  for  a  lad  of  that  sort-  rw  u  ■ 
cock  of  the  walk.  It  spoils  him  often  for  life”  b  g 
I  know  exactly  the  sort  of  man  you  mean,  always 
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liking  to  lay  down  the  law  and  talking-  to  women 
instead  of  men,  because  they  don’t  argue  with  him. 
No,  Bobus  must  not  come  to  that,  and  he  is  too  young 
to  begin  special  training.  Will  you  talk  to  him,  Mr. 
Ogilvie  ?  You  know  if  my  horse  is  not  convinced  I 
may  bring  him  to  the  water,  but  it  will  be  all  in  vain.” 

They  had  reached  the  outside  of  the  window  of  the 
dining-room,  where  the  school-boys  were  learning  their 
lessons  for  the  morrow.  Bobus  was  sitting  at  the  table 
with  a  small  lamp  so  shaded  as  to  concentrate  the 
light  on  him  and  to  afford  it  to  no  one  else.  On  the 
floor  was  a  servant’s  flat  candlestick,  mounted  on  a 
pile  of  books,  between  one  John  sprawling  at  full 
length  preparing  his  Virgil,  the  other  cross-legged, 
working  a  sum  with  ink  from  a  doll’s  tea-cup  placed 
in  the  candlestick,  and  all  the  time  there  was  a 
wonderful  mumbling  accompaniment,  as  there  always 
was  between  those  two. 

“  I  say,  what  does  pulsum  come  from  ?  ” 

“What  a  brute  this  is  of  a  fraction  !  Skipjack,  what 
will  go  in  639  and  852  ?  ” 

“  Pulsum,  a  pulse — volat,  flies.  Eh  !  Three’ll  do  it. 
Or  common  measure  it  at  once.” 

“  Bother  common  measure.  The  threes  in - ” 

“  Fama,  fame ;  volat,  flies ;  pulsum,  the  pulse ; 
cecisse,  to  have  ceased  ;  paternis  regnis,  in  the  paternal 
kingdom.  I  say  wouldn’t  that  rile  Perkins  like 
fun  ?  ” 

“The  threes  in  seven — two — in  eighteen - ” 

“  I  say,  J  ohnny,  is  pulsum  from  pulco  f  ” 

“Never  heard  of  it.” 

“  Bobus,  is  it  pulco,  pulxi,  pulsum  ?” 

“  Pulco — P  make  an  ass  of  myself,”  muttered  Bobus, 
“  O  murder,”  groaned  J  ohnny,  "  it  has  come 
out  213.” 

“Not  half  so  much  murder  as  this  pulsum.  Why  it 
will  go  in  them  both.  I  can  see  with  half  an  eye.” 

“  Isn’t  it  petto- — pulsum  f  ” 

“  Pello,  to  drive  out.  Hurrah  !  That  fits  it.” 

“Look  out,  Skipjack,  there’s  a  moth.” 

“  Anything  worth  having  ?  ”  demanded  Bobus. 
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“  Onty  a  grass  eggar.  Farna,  fame  ;  volat,  flies  ; 
Idomceea  ducem,  that  Idomseeus  the  leader ;  pulsuwt , 
expelled.  Get  out,  I  say,  you  foolish  beggar  ”  (to  the 
moth). 

Nevermind  catching  him,”  said  Bobus,  “we’ve  got 
dozens.” 

Yes,  but  I  don  t  want  him  frizzling  alive  in  my 
candle.” 

Don  t  kick  up  such  a  shindy,”  broke  out  Johnny, 
as  a  much  stained  handkerchief  came  flapping  about. 

You  ve  blotted  my  sum.  Thunder  and  ages  !  ”  as 
the  candlestick  toppled  over,  ink  and  all. &  “  That 


is  a  go 


o 

' 1  saD  Bobus,  lend  us  your  Guy  Fawkes  to  pick  up 
the  pieces.” 

“Not  if  I  know  it,”  said  Bobus.  “You  always 
smash  things.” 

“There’s,  a  specimen  of  the  way  we  learn  oui 
lessons,  said  Caroline,  in  a  low  voice,  still  unseen,  as 
Bobus  wiped,  sheathed,  and  pocketed  his  favourite  pen 
then  proceeded  to  turn  down  the  lamp,  but  allowed  the 
otheis  to  relight  their  candle  at  the  expiring  wick. 

The  lesults  are  fair,  ’  said  Mr.  Ogilvie. 

“I  think  of  your  carpet,”  said  Mary,  quaintly. 

VVe  always  lay  down  an  ancient  floorcloth  in  the 
bay  window  before  the  boys  come  home,”  said  Carev 
laughing.  «  Here,  Bobus.” 

And  as  he  came  out  headforemost  at  the  window 
the  two  ladies  discreetly  drew  off  to  leave  the 
conversation  free. 

“  So,  Brownlow,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie,  “  I  hear  you  don’t 
want  to  try  your  luck  elsewhere.” 

“  No,  sir.” 

“Do  you  object  to  telling  me  why  ?  ” 

r,  f/  SCe,n°,  ,USG  ,m  lt”  said  Bobus>  never  shy,  and 
fuidier  aided  by  the  twilight;  “I  do  quite  well  enough 

“  Should  you  not  do  better  in  a  larger  field  amono 
a  higher  stamp  of  boys  ?  ”  *  g 

“  Bublic  school  boys  are  such  fools  !  ” 

And  what  are  the  Kenites  ?  ” 
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“  Well,  not  much,”  said  Bobus,  with  a  twitch  in  the 
corner  of  his  mouth  ;  “  but  I  can  keep  out  of  their  way.” 

“  Y ou  mean  that  you  have  gained  your  footing, 
and  don’t  want  to  have  to  do  it  again.” 

“Not  only  that,  sir,”  said  the  boy,  “but  at  a  public 
school  you’re  fagged,  and  forced  to  go  in  for  cricket 
and  football.” 

“  You  would  soon  get  above  that.” 

“Yes,  but  even  then  you  get  no  peace,  and  are 
nobody  unless  you  go  in  for  all  that  stuff  of  athletics 
and  sports.  I  hate  it  all,  and  don’t  want  to  waste 
my  time.” 

“I  don’t  think  you  are  quite  right  as  to  there  being 
no  distinction  without  athletics.” 

“Allen  says  it  is  so  now.” 

“Allen  may  be  a  better  judge  of  the  present  state  oi 
things,  but  I  should  think  there  was  always  a  studious 
set  who  were  respectable.” 

“  Besides,”  proceeded  Bobus,  warming  with  his 
subject,  “I  see  no  good  in  nothing  but  classics.  I 
don’t  care  what  ridiculous  lies  some  old  man  who  never 
existed,  or  else  was  a  dozen  people  at  once,  told  about 
a  lot  of  ruffians  who  never  lived,  killing  each  other  at 
some  place  that  never  was.  I  like  what  you  can  lay 
your  finger  on,  and  say  it’s  here,  it’s  true,  and  I  can 
prove  it,  and  explain  it,  and  improve  on  it.” 

“If  you  can,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie,  struck  by  the  contrast 
with  the  little  brother. 

“  That’s  what  I  want  to  do,”  said  Bobus  ;  “  to  deal 
with  real  things,  not  words  and  empty  fancies.  I  know 
languages  are  necessary  ;  but  if  one  can  read  a  Latin 
book,  and  understand  a  Greek  technical  term,  that’s 
all  that  is  of  use.  If  my  uncle  won’t  let  me  study 
physical  science  in  Germany,  I  had  rather  go  on  here, 
where  I  can  be  let  alone  to  study  it  for  myself.” 

“  I  do  not  think  you  understand  what  you  would 
throw  away.  What  is  the  difference  between  Higg, 
the  bone-setter,  and  Dr.  Leslie  ?  ” 

“  Higg  can  do  that  one  thing  just  by  instinct.  He 
is  uneducated.” 

“And  in  a  measure  it  is  so  with  ail  who  throw 
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themselves  into  some  special  pursuit  without  waitiim 
for  the.  mind  and  character  to  have  full  training  and 
expansion.  If  you  mean  to  be  a  great  surgeon—^-” 

“  I  don’t  mean  to  be  a  surgeon.” 

“A  physician  then.” 

“  No,  sir.  Please  don’t  let  my  mother  fancy  I  mean 
to  be  in  practice,  at  everyone’s  beck  and  call.  I’ve 
seen  too  much  of  that.  I  mean  to  get  a  professorship 
and  have  time  and  apparatus  for  researches,  so  as  to 
get  to  the  bottom  of  everything,”  said  the  boy,  with 
the  vast  purposes  of  his  age. 

“  Your  chances  will  be  much  better  if  you  go  up  from 
a  public  school,  trained  in  accuracy  by  the  thorouo-h 
work  of  language,  and  made  more  powerful  by  the  very 
fact  of  not  having  followed  merely  your  own  bent 
Your  contempt  for  the  classics  shows  how  one-sided 
you  are  growing.  Besides,  I  thought  you  knew  that 
the  days  are  over  of  unmitigated  classics.  You  would 
have  many  more  opportunities,  and  much  better  ones 
of  studying  physical  science  than  I  can  provide  for 
you  here. 

This  was  a  new  light  to  Bobus,  and  when  Mr.  Omlvie 
proved  its  truth  to  him,  and  described  the  facilities  he 

T°U  v  J-iaVG  for  tIie  stuciy>  he  allowed  that  it  made  all 
the  difference. 

Meantime  the  two  ladies  had  gone  in,  Mary  asking- 
where  Janet  was.  7 

“  Gone  with  Jessie  and  her  mother  to  a  birthday 
party  at  Polesworth  Lawn.”  ^ 

“  Not  a  good  day  for  it.” 

“  It  is  the  perplexing  sort  of  day  that  no  one  knows 
whether  to  call  it  fine  or  wet  ;  but  Ellen  decided  on 
going,  as  they  were  to  dance  in  the  hall  if  it  rained 
I  m  sure  her  kindness  is  great,  for  she  takes  infinite 
trouble  to  make  Janet  producible!  Poor  Janet  you 
know  dressing  her  is  like  hanging  clothes  on  a  wooden 
peg,  and  a  peg  that  won’t  stand  still,  and  has  curious 
theories  of  the  beautiful,  carried  out  in  a  still  more 
curious  way.  So  when,  in  terror  of  our  aunt,  the  whole 
female  household  have  done  their  best  to  turn  out 
Miss  Janet  respectable,  between  this  house  and  Ken- 
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croft,  she  contrives  to  give  herself  some  twitch,  or  else  is 
seized  with  an  idea  of  the  picturesque,  which  sets  every¬ 
one  wondering  that  I  let  her  go  about  such  a  figure. 
Then  Ellen  and  Jessie  put  a  tie  here,  and  a  pin  there, 
and  reduce  the  chaotic  mass  to  order.” 

It  was  not  long  before  Janet  appeared,  and  Jessie 
with  her,  the  latter  having  been  set  down  to  give  a 
message.  The  two  girls  were  dressed  in  the  same  light 
black-and-white  checked  silk  of  early  youth,  one  with 
pink  ribbons  and  the  other  with  blue  ;  but  the  contrast 
was  the  more  apparent,  for  one  was  fresh  and  crisp, 
while  the  other  was  flattened  and  tumbled ;  one  said 
everything  had  been  delightful,  the  other  that  it  had 
all  been  very  stupid,  and  the  expression  made  even 
more  difference  than  the  complexion,  in  one  so  fair, 
fresh,  and  rosy,  in  the  other  so  sallow  and  muddled. 
Jessie  looked  so  sweet  and  bright,  that  when  she  had 
gone  Miss  Ogilvie  could  not  help  exclaiming,  “  How 
pretty  she  is  !  ” 

“Yes,  and  so  good-tempered  and  pleasant.  There 
is  something  always  restful  to  me  in  having  her  in 
the  room,”  said  Caroline. 

“Restful?”  said  Janet,  with  one  of  her  unamiable 
sneers.  “Yes,  she  and  IT  S.  H.  sent  me  off  to  sleep 
with  their  gossip  on  the  way  home  !  O  mother,  there’s 
another  item  for  the  Belforest  record.  Mr.  Barnes  has 
sent  off  all  his  servants  again,  even  the  confidential 
man  is  shipped  off  to  America.” 

“  You  seem  to  have  slept  with  one  ear  open,”  said 
her  mother.  “  And  oh  !  ”  as  Janet  took  off  her  gloves, 
“  I  hope  you  did  not  show  those  hands  !  ” 

“  I  could  not  eat  cake  without  doing  so,  and  Mr. 
Glover  supposed  I  had  been  photographing.” 

“And  what  had  you  been  doing  ?  ”  inquired  Mary, 
at  sight  of  the  brown  stains. 

“  Trying  chemical  experiments  with  Bobus,”  said 
her  mother. 

“Yes!”  cried  Janet,  “and  I've  found  out  why  we 
did  not  succeed.  I  thought  it  out  during  the  dancing.” 

“  Instead  of  cultivating  the  ‘  light  fantastic  toe,’  as 
th°-  Courier  calls  it.” 
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.  ,  ^  dan5jed  twice,  and  a  great  plague  it  was.  Only 
with  Mr.  Glover  and  with  a  stupid  little  middy.  I  was 
thinking  all  the  time  how  senseless  it  was.” 

“  How  agreeable  you  must  have  been  !  ” 

0n<7, can,t  be  agreeable  to  people  like  that.  Oh 
-bobus  !  as  he  came  into  the  room  with  Mr.  Ogilvie’ 
I  ve  found  out - ”  '  ’ 


“  I  thought  Jessie  was  here,”  he  interrupted. 

“  She’s  gone  home.  I  know  what  was  wron«- 
yesterday.  We  ought  to  have  isolated  the  hypo _ -” 

“Isolated  the  grandmother,”  said  Bobus.  “That 
has  nothing  to  do  with  it.” 

“  I’m  sure  of  it.  I’ll  show  you  how  it  acts  ” 

“  I’ll  show  you  just  the  contrary.” 

.  “  Not  to-night,”  cried  their  mother,  as  Bobus  began 
to  relight  the  lamp.  “You  two  explosives  are  quite 
penlous  enough  by  day  without  lamps  and  candles  ” 

„  J,ou  endure  a  great  deal,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie. 

Im  not  afraid  of  either  of  these  two  doing  an v- 
thmg  dangerous  singly,  for  they  are  both  careful,  but 
when  they  are  of  different  minds,  I  never  know  what 
the  collision  may  produce.” 

Yes>  said  Bobus,  “I’d  much  sooner  have  Tessie  to 

“PThle;-f°rnhe  doe,sw1hat  she  is  bid>  and  never  thinks.” 

“  ^?U  7omen  &ood  f°b’'  said  Janet. 

Uuite  tiue,  said  Bodus,  coolly. 

And  Mr.  Ogilvie  was  acknowledged  by  his  sister  to 

St  r  f  g°°d  dMd  that  “''S’'1’  the  Folly 

might  be  far  more  secure  when  Janet  tried  her 
experiments  alone. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

PUMPING  AWAY. 

The  rude  will  scuffle  through  with  ease  enough 
Great  schools  best  suit  the  sturdy  and  the  rourf/ 
boon  see  your  wish  fulfilled  in  either  child  * 
ie  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made’ wild. 

Cowper* 

Robert  Otway  Brownlow  came  r 

r°H  of  n«vly-elected  scholars  of  S.  Mary,  Winto^wd 
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his  master  was,  as  his  sister  declared,  unwholesomely 
proud  of  it,  even  while  he  gave  all  credit  to  the  Folly, 
and  none  to  himself. 

Still  Mary  had  her  way  and  took  him  to  Brittany, 
and  though  her  present  pupils  were  to  leave  the  school¬ 
room  at  Christmas,  she  would  bind  herself  to  no  fresh 
engagement,  thinking  that  she  had  better  be  free  to 
make  a  home  for  him,  whether  at  Ivenminster  or 
elsewhere. 

When  the  half-year  began  again  Bobus  was  a  good 
deal  missed,  Jock  was  in  a  severe  idle  fit,  and  Armine 
did  not  come  up  to  the  expectations  formed  of  him, 
and  was  found,  when  “  up  to  Mr.  Perkins,”  to  be  as 
bewildered  and  unready  as  other  people. 

All  the  work  in  the  school  seemed  flat  and  poor, 
except  perhaps  Johnny’s,  which  steadily  improved. 
Robert,  whose  father  wished  him  to  be  pushed  on  so 
as  to  be  fit  for  examination  for  Sandhurst,  opposed, 
to  all  pressure,  the  passive  resistance  of  stolidity.  He 
was  nearly  sixteen,  but  seemed  incapable  of  under¬ 
standing  that  compulsory  studies  were  for  his  good 
and  not  a  cruel  exercise  of  tyranny.  He  disdainfully 
rejected  an  offer  from  his  aunt  to  help  him  in  the 
French  and  arithmetic  which  had  become  imminent, 
while  of  the  first  he  knew  much  less  than  Babie,  and 
of  the  latter  only  as  much  as  would  serve  to  prevent 
his  being  daily  “  kept  in.” 

One  chilly  autumn  afternoon,  Armine  was  seen, 
even  by  the  unobservant  under-master,  to  be  shivering 
violently,  and  his  teeth  chattering  so  that  he  could 
not  speak  plainly. 

“You  ought  to  be  at  home,”  said  Mr.  Perkins. 
“  Here,  you,  Brownlow  maximus,  just  see  him  home, 
and  tell  his  mother  that  he  should  be  seen  to.” 

“  I  can  go  alone,”  Armine  tried  to  say  ;  but  Mr. 
Perkins  thought  the  head-master  could  not  say  he 
nesdected  one  who  was  felt  to  be  a  favoured  scholar  if 

o 

he  sent  his  cousin  with  him. 

So  presently  Armine  was  pushed  in  at  the  back 
door,  with  these  words  from  Rob  to  the  cook — “  Look 
here,  he’s  been  and  got  cold,  or  something.” 
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-  ^ob  disappeared,  and  Armine  struggled  in 
to  the  kitchen  fire,  white,  sobbing  and  panting,  and, 
as  the  compassionate  maids  discovered,  drenched 

with  heard  t0  fw0t’  hlS  hfir  soaked>  his  boots  squishing 
with  water.  His  mother  and  sisters  were  out  and 

comnound  miUf  Ued  ^  k°tteSt  draught  she  'could 
compound,  and  Emma  tugged  at  his  iackef  ttpv 

himfelf.11117  demanded  what  he  had  been  doing  to 

Nothing,”  he  said.  “I’ll  go  and  take  my  things 
u  ly  pl?ase  don  t  teh  mother.”  b 

w  “  A”  ?j|'.0,d  nurs;;.  who  had  tottered  in,  but  who 
-et  into  b  d y  C°mtrehend‘?e  emergencies  ;  “go  and 

wannlt  folhinU  '  Em“,a  Sha11  Come  “d 

the  matter TnlT  At  Ule  Uttle  boy  J  “  there's  nothing 
t]  a  2?  ,  b  and  mother  must  not  know  ” 

lake  my  word  for  it,”  said  cook,  “  that  child  have 

of^'boy6? "  by  th°Se  4?  bmtls6 

thcAon1v"fte  i^the’t  t0°  “Id  t0  Sit  “ywhere  but  by 
beg°ed  humb  v  to,  tUSe’  A'med  with  a  book  and 

him.  '  W11  6  the  maids  by  turns  pitied  and  questioned 

«No”he°U  haf  a  haccidenb  sir,”  asked  cook. 

1M  o,  he  wearily  said. 

thenilaVAia7as°hee  «,  f”8'.  Mythtog  t0.  yon, 

“  You  need  ”°t  think  tt  blind  nie,'Vsir 

nsmgSof  kr1'  Them  **  ^  have  S  ImiH 

you  11  tell  me  all  about  it  ch-”  •  j  , 
coaxmgly.  b  S1b  said  cook, 

“No,”  he  answered,  “  I  promised  ’  ”  And  Hi  -a 
his  head  m  nurse’s  lap.  '  And  he  bulled 

“I  calls  that  a  shame,”  put  in  Emma;  "but  you 
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could  tell  we,  Master  Armine.  It  ain’t  like  telling 
your  ma  nor  your  master.” 

“  I  said  no  one,”  said  Armine. 

The  maids  left  off  tormenting  him  after  a  time, 
letting  him  fall  asleep  with  his  head  on  the  lap  of  old 
nurse,  who  went  on  dreamily  stroking  his  damp  hair, 
not  half  understanding  the  matter,  or  she  would  have 
sent  him  to  bed. 

Being  bound  by  no  promise  of  secrecy,  Emma  met 
her  mistress  with  a  statement  of  the  surmises  of  the 
kitchen,  and  Caroline  hurried  thither  to  find  him 
waking  to  headache,  fiery  cheeks,  and  aching  limbs, 
which  were  not  simply  the  consequence  of  the  position 
in  which  he  had  been  sleeping  before  the  fire.  She  saw 
him  safe  in  bed  before  she  asked  any  questions,  but 
then  she  began  her  interrogations,  as  little  successfully 
as  the  maids. 

“  I  can’t,  mother,”  he  said,  hiding  his  face  on  the 
pillow. 

“  My  little  boy  used  to  have  no  secrets  from  me.” 

“  Men  must  have  secrets  sometimes,  though  they 
rack  their  hearts  and — their  backs,”  sighed  poor 
Armine,  rolling  over.  “  Oh,  mother,  my  back  is  so 
bad  !  Please  don’t  bother  besides.” 

“  My  poor  darling  !  Let  me  rub  it.  There,  you 
might  trust  Mother  Carey !  She  would  not  tell  Mr. 
Ogilvie,  nor  get  any  one  into  trouble.” 

“  I  promised,  mother.  Don’t !  ”  And  no  persuasions 
could  draw  anything  from  him  but  tears.  Indeed  he 
was  so  feverish  and  in  so  much  pain  that  she  called  in 
Dr.  Leslie  before  the  evening  was  over,  and  rheumatic 
fever  was  barely  staved  off  by  the  most  anxious  vigi¬ 
lance  for  the  next  day  or  two.  It  was  further  decreed 
that  he  must  be  carefully  tended  all  the  winter,  and 
must  not  go  to  school  again  till  he  had  quite  got  over 
the  shock,  since  he  was  of  a  delicate  frame  that  would 
not  bear  to  be  trifled  with. 

The  boy  gave  a  long  sigh  of  content  when  he  heard 
that  he  was  not  to  return  to  school  at  present  ;  but  it 
did  not  induce  him  to  utter  a  word  on  the  cause  of  the 
wetting,  either  to  his  mother  or  to  Mr.  Ogilvie,  who 


184 


MAGNUM  BONUM ; 


caiiic  up  in  much  distress,  and  examined  him  as  soon 
as  he  was  well  enough  to  bear  it.  Nor  would  any  of 
his  schoolfellows  tell.  Jock  said  he  had  had  an  im¬ 
position,  and  was  kept  in  school  when  “  it  ”  happened  : 
John  said  “he  had  nothing  to  do  with  it;  ”  and  Rob 
anc  Joe  opposed  surly  negatives  to  all  questions  on 
^A^ject,  R°b  adding  that  Armine  was  a  disgusting 
Jittle  idiot,  an  expression  for  which  his  father  took  him 
severely  to  task. 

However  there  were  those  in  Kenminster  who  never 
miled  to  know  all  about  everything,  and  the  first  after¬ 
noon  after  Armine’s  disaster  that  Caroline  came  to 
encio  t  she  was  received  with  such  sympathetic 
kindness  that  her  prophetic  soul  misgave  her,  and  she 
□leaded^  hearing  either  that  she  was  letting  herself 

1  c[ieated  by  some  tradesman,  or  that  she  was  to 
lose  her  pupils. 

No.  After  inquiries  for  Armine,  his  aunt  said  she 
was  very  sorry,  but  now  he  was  better  she  thought  his 
mother  ought  to  know  the  truth. 

,  WIiat  ~  ?  ”  asked  Caroline,  startled  ;  and  Jessie 

the  only  other  person  in  the  room,  put  down  herwork 

“  irSte?ed  ^-lth  a  stra.nS.e  air  of  determination. 

«  cear’  1  am  afraid  it  is  very  painful.” 

Tell  me  at  once,  Ellen” 

“  I  can’t  think  how  he  learnt  it.  But  they  have 
been  about  with  all  sorts  of  odd  people.”  7 

boy  ?  ”hQaid  r  hay  E\len  r  Are  y0U  accusing  my 
boy  said  Caroline,  her  limbs  beginning  to  tremble 

she  col!763  t0  flaSh’  th0Ugh  Sh£  SP°kG  as 

the  poor  lh°t1pTl?0Seiy0UrSelf’  my  dear>  1  dare  sa7 

a  severe  lesson.’  W  “  110  ^  and  he  has  had 
“  J1  y°u  would  only  tell  me,  Ellen  ” 

.  h  ;seems/’  said  Ellen,  with  much  regret  and  con 
migration,  “  that  all  this  was  from  poor  little  Arm  in Z 
tismg  such  shocking  language  thatTob  as  a  sS 

puf’a^lo^  ^  hi” 

Before  Caroline's  fierce,  incredulous  indignation  had 
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found  a  word,  Jessie  had  exclaimed  “  Mamma  !  ”  in  a 
tone  of  strong  remonstrance ;  then,  “  Never  mind, 
Aunt  Carey,  I  know  it  is  only  Mrs.  Coffinkey,  and 
Johnny  promised  he  would  tell  the  whole  story  if  any 
one  brought  that  horrid  nonsense  to  you  about  poor 
little  Armine.” 

Kind,  gentle  Jessie  seemed  quite  transported  out  of 
herself,  as  she  flew  to  the  door  and  called  Johnny, 
leaving  the  two  mothers  looking  at  each  other,  and 
Ellen,  somewhat  startled,  saying  “  I’m  sure,  if  it  is  not 
true,  I’m  very  sorry,  Caroline,  but  it  came  from - ” 

She  broke  off,  for  Johnny  was  scuffling  across  the 
hall,  calling  out  “  Holloa,  Jessie,  what’s  up  ?  ” 

“Johnny,  she’s  done  it!”  said  Jessie.  “You  said  if 
the  wrong  one  was  accused  you  would  tell  the  whole 
story  !  ” 

“  And  what  do  they  say  ?  ”  asked  J ohn,  who  was 
by  this  time  in  the  room. 

“Mamma  has  been  telling  Aunt  Carey  that  Rob 
put  poor  little  Armine  under  the  pump  for  using  bad 
language.” 

“  I  say!  ”  exclaimed  John  ;  “  if  that  is  not  a  cram  !  ” 

“  You  said  you  knew  nothing  of  it,”  said  his  mother. 

“  I  said  I  didn’t  do  it.  No  more  I  did,”  said  John. 

“  No  more  did  Rob,  I  am  sure,”  said  his  mother. 

But  Johnny,  though  using  no  word  of  denial,  made 
it  evident  that  she  was  mistaken,  as  he  answered  in  an 
odd  tone  of  excuse,  “  Armie  was  cheeky.” 

“  But  he  didn’t  use  bad  words  !  ”  said  Caroline,  and 
she  met  a  look  of  comfortable  response. 

“  Let  us  hear,  John,”  said  his  mother,  now  the  most 
agitated.  “  I  can’t  believe  that  Rob  would  so  ill-treat 
a  little  fellow  like  Armie,  even  if  he  did  lose  his 
temper  for  a  moment.  Was  Armine  impertinent  ?  ” 

“Well,  rather,”  said  John.  “He  wouldn’t  do  Rob’s 
French  exercise.”  And  then — as  the  ladies  cried  out, 
he  added — “  O  yes,  he  knows  ever  so  much  more 
French  than  Rob,  and  now  Bobus  is  gone  Rob  could 
not  get  anyone  else.” 

“  Bobus  ?  ” 

O  yes,  Bobus  would  do  anybody’s  exercises  at  a 


„  tt 


magnum  bonum  ; 

penny  for  Latin,  two  for  French,  and  three  for  Greek, 
said  J°hn  not  aware  of  the  shock  he  gave. 

that  itnf»Armme  W°uld  not  ?  ”  said  his  mother.  “  Was 

°?ly  that,' ’said  John  ;  “but  the  little  beggar 
ust  needs  up  and  say  he- would  not  help  to  act  a 
falsehood,  and  you  know  nobody  could  stand  that  ” 

betteTthan  E  tfTl  g?Vity  of  such  an  offence 
uettei  than  Lllen  did,  for  that  good  ladv  had  never 

the  n™1-  m  CoTmQn  With  her  boys  after  they  outgrew 
«  s^^ly;  b  le  answered,  “Armine  was  quite  right  ” 

“Yes”  si  'r  T°‘'Slff  ‘“"I  1  fcal-’  said  Caroftoe. 
i  es,  said  John,  it  would  have  been  all  verv 

business/’”6  ”  *  CUff  and  teU  him  ‘°  ™nd  his  owl 

;;  All  very  well !  ”  ejaculated  his  mother 

“the  senfors  ar1'0^;’  J°hnny  fo  his  aunt, 

that  and  h  f  dwayS  at  a  Junior  being  like 

that ,  and  there  was  another  fellow  who  drapwd  hi™ 

anchth!vstSlChN01  PUm?’  and  Put  him  in  thTtrouo-h 

do  w&Lt6oLWe?eU“’  d"Ck  him  tiU  lle  d 

tbaqjohnny  }?**"** “* m0the1'’  “  Yo"  don’t  mean 
rh  YeSJ  1  do’  mamma,”  said  John.  “  I  would  tell  vnr 

T  J  a~  tch~dtmfo 

it.  'No ole  said  .  Vn  ’  Ad  if  he  would 

martyrs/butY™,,-  and' 0"%“ 

to  pump  the  more.”  1  Set  them  on 

U  T»  ;  T  1 


u 


But,  Johnny,  did  you  see  it  all 

OW  rnnM  tra-N,,  }  n 


How  could" you  f  r  avu  ““  ,c  a,l!"'  cricd  Caroline. 

“Yes°lAmUhrPit’Ant  CareY-”  . 
held  down.  Tha^  horrS—  in  ^e,ssie'  “  be  was 

Johnny— held  him  and  Mq  W£.  ’  1  Won  t  saF  whom, 
grazed  that  he  was’oblL-ed  to^1”  WfS  S°  twisted  and 
%-leaves  on  it,  S°T 

black  and  yellow  still.”  L  ’  10w  lt;  d  1S  ad 
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Carey,  much  moved,  went  over  and  kissed  both  hei 
boy’s  champions,  while  Ellen  said,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  “Oh,  Johnny,  I’m  glad  you  were  at  least  not  so 
bad.  What  ended  it  ?  ” 

“The  school-bell,”  said  Johnny.  “I  say,  please 
don’t  let  Rob  know  I  told,  or  I  shall  catch  it.” 

“Your  father - ” 

“Mamma!  You  aren’t  going  to  tell  him!”  cried 
Jessie  and  Johnny,  both  in  horror,  interrupting  her. 

“Yes,  children,  I  certainly  shall.  Do  you  think 
such  wickedness  as  that  ought  to  be  kept  from  him  ? 
Nearly  killing  a  fatherless  child  like  that,  because  he 
was  not  as  bad  as  they  were,  and  telling  falsehoods 
about  it  too !  I  never  could  have  believed  it  of  Rob. 
Oh  !  what  school  does  to  one’s  boys !  ”  She  was 
agitated  and  overcome  to  a  degree  that  startled 
Carey,  who  began  to  tiy  to  comfort  her. 

“  Perhaps  Rob  did  not  understand  what  he  was 
about,  and  you  see  he  was  led  on.  Armine  will  soon 
be  all  right  again,  and  though  he  is  a  dear,  good  little 
fellow,  maybe  the  lesson  may  have  been  good  for 
him.” 

“  How  can  you  treat  it  so  lightly  ?  ”  cried  poor 
Ellen,  in  her  agitated  indignation.  “It  was  a  mercy 
that  the  child  did  not  catch  his  death  ;  and  as  to 

Rob - - !  And  when  Mr.  Ogilvie  always  said  the 

boys  were  so  improved,  and  that  there  was  no  bully¬ 
ing !  It  just  shows  how  much  he  knows  about  it! 
To  think  what  they  have  made  of  my  poor  Rob  ! 
His  father  will  be  so  grieved !  I  should  not  wonder 
if  he  had  a  fit  of  the  gout !  ” 

The  shock  was  far  greater  to  her  than  to  one  who 
had  never  kept  her  boys  at  a  distance,  and  who 
understood  their  ways,  characters,  and  code  of  honour  ; 
and  besides  Rob  was  her  eldest,  and  she  had  credited 
him  with  every  sterling  virtue.  Jessie  and  Johnny 
stood  aghast.  They  had  only  meant  to  defend  their 
little  cousin,  and  had  never  expected  either  that  she 
would  be  so  much  overcome,  or  that  she  would  insist 
on  their  father  knowing  all,  as  she  did  with  increasing 
anger  and  grief  at  each  of  their  attempts  at  persuading 
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to  the  contrary.  Caroline  thought  he  ought 


to 


know  Her  children’s  father  would  have  known  Ion- 
aA0’  out  then  his  wrath  would  have  been  a  different 
thing  from  what  seemed  to  be  apprehended  from  hff 
brother ;  and  she  understood  the  distress  of  Jessie  and 
John,  though  her  pity  for  Rob  was  but  small.  What- 
evei  she  tried  to  say  in  the  way  of  generous  mediation 
oi  soothing  only  made  it  worse  ;  and  poor  Ellen  far 
from  being  her  Serene  Highness,  was,  between  scolding 
and  crying,  in  an  almost  hysterical  state,  so  that 
Caiolme  durst  not  leave  her  or  the  frightened  Tessie 
and  was  relieved  at  last  to  hear  the  Colonel  coming 
into  the  house,  when,  thinking  her  presence  would  do 

IhfM  harm !thar  go°d’  and  lon£in£  to  return  to  her 
ttle  son,  she  slipped  away,  and  was  joined  at  the 
door  by  her  own  John,  who  asked— 

“  What’s  up,  mother  ?  ” 

Jock"?*”  y°U  kn°W  aU  ab°Ut  this  dreadful  business, 

Afterwards,  of  course,  but  I  was  shut  up  in  school 
writing  three  hundred  disgusting  lines  of  Virgil,  01  I’d 
have  got  the  brutes  off  some  way.”  S  ’ 

“  And  so  little  Armie  is  the  brave  one  of  all !  ” 

Well,  so  he  is,”  said  Jock;  “but  I  say,  mother 
don  t  go  making  him  cockier.  You  know  lie’s  only 
fit  to  be  sutched  up  in  one  of  Jessie’s  little  red  Sunday 
books,  and  he  must  learn  to  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  his 
head  and  not  be  an  insufferable  little  donkey.” 

Nevep  Jock?”  ^  had  him  give  in  and  do  it ! 

,  “™y  no>  b^t  he  could  have  got  off  with  a  little 
chaff  instead  of  coming  out  with  his  testimony  like 
that,  and  so  I  ve  been  telling  him.  So  don’t  you  set 
11m  up  again  to  think  himself  forty  martyrs  all  in 

°n«  T?  wid  de  110  iiying  with  him.” 

'  if  all  boys  were  like  him  ” 

herWhad<!  3  801111,3  °f  h°rr0r  and  d!sg»st  that  made 
,t  “  He’s  ali,  vel'y  well,”  added  he  in  excuse  •  « w  ^ 
one  bi?muff”Ulg  llkC  thUt'  The  WOrId  would  be  only 
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"But,  Jock,  what’s  this  about  Bobus  being  paid  for 
doing  people’s  exercises  ?  ’’ 

“  Bobus  is  a  cute  one,”  said  Jock. 

“  I  thought  he  had  more  uprightness,”  she  sighed. 
“  And  you,  Jock  ?  ” 

“  I  should  think  not !  ”  he  laughed.  “  Nobody 
would  trust  me.” 

“  Is  that  the  only  reason  ?  ”  she  said,  sadly,  and 
he  looked  up  in  her  face,  squeezed  her  hand,  and 
muttered — 

“  One  mayn’t  like  dirt  without  making  such  a  row.” 

“  That’s  like  father’s  boy,”  she  said,  and  he  wrung 
her  hand  again. 

They  found  Armine  coiled  up  before  the  fire  with  a 
book,  and  Jock  greeted  him  with — - 

“Well,  you  little  donkey,  there’s  such  a  shindy  at 
the  Croft  as  you  never  heard.” 

“  Mother,  you  know !  ”  cried  Armine,  running  into 
her  outstretched  arms  and  being  covered  with  her 
kisses.  “  But  who  told  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“John  and  Jessie,”  said  Jock.  “They  always  said 
they  would  if  anyone  said  anything  against  you  to 
mother  or  Uncle  Robert.” 

“Against  me  ?  ”  said  Armine. 

“Yes,”  said  Jock.  “Didn’t  you  know  it  got  about 
through  some  of  the  juniors  or  their  sisters  that  it  was 
Brownlow  maximus  gently  chastising  you  for  bad 
language,  and  of  course  Mrs.  Coffinkey  told  Aunt 
Ellen.” 

“Oh,  but  Jock,”  cried  Armine,  turning  round  in 
consternation,  “  I  hope  Rob  does  not  know.” 

And  on  further  pressing  it  was  extracted  that  Rob, 
when  sent  home  with  him,  had  threatened  him  with 
the  great  black  vaulted  cellars  of  Kencroft  if  he 
divulged  the  truth.  When  Jock  left  them  the  relief  of 
pouring  out  the  whole  history  to  the  mother  was 
evidently  great. 

“  You  know,  mother,  I  couldn’t,”  he  cried,  as  if  there 
had  been  a  physical  impossibility. 

“Why,  dear  child.  How  did  you  bear  their  horrid 

cruelty  ?  ” 
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I  thought  it  could  not  be  so  bad  as  it  was  for  the 
foity  soldiers  on  the  Lake.  Dear  grandmamma  read 
us  the  story  out  of  a  little  red  book  one  Sunday 
evening  when  you  were  gone  to  Church.  They  froze 
you  know,  and  it  was  only  cold  and  nasty  for  me.”  ’ 
“  So  the  thought  of  them -carried  you  through  ?  ” 

„  “  G?d  earned  me  through,”  said  the  child  reverently 
i  asked  Him  not  to  let  me  break  His  Command¬ 
ment. 

Just  then  the  Colonel’s  heavy  tread  was  heard,  and 
with  him  came  Mr.  Ogilvie,  whom  he  had  met  on  the 
load  and  informed.  The  good  man  was. indeed  terribly 
grieved,  and  his  first  words  were,  “  Caroline,  I  cannot 
tell  you  how  much  shocked  and  concerned  I  am  •  ” 
and  then  he  laid  his  hand  on  Armine’s  shoulder 
saying  My  little  boy,  I  am  exceedingly  sorry  for 
what  you  have  suffered.  One  day  Robert  will  be 
so  too.  You  have  been  a  noble  little  fellow,  and  if 
anything  could  console  me  for  the  part  Robert  has 
played  it  would  be  the  seeing  one  of  my  dear  brother’s 
sons  so  like  his  father.” 

H1iIiBgaVe  downcas\  brow  a  fatIlerly  kiss,  so  really 
like  those  of  days  gone  by  that  the  boy’s  overstrained 

spirits  gushed  forth  in  sobs  and  tears,  of  which  he  was 
so  much  ashamed  that  he  rushed  out  of  the  room 
leaving  his  mother  greatly  overcome,  his  uncle  dis- 
ressed  and  annoyed,  and  his  master  not  much  less  so 
at  the  revelation  of  so  much  evil,  so  hard  either  to’ 
leach  or  to  understand. 

“  I  would  have  brought  Robert  to  apologise  ”  said 
soJmpeTj-  b“n  “  yCt  “  a  mood  to  do 

ejacUatedcLXt“d«he^&dfl'1  ** 

„  TlBd  1  makf.  nothing  of  him,”  continued  he 
e  is  perfectly  stolid  and  seems  incapable  of  feelin« 
anything  though  I  have  talked  to  him  as  I  never 

Is  d“e!f  to°a!;r  t0  Speak  t0  any  so"  of  -nine;  but  £ 

C°!onel>  ^  his  wrath,  even  while  addressing 
only  Caiohne  and  Mr.  Ogilvie,  had  raised  his  voice  as 
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if  he  were  shouting  words  of  command,  so  that  both 
shrank  a  little,  and  Carey  said — 

“  I  don’t  think  he  knew  it  was  so  bad.” 

“What?  Cheating  his  masters  and  torturing  a 
helpless  child  for  not  yielding  to  his  tyranny  ?  ” 

“  People  don’t  always  give  things  their  right  names 
even  to  themselves,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie.  “  I  should  try 
to  see  it  from  the  boy’s  point  of  view.” 

“  I  have  no  notion  of  extenuating  ill-conduct  or 
making  excuses  !  That’s  the  modern  way  !  So  prin¬ 
ciples  get  lowered  !  I  tell  you,  sir,  there  are  excuses 
for  everything.  What  makes  the  difference  is  only 
the  listening  to  them  or  not.” 

“Yes,”  ventured  Caroline,  “but  is  there  not  a 
difference  between  finding  excuses  for  oneself  and  for 
other  people  ?  ” 

.“All  alike,  lowering  the  principle,”  said  the  Colonel, 
with  something  of  the  same  slowness  of  comprehension 
as  his  son.  “  If  excuses  are  to  be  made  for  everything, 
I  don’t  wonder  that  there  is  no  teaching  one’s  boys 
truth  or  common  honesty  and  humanity.” 

“  But,  Robert,”  said  Caroline,  roused  to  defence  ; 
“  do  you  really  mean  that  in  your  time  nobody  bullied 
or  cribbed  ?  ” 

“  There  was  some  shame  about  it  if  they  did,”  said 
the  Colonel.  “Now,  I  suppose,  I  am  to  be  told  that 
it  is  an  ordinary  custom  to  be  connived  at.” 

“  Certainly  not  by  me,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie.  “  I  had 
hoped  that  the  standard  of  honour  had  been  raised, 
but  it  is  very  hard  to  mete  the  exact  level  of  the 
schoolboy  code  from  the  outside.” 

“And  your  John  and  mine  have  never  given  in  to 
it,”  added  Caroline. 

“  What  do  you  propose  to  do,  Mr.  Ogilvie  ?  ”  said 
the  Colonel.  “  I  shall  do  my  part  with  my  boy  as  a 
father.  What  will  you  do  with  him  and  the  other 
bully,  who  I  find  was  Cripps.” 

“  I  shall  see  Cr.ipps’s  father  first.  I  think  it  might 
be  well  if  we  both  saw  him  before  deciding  on  the 
form  of  discipline.  We  have  to  think  not  only  of 
justice  but  of  the  effect  on  their  characters.” 
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“That’s  the  modern  system,”  said  the  Colonel 
indignantly.  “  Fine  work  it  would  make  in  the  army. 
I  know  when  punishment  is  deserved.  I  don’t  set  up 
to  be  Providence,  to  know  exactly  what  work  it  is  to 
do.  I  leave  that  to  my  Maker  and  do  my  duty.” 

He  was  cut  short  by  his  son  Joe  rushing  in  head¬ 
long,  exclaiming — - 

“  Papa,  papa,  please  come !  Rob  has  knocked 
Johnny  down  and  he  doesn’t  come  round.” 

Colonel  Brownlow  hurried  off,  Caroline  trying  to 
make  him  hear  her  offer  to  follow  if  she  could  be  useful, 
and  sending  Jock  to  see  whether  there  was  any  opening 
for  her.  Unless  the  emergency  were  very  great  indeed 
she  knew  her  absence  would  be  preferred,  and  so  she 
and  Mr.  Ogilvie  remained,  talking  the  matter  over, 
with  more  pity  for  the  delinquent  than  his  own  family 
would  have  thought  natural. 

“  It  really  is  a  terrible  thing  to  be  stupid,”  she  said. 
“  I  don’t  imagine  that  unlucky  boy  ever  entered  into 
his  father’s  idea  of  truth  and  honour,  which  really  is 
fine  in  its  way.” 

“Very  fine,  and  proved  to  have  made  many  fine 
fellows  in  its  time.  I  dare  say  the  lad  will  grow  up  to 
it,  but  just  now  he  simply  feels  cruelly  injured  by  inter¬ 
ference  with  a  senior’s  claim  to  absolute  submission.” 

“Which  he  sees  as  singly  as  his  father  sees  the 
simple  duty  of  justice.” 

“  It  would  be  comfortable  if  we  poor  moderns  could 
deal  out  our  measures  with  that  straightforward  military 
simplicity.  _  I  cannot  help  seeing  in  that  unfortunate 
boy  the  victim  of  examinations  for  commissions.  Boys 
must  be  subjected  to  high  pressure  before  they  can 
thoroughly  enter  into  the  importance  of  the  issues  that 
depend  upon  it ;  and  when  a  sluggish,  dull  intellect  is 
forced  beyond  endurance,  there  is  an  absolute  instinct 
of  escape,  impelling  to  shifts  and  underhand  ways  of 
eluding  work.  Of  course  the  wrong  is  great,  but  the 
responsibility  rests  with  the  taskmaster  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  thefts  of  a  starved  slave  mi°'ht  on  his 
owner.” 

“  The  taskmaster  being  the  country?” 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD.  I0, 

Exactly  so.  Happy  those  boys  who  have  avail¬ 
able  brains,  like  yours.” 

to  cb  1  am  VCry  S°ny  ab°Ut  BobuS  i  what  ought  I 

.  I  dly  more  than  write  a  few  words  of  warning 
since  the  change  may  probably  have  put  an  end  to 
the  practice. 

Jock  presently  brought  back  tidings  that  his  name- 
sak-e  was  ah  right,  except  for  a  black  eye,  and  was 
giov  lmg  like  ten  bears  at  having  been  sent  to  bed 

U  ncle  Robert  was  more  angry  than  ever,  in  a  white 
leaf,  quiet  and  terrible,”  said  Jock,  in  an  awe-struck 
v  oice  He  has  locked  Rob  up  in  his  study,  and  here’s 
Joe  foi  Aunt  Ellen  is  quite  knocked  up,  and  they  want 
the  house  to  be  very  quiet.” 

No  tragical  consequences,  however,  ensued.  Mother 
and  sons  both  appeared  the  next  morning,  and  were 
reported  as  “all  right”  by  the  first  inquirer  from  the 

oily  ,  but  Jessie  came  to  her  lessons  with  swollen 
eyelids  as  if  she  had  cried  half  the  night  ;  and  when 
her  aunt  thanked  her  for  defending  Armine,  she  began 
to  cry  again,  and  Essie  imparted  to  Barbara  that  Rob 
was  ‘‘just  like  a  downright  savage  with  her.” 

“  No  ;  hush,  Essie,  it  is  not  that,”  said  Jessie  ;  “but 
papa  is  so  dreadfully  angry  with  him,  and  he  is  to  be 
sent  away,  and  it  is  all  my  fault.” 

“But  Jessie,  dear,  surely  it  is  better  for  Rob  to  be 
stopped  from  those  deceitful  ways.” 

“_0  yes,  I  know.  But  that  I  should  have  turned 
against  him  !  ”  And  J essie  was  so  thoroughly  unhappy 
that  none  of  her  lessons  prospered  and  her  German 
exercise  had  three  great  tear  blots  on  it. 

Rob’s  second  misdemeanour  had  simplified  matters 
by  deciding  his  father  on  sending  him  from  home  at 
once  into  the  hands  of  a  professed  coach,  who  would 
not  let  him  elude  study,  and  whose  pupils  were  too  bR 
to  be  bullied.  To  the  last  he  maintained  his  sullen 
dogged  air  of  indifference,  though  there  might  be  more 
truth  than  the  Folly  was  disposed  to  allow  in  his  sister’s 
allegations  that  it  was  because  he  did  feel  it  so  very 
much,  especially  mamma’s  looking  so  ill  and  worried. 
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Ellen  did  in  truth  look  thoroughly  unhinged,  though 
no  one  saw  her  give  way.  She  felt  her  boy’s  conduct 
sorely,  and  grieved  at  the  first  parting  in  her  family. 
Besides,  there  was  anxiety  for  the  future.  Rob’s 
manner  of  conducting  his  studies  was  no  hopeful  augury 
of  his  suscess,  and  the  expenses  of  sending  him  to  a 
tutor  fell  the  more  heavily  because  unexpectedly.  A 
horse  and  man  were  given  up,  and  Jessie  had  to  resign 
the  hope  of  her  music  lessons.  These  were  the  first 
retrenchments,  and  the  diminution  of  dignity  was  felt. 

The  Colonel  showed  his  trouble  and  anxiety  by 
speaking  and  tramping  louder  than  ever,  ruling  his 
gardener  with  severe  precision,  and  thundering  at  his 
boys  whenever  he  saw  them  idle.  Both  he  and  his 
wife  were  so  elaborately  kind  and  polite  that  Caroline 
believed  that  it  was  an  act  of  magnanimous  forgive¬ 
ness  for  the  ill  luck  that  she  and  her  boys  had 
brought  them.  At  last  the  Colonel  had  the  threatened 
fit  of  the  gout,  which  restored  his  equilibrium,  and 
brought  him  back  to  his  usual  condition  of  kindly, 
if  somewhat  ponderous,  good  sense. 

He  had  not  long  recovered  before  Number  Nine 
made  his  appearance  at  Kencroft,  and  thus  his  mother 
had  unusual  facilities  for  inquiries  of  Dr.  Leslie 
respecting  the  master  of  Belforest. 

The  old  man  really  seemed  to  be  in  a  dying  state. 
A  hospital  nurse  had  taken  charge  of  him,  but  there 
was  not  a  dependent  about  the  place,  from  Mr.  Richards 
downwards,  who  was  not  under  notice  to  quit,  and 
most  were  staying  on  without  his  knowledge  on  the 
advice  of  the  London  solicitor,  to  whom  the  agent  had 
written.  There  was  even  more  excitement  on  the  in¬ 
telligence  that  Mr.  Barnes  had  sent  for  Farmer  Gould. 

On  this  there  was  no  doubt,  for  Mr.  Gould,  always 
delicately  honourable  towards  Mrs.  Brownlow,  came 
himself  to  tell  her  about  the  interview.  It  seemed  to 
have  been  the  outcome  of  a  yearning  of  the  dying 
man  towards  the  sole  survivor  of  the  companions  of  his 
early  days.  He  had  talked  in  a  feeble  wandering 
way  of  old  times,  but  had  said  nothing  about  the 
child,  and  was  plainly  incapable  of  sustained  attention. 
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He  had  asked  Mr.  Gould  to  come  again,  but  on  this 
second  visit  he  was  too  far  gone  for  recognition,  and 
had  returned  to  his  moody  instinctive  aversion  to 
visitors,  and  in  three  days  more  he  was  dead. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  BELFOREST  MAGNUM  BONUM. 

Where  is  his  golden  heap  ? 

Divine  Breathings. 

Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  was  churched  with  all 
the  expedition  possible,  in  order  that  she  might  not 
lose  the  sight  of  the  funeral  procession,  which  would 
be  fully  visible  from  the  studio  in  the  top  of  the  tower. 

The  excitement  was  increased  by  invitations  to 
attend  the  funeral  being  sent  to  the  Colonel  and  to 
his  two  eldest  nephews,  who  were  just  come  home  for 
the  holidays,  also  to  their  mother  to  be  present  at 
the  subsequent  reading  of  the  will. 

A  carriage  was  sent  for  her,  and  she  entered  it,  not 
knowing  or  caring  to  find  out  what  she  wished,  and 
haunted  by  the  line,  “  Die  and  endow  a  college  or  a 
cat.” 

Allen  met  her  at  the  front  door,  whispering— 
“  Did  you  see,  mother,  he  has  still  got  his  ears  ?  ” 
And  the  thought  crossed  her — “  Will  those  ears  cost 
us  dear  ?” 

She  was  the  only  woman  present  in  the  library — a 
large  room,  but  with  an  atmosphere  as  if  the  open  air 
had  not  been  admitted  for  thirty  years,  and  with  an 
enormous  fire,  close  to  which  was  the  arm-chair  whither 
she  was  marshalled,  being  introduced  to  the  two 
solicitors,  Mr.  Rowse  and  Mr.  Wakefield,  who,  with 
Farmer  Gould,  the  agent,  Richards,  the  Colonel,  and 
the  two  boys,  made  up  the  audience. 

The  lawyers  explained  that  the  will  had  been  sent 
home  ten  years  ago  from  Yucatan,  and  had  ever  since 
been  in  their  hands.  Search  had  been  made  for  a 
later  one,  but  none  had  been  found,  nor  did  they 
believe  that  one  could  exist 
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It  was  very  short.  The  executors  were  Charles 
Rowse  and  Peter  Ball,  and  the  whole  property  was 
devised  to  them,  and  to  Lieutenant-Colonel  Robert 
Brownlow,  as  trustees  for  the  testator’s  great-niece, 
Mrs.  Caroline  Otway  Brownlow,  daughter  of  John 
and  Caroline  Allen,  and  wife  of  Joseph  Brownlow, 
Esq.,  M.D.,  F.R.C.S.,  the  income  and  use  thereof  to 
be  enjoyed  by  her  during  her  lifetime ;  and  the 
property,  after  her  death,  to  be  divided  among  her 
children  in  such  proportions  as  she  should  direct. 

That  was  all ;  there  was  no  legacy,  no  further 
directions. 

“Allow  me  to  congratulate - ”  began  the  elder 

lawyer. 

“  No— no — oh,  stay  a  bit,”  cried. she,  in  breathless 
dismay  and  bewilderment.  “  It  can’t  be !  It  can’t 
mean  only  me.  There  must  be  something  about 
Elvira  de  Menella.” 

“  I  fear  there  is  not,”  said  Mr.  Rowse  ;  “  I  could 
wish  my  late  client  had  attended  more  to  the  claims 
of  justice,  and  had  divided  the  property,  which 
could  well  have  borne  it ;  but  unfortunately  it  is 
not  so.” 

“It  is  exactly  as  he  led  us  to  expect,”  said  Mr. 
Gould.  “  We  have  no  right  to  complain,  and  very 
likely  the  child  will  be  much  happier  without  it. 
You  have  a  fine  family  growing  up  to  enjoy  it, 
Mrs.  Brownlow,  and  I  am  sure  no  one  congratulates 
you  more  heartily  than  I.” 

“  Don’t ;  it  can’t  be,”  cried  the  heiress,  nearly  crying, 
and  wringing  the  old  farmer’s  hand.  “  He  must  have 
meant  Elvira.  You  know  he  sent  for  you.  Has 
everything  been  hunted  over?  There  must  be  a 
later  will.” 

“  Indeed,  Mrs.  Brownlow,”  said  the  solicitor,  “  you 
may  rest  assured  that  full  search  has  been’ made. 
Mr.  Richards  had  the  same  impression,  and  we  have 
been  searching  every  imaginable  receptacle.” 

Besides,”  added  Colonel  Brownlow,  “  if  lie  had 
made  another  will  there  would  have  been  witnesses.” 

“  Yes,”  said  Mr.  Richards;  “but  to  make  matters 
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certain,  I  wrote  to  several  of  the  servants  to  ask 
whether  they  remembered  any  attestation,  but  no  one 
did  ;  and  indeed  I  doubt  whether,  after  his  arrival 
here,  poor  Mr.  Barnes  ever  had  sustained  power 
enough  to  have  drawn  up  and  executed  a  will  without 
my  assistance,  or  that  of  any  legal  gentleman.” 

“  It  is  too  hard  and  unjust,”  cried  Caroline  ;  “  it 
cannot  be.  I  must  halve  it  with  the  child,  as  if  there 
had  been  no  will  at  all.  Robert !  you  know  that  is 
what  your  brother  would  have  done.” 

“That  would  be  just  as  well  as  generous,  indeed,  if 
it  were  practicable,”  said  Mr.  Rowse ;  “but  unfor¬ 
tunately  Colonel  Brownlow  and  myself  (for  Mr.  Bali 
is  dead)  are  in  trust  to  prevent  any  such  proceeding. 
All  that  is  in  your  power  is  to  divide  the  property 
among  your  own  family  by  will,  in  such  proportion  as 
you  may  think  fit.” 

“Quite  true,  my  dear  sister,”  said  the  Colonel, 
meeting  her  despairing  appealing  look,  “  as  regards  the 
principal,  but  the  ready  money  at  the  bank  and  the 
income,  are  entirely  at  your  own  disposal,  and  you 
can,  without  difficulty,  secure  a  very  sufficient  com¬ 
pensation  to  the  little  girl  out  of  them.” 

“No  doubt,”  said  Mr.  Rowse. 

“You’ll  let  me— you’ll  let  me,  Mr.  Gould,”  implored 
Caroline  ;  “  you’ll  let  me  keep  her,  and  do  all  I  can 
to  make  up  to  her.  You  see  the  Colonel  thinks  it  is 
only  justice  ;  don’t  you,  Robert  ?" 

“Mrs.  Brownlow  is  quite  right,”  said  the  Colonel, 
seeing  that  her  vehemence  was  a  little  distrusted  ;  “  it 
will  be  only  an  act  of  justice  to  make  provision  for 
your  granddaughter.” 

“  I  am  sure,  Colonel  Brownlow,  nothing  can  be 
handsomer  than  your  conduct  and  Mrs.  Brownlow’s,” 
said  the  old  man  ;  “  but  I  should  not  like  to  take 
advantage  of  what  she  is  good  enough  to  say  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  till  she  has  had  more  time  to 
think  it  over.” 

Therewith  he  took  leave,  while  Caroline  exclaimed — 

“  I  always  say  there  is  no  truer  gentleman  in  the 
county  than  old  Mr.  Gould.  I  shall  not  be  satisfied 
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about  that  will  till  I  have  turned  everything  over  and 
the  partners  have  been  written  to.” 

Again  she  was  assured  that  she  might  set  her  mind 
at  rest,  and  then  the  lawyers  began  to  read  a  statement 
of  the  property  which  made  Allen  utter,  under  his 
breath,  an  emphatic  “  I  say !  ”  but  his  mother  hardly 
took  it  in.  The  heated  room  had  affected  her  from 
the  first,  and  the  bewilderment  of  the  tidings  seemed 
almost  to  crush  her  ;  her  heart  and  temples  throbbed, 
her  head  ached  violently,  and  while  the  final  words 
respecting  arrangements  were  passing  between  the 
Colonel  and  the  lawyers,  she  was  conscious  only  of  a 
sickening  sense  of  oppression,  and  a  fear  of  committing 
the  absurdity  of  fainting. 

However,  at  last  her  brother-in-law  put  her  into 
the  brougham,  desiring  the  boys  to  walk  home,  which 
they  did  very  willingly,  and  with  a  wonderful  air  of 
lordship  and  possession. 

“  Well,  Caroline,”  said  the  Colonel,  “  I  congratulate 
you  on  being  the  richest  proprietor  in  the  county.” 

“  O  Robert,  don’t !  If — if,”  said  a  suffocated  voice, 
so  miserable  that  he  turned  and  took  her  hand  kindly, 

saying — 

My  dear  sister,  this  feeling  is  very — it  becomes 
you  well.  This  is  a  fearful  responsibility.” 

She  could  not  answer.  She  only  leant  back  in  the 
carriage,  with  closed  eyes,  and  moaned — 

“Oh  !  Joe!  Joe  1” 

Indeed,  said  his  brother,  greatly  touched,  “we 
want  him  more  than  ever.” 

He  did  not  tiy  to  talk  any  more  to  her,  and  when 
they  leached  the  Pagoda,  all  she  could  do  was  to 
hurry  up  stairs,  and,  throwing  off  her  bonnet,  bury  her 
face  in  the  pillow. 

_  J 3-iaet  and  her  aunt  both  followed,  the  latter  with 
kind  and  tender  solicitude;  but  Caroline  could  bear 
nothing,  and  begged  only  to  be  left  alone. 

Dear  Kllen,  it  is  very  kind,  but  nothing  does  any 
good  to  these  headaches.  Please  don’t— pleaye  leave 
me  alone.” 

They  saw  it  was  the  only  true  kindness,  and  left 
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her,  after  all  attempts  at  bathing  her  forehead,  or 
giving  her  sal  volatile,  proved  only  to  molest  her. 
She  lay  on  her  bed,  not  able  to  think,  and  feeling 
nothing  but  the  pain  of  her  headache  and  a  general 
weight  and  loneliness. 

The  first  break  was  from  Allen,  who  came  in  tenderly 
with  a  cup  of  coffee,  saying  that  they  thought  her 
time  was  come  for  being  ready  for  it.  His  manner 
always  did  her  good,  and  she  sat  up,  pushed  back 
her  hair,  smiled,  took  the  cup,  and  thanked  him 
lovingly. 

“  Uncle  Robert  is  waiting  to  hear  if  you  are  better,” 
he  said. 

“  Oh  yes,”  she  said  ;  “  thank  him  ;  I  am  sorry  I  was 
so  silly.” 

“  He  wants  me  to  dine  there  to-night,  mother,  to 
meet  Mr.  Rowse  and  Mr.  Wakefield,”  said  Allen,  with 
a  certain  importance  suited  to  a  lad  of  fifteen,  who 
had  just  become  “somebody.” 

“Very  well,”  she  said,  in  weary  acquiescence,  as  she 
lay  down  again,  just  enough  refreshed  by  the  coffee  to 
become  sleepy. 

“  And  mother,”  said  Allen,  lingering  in  the  dark, 
“  don’t  trouble  about  Elfie.  I  shall  marry  her  as  soon 
as  I  am  of  age,  and  that  will  make  all  straight.” 

Her  stunned  sleepiness  was  scarcely  alive  to  this 
magnanimous  announcement,  and  she  dreamily  said — 

“  Time  enough  to  think  of  such  things.” 

“  I  know,”  said  Allen  ;  “but  I  thought  you  ought  to 
know  this.” 

He  looked  wistfully  for  another  word  on  this  great 
avowal,  but  she  was  really  too  much  stupefied  to  enter 
into  the  purport  of  the  boy’s  words,  and  soon  after  he 
left  her  she  fell  sound  asleep.  She  had  a  curious  dream, 
which  she  remembered  long  after.  She  seemed  to 
have  identified  herself  with  King  Midas,  and  to  be 
touching  all  her  children,  who  turned  into  hard,  cold, 
solid  golden  statues  fixed  on  pedestals  in  the  Belforest 
gardens,  where  she  wandered  about,  vainly  calling 
them.  Then  her  husband’s  voice,  sad  and  reproachful, 
seemed  to  say,  “  M agnum  Bonum  1  Magnum  Bonum  !  ” 
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and  she  fancied  it  the  elixir  which  alone  could  restore 
them,  and  would  have  climbed  a  mountain  in  search 
of  it,  as  in  the  Arabian  tale  ;  but  her  feet  were  cold, 
heavy,  and  immovable,  and  she  found  that  they  too  had 
become  gold,  and  that  the  chill  was  creeping  upwards. 
With  a  scream  of  “Save  the  children,  Joe,”  she 
awoke. 

No  wonder  she  had  dreamt  of  cold  golden  limbs,  for 
hei  feet  weie  leally  chilly  as  ice,  and  the  room  as  dark 
as  at  midnight.  However  it  was  not  yet  seven  o’clock  ■ 
and  presently  Janet  brought  a  light,  and  persuaded 
her  to  come  downstairs  and  warm  herself.  She  was 
not  yet  capable  of  going  into  the  dining-room  to  the 
family  tea,  but  crept  down  to  lie  on  the  sofa  in  the 
drawing-room  ;  and  there,  after  taking  the  small 
refreshment  which  was  all  she  could  yet  endure  she 
lay  with  closed  eyes,  while  the  children  came  in  from 
the  meal.  Armine  and  Babie  were  the  first  She 
knew  they  were  looking  at  her,  but  was  too  weary  to 
exert  herself  to  speak  to  them. 

“  ^sleeP;’’  they  whispered.  “  Poor  Mother  Carey.” 
Aimie,  said  Babie,  “is  mother  unhappy  because 
she  has  got  rich  ?  ” 

Armine  hesitated.  His  brief  experience  of  school 
had  made  him  less  unsophisticated,  and  he  seldom 
talked  m  his  own  peculiar  fashion  even  to  his  liftM 
sister,  and  she  added— 

“  JJust  People  get  wicked  when  they  are  rich  ?  ” 
Mother  is  always  good,”  said  faithful  little  Armine 
-n  ,The  ^People  m  the  Bible  were  all  bad,”  pondered 
Babie.  (  There  was  Dives,  and  the  man  with  the 

Dcii  ns. 

Yes  said  Armine;  “but  there  were  good  ones 
too  Abraham  and  Solomon.” 

“Solomon  was  not  always  good,”  said  Babie;  “and 
NTf  G  ^  • t0  d  A1Ien  ft  was  a  fearful  responsi- 

AifLnSe'iH  reSP°nSibility'Armie?  1  am  sure 

Something  to  answer  for  !  ”  said  Armine. 

To  who ?  asked  the  little  girl. 

“  ^ 0  God,”  said  the  boy  reverently.  “  It’s  like  the 
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talent  in  the  parable.  One  has  got  to  do  some¬ 
thing  for  God  with  it,  and  then  it  won’t  turn  to 
harm.” 

“Like  the  man’s  treasure  that  changed  into  slate 
stones  when  he  made  a  bad  use  of  it,”  said  Babie. 

Oh  !  Aimie,  what  shall  we  do  ?  Shall  we  o-Jve 
plum-puddings  to  the  little  thin  girls  down  "the 
lane  ?  ” 

“  And  I  should  like  to  give  something  good  to  the 
little  grey  workhouse  boys,”  said  Armine.  “  I  should 
so  hate  always  walking  out  along  a  straight  road  as 
they  do.” 

“  And  oh  !  Armie,  then  don’t  you  think  we  may  get 
a  nice  book  to  write  out  Jotapata  in  ?” 

“Yes,  a  real  jolly  one.  For  you  know,  Babie,  it 
will  take  lots  of  room,  even  if  I  write  mv  verv 
smallest.” 

Please  let  it  be  ruled,  Armie.  And  where  shall 
we  begin  ?  ” 

“Oh!  at  the  beginning,  I  think,  just  when  Sir 
Engelbert  first  heard  about  the  Crusade.” 

“  It  will  take  lots  of  books  then.” 

“  Never  mind,  we  can  buy  them  all  now.  And  do 
you  know,  Bab,  I  think  Adelmar  and  Ermelind  might 
find  a  nice  lot  of  natural  petroleum  and  frighten 
Mustafa  ever  so  much  with  it !  ” 
i  For  be  it  known  that  Armine  and  Barbara’s  most- 
cherished  delight  was  in  one  continued  running  invention 
of  a  defence  of  Jotapata  by  a  crusading  family,  which 
went  on  from  generation  to  generation  with  unabated 
energy,  though  they  were  very  apt  to  be  reduced  to 
two  young  children  who  held  out  their  fortress  against 
frightful  odds  of  Saracens,  and  sometimes  conquered, 
sometimes  converted  their  enemies.  Nobody  but 
themselves  was  fully  kept  an  conrant  with  this 
wonderful  siege,  which  had  hitherto  been  recorded  in 
interlined  copy-books,  or  little  paper  books  pasted 
together,  and  very  remarkably  illustrated. 

The  door  began  to  creak  with  an  elaborate  noisiness 
intended  for  perfect  silence,  and  Jock’s  voice  was 
heard. 
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“  Bother  the  door !  Did  it  wake  mother  ?  No  ? 
That  s  right ;  ”  and  he  squatted  down  between  the 
little  ones  while  Bobus  seated  himself  at  the  table 
with  a  book. 

“Well!  what  colour  shall  our  ponies  be?”  began 
J ock,  in  an  attempt  at  a  whisper. 

“  Oh  !  shall  we  have  ponies  ?  ”  cried  the  little  ones. 

“Zebras  if  we  like/’  said  Jock.  “We’ll  have  a 
team.” 

“  Can’t,”  growled  Bobus. 

“  Why  not  ?  They  can  be  bought !  ” 

Not  tamed.  They’ve  tried  it  at  the  Jar  din 
d'A  cclimatisation .” 

“  Oh,  that  was  only  Frenchmen.  A  zebra  is  too 
jolly  to  let  himself  be  tamed  by  a  Frenchman.  I’ll 
bieak  one  in  myself  and  go  out  with  the  hounds 
upon  him.” 

“Jack-ass  on  striped-ass— or  off  him,”  muttered 
Bobus. 

“Oh!  don’t,  Jock,”  implored  Babie,  “you’ll  eet 
thrown.” 

No  such  thing.  You  11  come  to  the  meet  yourself, 
Babie,  on  your  Arab.” 

Not  she,  said  Bobus,  in  his  teasing  voice.  “  She’ll 
be  governessed  up  and  kept  to  lessons  all  day.” 

“Mother  always  teaches  us,”  said  Babie. 

“She’ll  have  no  time,  she’ll  be  a  great  lady,  and 
you’ll  have  three  governesses— one  for  French,  and  one 
for  German,  and  one  for  deportment,  to  make  you 
turn  out  your  toes,  and  hold  up  your  head,  and  never 
sit  on  the  rug-.” 

“Never  mind,  Babie,”  said  Jock.  “We’ll  bother 
them  out  of  their  lives  if  they  do.” 

“  You’B  be  at  school,”  said  Bobus,  “  and  they’ll  all 
three  go  out  walking  with  Babie,  and  if  she  goes  out 
of  a  straight  line  one  will  say  ‘  Fi  done,  Mademoiselle 
Barbe,’  and  the  other  will  say,  ‘  Schamen  sie  sich 
Fraulein  Barbara,’  and  the  third  will  call  for  the 
stocks.” 

Foi  shame,  Robeit,  cried  his  mother,  hearin0, 
spmething  like  a  sob  ;  “  how  can  you  tease  her  so  !  ”  * 
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"  Mother,  must  I  have  three  governesses  ?  ”  asked 
poor  little  Barbara. 

“  Not  one  cross  one,  my  sweet,  if  I  can  help  it !  ” 

“  Oh !  mother,  if  it  might  be  Miss  Ogilvie  ?  ”  said 
Babie. 

“Yes,  mother,  do  let  it  be  Miss  Ogilvie,”  chimed  in 
Armine.  “  She  tells  such  jolly  stories  !  ” 

“She  ain’t  a  very  nasty  one,”  quoted  Jock  from 
Newman  Noggs,  and  as  Janet  appeared  he  received 
her  with— “  Moved  by  Barbara,  seconded  by  Armine, 
that  Miss  Ogilvie  become  bear-leader  to  lick  you  all 
into  shape.” 

“What  do  you  think  of  it,  Janet?”  said  her 
mother. 

“  It  will  not  make  much  difference  to  me,”  said 
J anet.  “  I  shall  depend  on  classes  and  lectures  when 
we  go  back  to  London.  I  should  have  thought  a 
German  better  for  the  children,  but  I  suppose  the 
chief  point  is  to  find  some  one  who  can  manage  Elfie 
if  we  are  still  to  keep  her.” 

“  By  the  bye,  where  is  she,  poor  little  thing  ?  ”  asked 
Caroline. 

“Aunt  Ellen  took  her  home,”  said  Janet.  “She 
said  she  would  send  her  back  at  bed-time,  but  she 
thought  we  should  be  more  comfortable  alone  to¬ 
night.” 

“  Real  kindness,”  said  Caroline  ;  “  but  remember, 
children,  all  of  you,  that  Elfie  is  altogether  one  of  us, 
on  perfectly  equal  terms,  so  don’t  let  any  difference  be 
made  now  or  ever.” 

“  Shall  I  have  a  great  many  more  lessons,  mother  ?  ” 
asked  Babie. 

“Don’t  be  as  silly  as  Essie,  Babie,”  said  Janet. 
“  She  expects  us  all  to  have  velvet  frocks  and  gold- 
fringed  sashes,  and  Jessie’s  first  thought  was  ‘  Now, 
Janet,  you’ll  have  a  ladies’  maid.”’ 

“  No  wonder  she  rejoiced  to  be  relieved  of  trying  to 
make  you  presentable,”  said  Bobus. 

“  Shall  we  live  at  Belforest  ?  ”  asked  Armine. 

“  Part  of  the  year,”  said  Janet,  who  was  in  a  wonder¬ 
fully  expansive  and  genial  state ;  “  but  we  shall  get 
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back  to  London  for  the  season,  and  know  what  it  is 
to  enjoy  life  and  rationality  again,  and  then  we  must 
all  go  abroad.  Mother,  how  soon  can  we  go  abroad  ?” 

'  It  won  t  make  a  bit  of  difference  for  a  year.  We 
shan’t  get  it  for  ever  so  long,”  said  Bobus 
“  Oh  !  ” 

“  Fact.  I  know  a  man  whose  uncle  left  him  a 
hundred  pounds  last  year,  and  the  lawyers  haven’t  let 
him  touch  a  penny  of  it.” 

“  Perhaps  he  is  not  of  age,”  said  Janet. 

At  any  rate,  said  Jock,  “we  can  have  our  fun  at 
Belforest.” 

“  O  yes,  Jock,  only  think,”  cried  Babie,  “all  the  dear 
tadpoles  belong  to  mother  !  ” 

“  And  all  the  dragon-flies,”  said  Armine. 

“  And  all  the  herons,”  said  Jock. 

“  We  can  open  the  gates  again,”  said  Armine. 

“Oh  l^the  flowers  !  ”  cried  Babie  in  an  ecstasy. 

“Yes,’’  said  Janet.  “I  suppose  we  shall  spend  the 
early  spring  m  the  country,  but  we  must  have  the  best 
pait  of  the  season  in  London  now  that  we  can  o-et 

out  of  banishment,  and  enjoy  rational  conversatfon 
once  more. 
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I  mean  to  have  my 
see  life  thoroughly. 


“  Rational  fiddlestick,”  muttered  Bobus. 

Thats  what  any  girl  who  wasn’t  such  a 
Janet  would  look  for,”  said  Jock. 

“  Well,  of  course,”  said  Janet, 
balls ,  like  other  people  ;  I  shall 
That’s  just  what  I  value  this  for.’ 

Bobus  made  a  scoffing  noise. 

“  What’s  up,  Bobus  ?  ”  asked  Jock. 

read”°thm&  y°U  keGp  Up  Such  a  row>  one  can’t 

any  book  rhaMjock6*1"  ^  "  W°nderful  th“ 

his<booffakeS  n°  °ddS  t0  me,,>  returned  Bobus,  over 
Oh  !  now  !  ’  cried  Janet,  “  if  it  were  only  the  pleasure 

of  .bs;?tiLeefr“  rdY°„ze  il  would  be 

“  FU  show  iny  gratitude,”  said  Janet ;  «  we’ll  give 
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all  of  them  at  Kencroft  all  the  fine  clothes  and  jewels 
and  amusements  that  ever  they  care  for,  more  than 
ever  they  gave  us  ;  only  it  is  we  that  shall  give  and 
they  that  will  take,  don’t  you  see  ?  ” 

“  Sweet  charity,”  quoth  Bobus. 

Those  two  were  a  great  contrast;  Janet  had  never 
been  so  radiant,  feeling  her  sentence  of  banishment 
revoked,  and  realising  more  vividly  than  anyone  else 
was  doing,  the  pleasures  of  wealth.  The  cloud  under 
which  she  had  been  ever  since  the  coming  to  the 
Pagoda  seemed  to  have  rolled  away,  in  the  sense  of 
triumph  and  anticipation  ;  while  Bobus  seemed  to 
have  fallen  into  a  mood  of  sarcastic  ill-temper.  His 
mother  saw,  and  it  added  to  her  sense  of  worry,  though 
her  bright  sweet  nature  would  scarcely  have  fathomed 
the  cause,  even  had  she  been  in  a  state  to  think  actively 
rather  than  to  feel  passively.  Bobus,  only  a  year 
younger  than  Allen,  and  endowed  with  more  force 
and  application,  if  not  with  more  quickness,  had  always 
been  on  a  level  with  his  brother,  and  felt  superior, 
despising  Allen’s  Eton  airs  and  graces,  and  other 
characteristics  which  most  people  thought  amiable, 
And  now  Allen  had  become  son  and  heir,  and  was 
treated  by  everyone  as  the  only  person  of  importance. 
Bobus  did  not  know  what  his  own  claims  might  be, 
but  at  any  rate  his  brother’s  would  transcend  them, 
and  his  temper  was  thoroughly  upset. 

Poor  Caroline  !  She  did  not  wholly  omit  to  pray 
“  In  all  time  of  our  tribulation,  in  all  time  of  our 
wealth,  deliver  us  !  ”  but  if  she  had  known  all  that 
was  in  her  children’s  hearts,  her  own  would  have 
trembled  more. 

And  as  to  Ellen,  the  utmost  she  allowed  herself  to 
say  was,  “  Well,  I  hope  she  will  make  a  good  use 
of  it !  ” 

While  the  Colonel,  as  trustee  and  adviser,  had 
really  a  very  considerable  amount  of  direct  importance 
and  enjoyment  before  him,  which  might  indeed  be 
— to  use  his  own  useful  phrase — “a  fearful  respon¬ 
sibility,”  but  was  no  small  boon  to  a  man  with  too 
much  time  on  his  hands. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

POSSESSION. 

Vain  glorious  Elf,  said  he,  dost  thou  not  weete 
That  money  can  thy  wants  at  will  supply  • 

Shields,  steeds  and  armes,  and  all  things  for  thee  meet, 

It  can  purvey  in  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Spenser. 

Bobus’s  opinion  that  it  would  be  long  before  any¬ 
thing  came  of  this  accession  of  wealth  was  for  a  few 
days  verified  in  the  eyes  of  the  impatient  family,  for 
Christmas  interfered  with  some  of  the  necessary  for¬ 
malities  ;  and  their  mother,  still  thinking  that  anothei 
will  might  be  discovered,  declared  that  they  were 
not  to  go  within  the  gates  of  Belforest  till  they  were 
summoned. 

At  last,  after  Colonel  Brownlow  had  spent  a  day  in 
London,  he  made  his  appearance  with  a  cheque-book 
in  his  hand,  and  the  information  that  he  and  his 
fellow-trustee  had  so  arranged  that  the  heiress  could 
open  an  account,  and  begin  to  enter  on  the  fruition  of 
the  property.  There  were  other  arrangements  to  be 
made,  those  about  the  out-door  servants  and  keepers 
could  be  settled  with  Richards,  but  she  ought  to 
remove  her  two  sons  from  the  foundation  of  the  two 
colleges,  though  of  course  they  would  continue  there 
as  pupils. 

“  And  Robert,”  she  said,  colouring  exceedingly,  “  ii 
you  will  let  me,  there  is  a  thing  I  wish  very  much— to 
send  your  John  to  Eton  with  mine.  He  is  my  ^odson 
you  know,  and  it  would  be  such  a  pleasure  to  me  ” 

“Thank  you,  Caroline,”  said  the  Colonel,  after  a 
moment’s  hesitation,  “Johnny  is  to  stand  at  the  Eton 
election,  and  I  should  prefer  his  owing  his  education 
to  his  own  exertions  rather  than  to  any  kindness.” 

Yes,  yes  ,  I  undei stand  that,  said  Caroline  j  “  but 
I  do  want  you  to  let  me  do  anything  for  any  of' them 
I  should  be  so  grateful,”  she  added', ’  imploringly,  witli 
a  good  deal  of  agitation  ;  “  please— please  think’ of  it, 
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as  if  your  brother  were  still  here.  You  would  never 
mind  how  much  he  did  for  them.” 

“Yes,  I  should,”  said  the  Colonel,  decidedly,  but 
pausing  to  collect  his  next  sentence.  “  I  should  not 
accept  from  him  what  might  teach  my  sons  depen¬ 
dence.  You  see  that,  Caroline.” 

“Yes,”  she  humbly  said.  “  He  would  be  wise  about 
it  !  I  don’t  want  to  be  disagreeable  and  oppressive, 
Robert ;  I  will  never  try  to  force  things  on  you  ;  but 
please  let  me  do  all  that  is  possible  to  you  to  allow.” 

There  was  something  touching  in  her  incoherent 
earnestness,  which  made  the  Colonel  smile,  yet  wink 
away  some  moisture  from  his  eyes,  as  he  again 
thanked  her  without  either  acceptance  or  refusal. 
Then  he  said  he  was  going  to  Belforest,  and  asked 
whether  she  would  not  like  to  come  and  look  over  the 
place.  He  would  go  back  and  call  for  her  with  the 
pony  carriage. 

“  But  would  not  Ellen  like  to  go  ?  ”  she  said.  “  I 
will  walk  with  the  boys.” 

The  Colonel  demurred  a  little,  but  knowing  that  his 
wife  really  longed  to  go,  and  could  not  well  be  squeezed 
into  the  back  seat,  he  gave  a  sort  of  half  assent ;  and 
as  he  left  the  house,  Mother  Carey  gave  a  summoning 
cry  to  gather  her  brood,  rushed  upstairs,  put  on  what 
Babie  called  her  “  most  every  dayest  old  black  hat  ;  ” 
and  when  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Brownlow,  with  Jessie 
behind,  drove  into  the  park,  it  was  to  see  her  careering 
along  by  the  short  cut  over  the  hoar-frosty  grass,  in 
the  midst  of  seven  boys,  three  girls,  and  two  dogs,  all 
in  a  most  frisky  mood  of  exhilaration. 

Distressed  at  appearing  to  drive  up  like  the  lady  of 
the  house,  her  Serene  Highness  insisted  on  stopping 
at  the  iron  gates  of  the  stately  approach.  There  she 
alighted,  and  waited  to  make  the  best  setting  to  rights 
she  could  of  the  heiress’s  wind-tossed  hat  and  cloak, 
and  would  have  put  her  into  the  carriage,  but  that  no 
power  could  persuade  her  to  mount  that  triumphal 
car,  and  all  that  could  be  obtained  was  that  she 
should  walk  in  the  forefront  of  the  procession  with 
the  Colonel. 
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There  was  nobody  to  receive  them  but  Richards 
for  the  servants  had  been  paid  off,  and  only  a  keeper 
and  his  wife  were  living  m  the  kitchen  in  charge. 
1  here  was  a  fire  in  the  library,  where  the  Colonel  had 
business  to  transact  with  Richards,  while  the  ladies 
and  childien  proceeded  with  their  explorations.  It 
was  rather  awful  at  first  in  the  twilight  gloom  of  the 
gmat  hall,  with  a  painted  mythological  ceiling,  and 
cold  white  pavement,  varied  by  long  perspective  lines 
of  black  lozenges,  on  which  every  footfall  echoed. 
1  he  first  door  that  they  opened  led  into  a  vast  and 
dreary  dining-room,  with  a  carpet,  forming  a  crimson 
i ?  .  at  one  end,  and  long  ranks  of  faded  leathern  chairs 
sitting  m  each  other’s  laps.  At  one  end  hung  a  huge 
picture  by  Snyders,  of  a  bear  hugging  one  dog  in  Ins 
fore  paws  and  tearing  open  the  ribs  of  another  with 
his  hind  ones.  Opposite  was  a  wild  boar  impaling 
a  hound  with  his  tusk,  and  the  other  walls  were 
occupied  by  Herodias  smiling  at  the  contents  of  her 
chaiger,  Judith  dropping  the  gory  head  into  her  baa- 
a  biown  St.  Sebastian  writhing  among  the  arrows  • 
and  Juno  extracting  the  painfully  flesh  and  blood 
eyes  of  Argus  to  set  them  in  her  peacock’s  tail 

f  object  to  eating  my  dinner  in  a  butcher’s  shop  ” 
observed  Allen.  i  j 

mother^  ^  mUSt  ^  them  °Ut  °f  this  Place/'  said  his 

ElLIhe“TakLV?By  VaIuabl?  Paintings,”  interposed 
Ellen.  I  know  they  are  m  the  county  history.  They 

were  collected  by  Sir  Francis  Bradford,  from  whom 
^  Veser7aS  b°Ught’  ai?d  hewas  a  great  connoisseur.” 

seurs  of  the  T  fJUSt  ^  ho$d  things  great  connois- 
sems  of  the  last  century  liked,  by  way  of  giving 

themselves  an  appetite,”  said  Caroline.  *  g 

.  n°t  hne  pictures  always  horrid  ?  »  asked  Tessie 

in  all  simplicity.  J  essie, 

Tlie  drawing-rooms,  a  whole  suite  -antechamber 
saloon,  music-room,  and  card-room,  were  all  swa  hed 
up  m  brown  holland,  hanging  even  from  the  met ure 
rods  along  the  wall.  Even  in  the  days  of  the  most 
liberal  housekeeper,  Ellen  had  never  done  more  than 
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peep  beneath.  So  she  .  revelled  in  investigations  of 
! cling  and  yellow  satin,  ormolu  and  marble  bio- 
nnrrors  and  Sevres  clocks,  a  three-piled  carpet,  and  a 
cazz  mg  pusmatic  chandelier,  though  all  was  pervaded 
with  such  a  chill  of  unused  dampness  and  odour  of 
ustmess,  that  Caroline’s  first  impression  was  that  it 
was  a  perilous  place  for  one  so  lately  recovered. 
However,  Ellen  believed  111  no  danger  till  she  came  on 
two  monstrous  stains  of  damp  on  the  walls,  with  a 
whole  crop  of  curious  fungi  in  one  corner,  and  dis- 
coveied  that  all  the  holland  was  flabby,  and  all  the 
amask  clammy !  Then  she  enforced  the  instant 
lighting  of  fires,  and  shivered  so  decidedly,  that 
Caiohne  and  Jessie  begged  her  to  return  to  the  fire 
in  the  library,  while  Jessie  went  in  search  of  Rob  to 
drive  her  home. 

All  the  rest  of  the  younger  population  had  deserted 
the  state  apartments,  and  were  to  be  heard  in  the 
distance,  clattering  along  the  passages,  banging  doors, 
bawling  and  shouting  to  each  other,  with  freaks  of 
such  laughter  as  had  never  awakened  those  echoes 
during  the  Barnes’,  tenure,  but  Jessie  returned  not  • 
and  her  aunt  going  m  quest  of  her  up  a  broad 
flight  of  shallow  stairs,,  found  herself  in  a  oTand 
gallery,  with  doors  leading  to  various  corridors  and 
stairs.  She  called,  and  the  tramp  of  the  boots  of 
youth  began  to  descend  on  her,  with  shouts  of  “  AH 
light!  and  downstairs  flowed  the  troop,  beginning 
with  Jock,  and  ending  with  Armine  and  Babie,  each  with 
some  breathless  exclamation,  all  jumbled  together _ 

Jock.  “  Oh,  mother  !  Stunning !  Lots  of  bats  fas+ 
asleep.” 

Johnny  “  Rats  !  rats  !  ” 

Rob.  A  billiard-table.” 

Joe.  “  Mother  Carey,  may  Pincher  kill  your  rats  ?” 
Armine.  “One  wants  a  clue  of  thread  to  find 
one  s  way.” 

Janet.  “  I’ve  counted  five-and-thirty  bedrooms 
already,  and  that’s  not  all.” 

Babie.  And  there’s  a  little  copper  tea-kettle  in 
each.  May  my  dolls  have  one  ?  ” 
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Bobus.  “There’s  nothing- else  in  most  of  them  ;  and; 
my  eyes  !  how  musty  they  smell.” 

Elvira.  “  I  will  have  the  room  with  the  big  red  bed, 
with  a  gold  crown  at  the  top.” 

Allen.  “Mother,  it  will  be  a  magnificent  place,  but 
it  must  have  a  vast  deal  done  to  it.” 

But  Mother  Carey  was  only  looking  for  Jessie.  No 
one  had  seen  her.  Janet  suggested  that  she  had 
taken  a  rat  for  a  ghost,  and  they  began  to  look  and 
call  in  all  quarters,  till  at  last  she  appeared,  looking 
rather  white  and  scared  at  having  lost  herself,  being- 
bewildered  by  the  voices  and  steps  echoing  here, 
there,  and  everywhere.  The  barrenness  and  uni¬ 
formity  did  make  it  very  easy  to  get  lost,  for  even 
while  they  were  talking,  Joe  was  heard  roaring  to 
know  where  they  were,  nor  would  he  stand  still  till 
they  came  up  with  him,  but  confused  them  and 
himself  by  running  to  meet  them  by  some  deluding 
stair. 

“We’ve  not  got  a  house,  but  a  Cretan  labyrinth,” 
said  Babie. 

“  Or  the  bewitched  castle  mother  told  us  of,”  said 
Allen,  “  where  everybody  was  always  running  round 
after  everybody.” 

“  You’ve  only  to  have  a  grain  of  sense,”  said  Bobus, 
who  had  at  last  recovered  Joe,  and  proceeded  to  give 
them  a  lecture  on  the  two  main  arteries,  and  ^the 
passages  communicating  with  them,  so  that  they  might 
always  be  able  to  recover  their  bearings. 

They  were  more  sober  after  that.  Rob  drove  his 
mother  home,  and  the  Colonel  made  the  round  to  in¬ 
spect  the  dilapidations,  and  estimate  what  was  wanting. 
The  great  house  had  never  been  thoroughly  furnished 
since  the  Bradfords  had  sold  it,  and  it  was,  besides,  in 
manifest  need  of  repair.  Damp  corners,  and  piles  of 
crumbled  plaster  told  their  own  tale.  A  builder  must 
be  sent  to  survey  it,  and  on  the  most  sanguine  com¬ 
putation,  it  could  hardly  be  made  habitable  till  the 
end  of  the  autumn. 

Meantime,  Caroline  must  remain  a  tenant  of  the 
Pagoda,  though,  as  she  told  the  eager  Janet,  this  did 
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ll°t  prevent  a  stay  in  London  for  the  sake  of  the  classes 
and  the  society,  of  whom  she  was  always  talkino-  only 
theie  must  be  time  to  see  their  way.  7 

M  fl16  r'CXt  ProP°sition  gave  universal  satisfaction 
Mother  Carey  would  take  her  whole  brood  to  London 

e”ch  witiLr1?  Pl'rchases>  the  «’ree  eMer  children 
acli  vith  5/.,  the  younger  with  2/.  a-piece  She 

actually  wanted  to  take  two-thirds  of  those  from 

“h^i  Wlt  l  the  Sam?  b°Unty  in  their  Pockets, 
but  to  this  their  parents  absolutely  refused  consent 

^oul°h  aw  th  r  niwith  a  train  °f  seven  was  bad 

ugh  ,  but  that  was  her  own  affair,  and  they  could 
not  prevent  it  ;  and  they  absolutely ’would  not  swell 
the  number  to  thirteen.  It  would  be  ridiculous  she 
would  want  an  omnibus  to  go  about  in. 

ir  1  ^ld  not-  mean  all  to  go  about  together.  The 
elder  boys  will  go  their  own  way.” 

But,  as  the  Colonel  observed,  that  was  all  very  well 
for  boys,  whose  home  had  always  been  in  London 
but  she  would  find  his  country  lads  much  in  her  way’ 
She  then  leduced  her  demand  by  a  third,  for  she 
leahy  wished  for  Johnny  ;  but  the  Colonel’s  principles 

forURob0t  3  °W  hlm  t0  aCC6pt  S°  great  an  indulgence 

That  unlucky  fellow  had,  of  course,  failed  in  his 
examination,  and  this  had  renewed  the  Colonel’s  re¬ 
sentment  _  at  his  laziness  and  shuffling.  He  was 
however,  improved  by  contact  with  strangers,  looked 

to  L  h  T  ‘ecf-„bearishly-  and  had  a  will 

to  do  better.  Still,  it  was  not  possible  to  reoret  his 

absence  except  because  it  involved  that  of  his  brother  • 
and,  with  a  great  effort,  and  many  assurances  of  her 
being  really  needed,  Jessie’s  company  was  secured 
Hever  was  the  taste  of  wealth  sweeter  than  in  that 
over-filled  railway  carriage,  before  it  was  light  on 
the  wmter  morning,  with  a  vista  of  endless  possi¬ 
bilities  contained  m  those  crackling  notes  and  round 
gold  pieces,  Jessie  being,  of  course,  as  well  off  as 

me  lest,  and  feeling  the  novelty  and  wonder  even 
more. 

Mis.  Acton  s  house  was  to  be  the  place  of  rendez* 
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vous,  and  she  would  take  charge  of  the  girls  for  part 
of  the  day,  the  boys  wished  to  shift  for  themselves  ; 
and  Allen  and  Bobus  had  friends  of  their  own  with 
whom  they  meant  to  lunch. 

Clara  met  her  friend  with  an  agitated  manner,  half¬ 
laughing,  half-crying,  as  she  said— 

“Well,  Mother  Carey  dear,  you  haven’t  quite  soared 
above  us  yet  ?  ” 

“  Petrels  never  take  high  flights,”  said  Carey  ;  “  I 
hope  and  trust  that  it  may  prove  impossible  to  make 
a  fine  lady  of  me.  I  am  caught  late,  you  see.” 

“Your  daughters  are  not.  You  won’t  like  to  have 
them  making  excuses  for  mamma’s  friends.” 

“Janet’s  exclusiveness  will  not  be  of  that  sort, 
and  for  warm-hearted  little  Babie,  trust  her.  Do  you 
know  where  the  Ogilvies  can  be  written  to,  Clara  ? 
Are  they  at  Rome,  or  Florence  ?  ” 

“They  were  to  be  at  Florence  by  the  14th.  Mary 
has  learnt  to  be  such  a  traveller,  that  she  always 
drags  her  brother  abroad  for  however  short  a  time 
St.  Kenelm  may  give  her.” 

I  hope  I  shall  catch  her  in  time.  We  want  her  for 
our  governess.” 

“  Now,  really,  Carey,  you  are  a  woman  for  old  friends  ! 
But  do  you  think  you  will  get  on  ?  You  know  she 
won’t  spare  you.” 

“  That’s  the  very  reason  I  want  her.” 

It  is  veiy  generous  of  you  !  You  always  were  the 
best  little  thing  in  the  world,  with  a  strong  turn  for 
being  under  the  lash  ;  so  you’re  going  to  keep  the 
slave  in  the  back  of  your  triumphal  chariot,  like  the 
Roman  general.” 

I  see,  you  re  afraid  she  will  teach  me  to  be  too 
proper  behaved  for  you.” 

“Precisely  so,  after  her  experience  of  Russian 
countesses.  I  don’t  know  whether  she  will  let  you  be 
mistress  of  your  own  house.” 

“  She  will  make  me  mistress  all  the  more  ”  said 
Caroline;  “for  she  will  make  me  all  the  more  ’‘queen 
o  er  myself.  ^ 

Then  began  the  shopping,  such  shopping  extra- 
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ordinal y  as  none  of  the  family  liad  ever  enjoyed 
except  in  dreams  ;  and  when  it  was  the  object  of 
eveiybody  to  conceal  their  purchases  from  every¬ 
body  else.  Caroline  contrived  to  make  time  for 
a  quiet  luncheon  with  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lucas,  to  which 
she  took  her  two  youngest  boys,  since  Jock  was 
the  godson  of  the  house,  and  had  moreover  been 
shaken  off  by  his  two  elder  brothers.  Happily  he 
was  too  good-tempered  to  grumble  at  being  thrown 
over,  and  his  mind  was  in  a  beatific  state  of  con¬ 
templation  of  his  newly-purchased  treasures,  a  small 
pistol,  a  fifteen-bladed  knife,  and  a  box  of  mis¬ 
cellaneous  sweets,  although  his  mother  had  so  far 
succumbed  to  the  weakness  of  her  sex  as  to  pre¬ 
vent  the  wreapon  from  being  accompanied  by  any 
ammunition. 

As  to  Armine,  she  wanted  to  consult  Dr.  Lucas 
about  the  fragile  looks  and  liability  to  cold  that  had 
alarmed  her  ever  since  Rob’s  exploit.  Besides,  he 
was  so  unlike  the  others !  Had  she  not  seen  him 
quietly  make  his  way  into  the  drawing-room,  where 
Mrs.  Lucas  kept  a  box  for  the  Children’s  Hospital, 
and  drop  into  it  two  bright  florins,  one  of  which  she 
had  seen  Babie  hand  over  to  him  ? 

“  I  do  think  it  is  not  canny,”  she  said,  as  if  it  had 
been  one  of  his  symptoms. 

“  Do  you  want  me  to  prescribe  for  it  ?  ” 

“I  did  try  one  prescription  for  having  too  big  a 
soul ;  I  turned  my  poor  little  boy  loose  into  school, 
and  there  they  half  killed  him  for  me,  and  made 
the  original  complaint  worse.” 

“Happily  no  prescription,  'neither  life,  nor  death, 
nor  any  other  creature,’  can  cure  that  complaint,”  said 
the  good  old  doctor,  “  though,  alas  !  it  is  only  too  apt 
to  dry  up  from  within.” 

“  Still  I  can’t  help  feeling  it  rather  awful  to  have 
to  do  with  a  being  so  spiritual  as  that,  and  it  appears 
to  me  to  increase  on  him,  so  that  he  never  seems 
quite  to  belong  to  me.  And  precocity  is  a  dangerous 
sign,  is  it  not  ?  ” 

“  I  see,”  said  the  doctor,  smiling  ;  “you  are  going  to 
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be  a  treasure  to  the  faculty,  and  indulge  in  anxieties 
and  consultations.” 

“  Now,  Dr.  Lucas,  you  know  that  we  were  always 
anxious  about  Armine.  You  remember  his  father 
said  he  needed  more  care  than  the  rest.” 

Dr.  Lucas  allowed  that  this  was  true ;  but  he  only 
i  ecommended  flannel,  pale  ale,  moderation  in  study, 
and  time  to  recover  the  effects  of  the  pump. 

Both  the  good  old  friends  were  very  kind  and  full  of 
tender  congratulation,  mingled  with  a  little  anxiety, 
though  they  were  pleased  with  her  good  taste  and 
simplicity  and  absence,  of  all  elation.  But  then  she 
had  hardly  realised  the  new  position,  and  seemed  to 
look  neither  behind  nor  before.  Her  only  scheme 
seemed  to  be  to  take  a  house  in  London  for  a  few 
months,  and  then  perhaps  to  go  abroad,  but  of  this 
she  could  not  talk  in  those  old  scenes  which  vividly 
brought  back  that  castle  in  the  air,  never  fulfilled,  of 
a  holiday  in  Switzerland  with  Joe. 

On  leaving  the  Lucases,  she  sent  her  boys  on  be¬ 
fore  her  to  the  nearest  bazaar,  and  was  soon  at  her 
old  home.  Kind  Mrs.  Drake  effaced  herself  as  much 
as  possible,  and  let  her  roam  about  the  house  alone, 
but  furniture  had  altered  every  room,  so  that  no 
lesponsive  chord  was  touched  till  she  came  to  the 
study,  which  was  little  changed.  There  she  shut 
herself  in  and  strove  to  recall  the  touch  of  the  hand 
that  was  gone,  the  sound  of  the  voice  that  was  still. 
She  stood,  where  she  had  been  wont  to  stand  over 
her  husband,  when  he  had  been  busy  at  his  table 
and  she  had  run  down  with  some  inquiry,  and  with 
a  yearning  ache  of  heart  she  clasped  her  hands  and 
almost  breathed  out  the  words,  “O  Toe  Toe  dear 
father !  Oh  !  for  one  moment  of  you  to  tell  me 
what  to  do,  and  how  to  keep  true  to  the  charo-e  you 
gave  me— your  Magnum  Bonum  !  ” 

So  absolutely  had  she  asked  the  question,  that  she 
waited,  almost  expecting  a  reply,  but  there  was  no 
voice  and  none  to  answer  her ;  and  she  was  turning 
away  with  a  sickening  sense  of  mockery  at  her  own 
uolly  in  seeking  the  empty  shrine  whence  the  oracle 
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of  her  life  had  departed,  when  her  eye  fell  on  the 
engraving  over  the  mantel-piece.  It  was  the  one 
thing  foi  which  Mr.  Drake  had  begged  as  a  memorial 
ot  Joe  Brownlow,  and  it  still  hung  in  its  old  place. 
It  was  of  the  Great  Physician,  consoling  and  healing 
all  around— the  sick,  the  captive,  the  self-tormentine 
genius,  the  fatherless,  the  widow. 

Was  this  the  answer  ?  Something  darted  through 
<1'hL  m*n<^  a-  pang  followed  by  a  strange  throb' — 
“Give  yourself  up  to  Him.  Seek  the  true  good  first. 
T  he  other  may  lie  on  its  way.” 

But  it  was  only  a  pang.  The  only  too-natural  recoil 
came  the  next  minute.  Was  not  she  as  religious  as 
there  was  any  need  to  be,  or  at  least  as  she  could  be 
without  alienating  her  children  or  affecting  more  than 
she  felt?  Give  herself  to  Him?  How?  Did  that 
mean  a  great  deal  of  church-going,  sermon-read¬ 
ing,  cottage  visiting,  prayers,  meditations,  and  avoid¬ 
ance  of  pleasure  ?  That  would  never  do ;  the  boys 
would  not  beai  it,  and  Janet  would  be  alienated ; 
besides,  it  would  be  hypocrisy  in  one  who  could  not 
sit  still  ana  think,  or  attend  to  anything  lengthy  and 
wearisome. 

So,  as  a  kind  of  compromise,  she  looked  at  the  photo¬ 
graph  which  hung  below,  and  to  it  she  almost  spoke 
out  her  answer.  “Yes,  I’ll  be  very  good,  and  give 
away  lots  of  things.  Mary  Ogilvie  shall  come  and 
keep  me  in  order,  and  she  won’t  let  me  be  naughty, 
if  I  ever  want  to  be  naughty  when  I  get  away  from 
Ellen.  Then  Magnum  Bonum  shall  have  its  turn 
too.  Don’t  be  afraid,  dearest.  If  Allen  does  not 
take  to  it  now,  I  am  sure  Bobus  will  be  a  great 
chemical  discoverer,  able  to  give  all  his  time^and 
spare  no  expense,  and  then  we  will  fit  up  this  dear 
old  house  for  a  hospital  for  very  poor  people. 
That’s  what  you  would  have  done  if  you  had  been 
here  !  Oh,  if  this  money  had  only  come  in  time  !  But 
heie  ate  these  horrid  tears!  If  I  once  begin  crying 
I  shah  be  good  for  nothing.  If  I  don’t  go  at  once, 
there’s  no  saying  what  Jock  mayn’t  have  bought.” 

She  was  just  in  time  to  find  Jock  asking  the  price 
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of  all  the  animals  in  the  Pantheon  Bazaar,  and  ex¬ 
pecting  her  to  supply  the  cost  of  a  vicious-looking 
monkey.  The  whole  flock  collected  in  due  time  at 
the  station,  and  so  did  their  parcels.  Allen  brought 
with  him  his  chief  purchase,  the  most  lovely  toy- 
terrier  in  the  world,  whom  he  presented  on  the  spot  to 
Elvira,  and  who  divided  the  journey  between  licking 
himself  and  devouring  the  fragments  of  biscuit  with 
which  Jock  supplied  him.  Allen  had  also  bought 
a  beautiful  statuette  for  himself,  and  a  set  of  studs. 
Janet  had  set  herself  up  with  a  case  of  mathe¬ 
matical  instruments  and  various  books  ;  Bobus’s 
purchases  were  divers  chemical  appliances  and  a 
pocket  microscope,  also  what  he  thrust  into  Jessie’s 
lap  and  she  presently  proclaimed  to  be  a  lovely  little 
work-case;  Jessie  herself  was  hugging  a  parcel,  which 
turned  out  to  contain  warm  pelisses  for  the  two 
nursery  boys  just  above  the  baby.  For  the  adapta¬ 
tion  of  their  seniors’  last  year’s  garments  had  not 
proved  so  successful  as  not  to  have  much  grieved  the 
good  girl  and  her  mother. 

Elvira’s  money  had  all  gone  into  an  accordion,  and 
a  necklace  of  large  blue  beads. 

“  Didn’t  you  get  anything  for  your  grandfather  or 
your  cousins  ?  ”  said  Caroline. 

“  1  wanted  it  all,”  said  Elfie  ;  “  and  you  only  gave 
me  two  sovereigns,  or  I  would  have  had  the  brace¬ 
lets  too.” 

“  Never  mind,  Elfie,”  cried  Babie,  “  I’ve  got  some¬ 
thing  for  Mr.  Gould  and  for  Kate  and  Mary.” 

11  Have  you,  Babie  ?  So  have  I,”  returned  Armine  ; 
and  the  two,  who  had  been  wedged  into  one  seat, 
began  a  whispering  conversation,  by  which  the  listeners 
might  have  learnt  that  there  was  a  friendly  rivalry  as 
to  which  had  made  the  two  pounds  provide  the  largest 
possible  number  of  presents.  Neither  had  bouo-ht 
anything  for  self,  for  the  chest  of  drawers,  bath,  and 
broom  were  for  Babies  precious  dolls,  not  for  herself. 
Mothei  Caie},  uncle  and  aunt,  brothers,  sisters,  cousins 
servants,  Mr.  Gould,  the  gardener’s  grandson’  the  old 
apple-woman,  "the  little  thin  girls,”  had  all  been 
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provided  for  at  that  wonderful  German  Bazaar, 
and  the  only  regret  was  that  gifts  for  Mr.  Ogilvie 
and  Alfred  Richards  could  not  be  brought  within 
the  powers  of  even  two  pounds.  What  had  Mother 
Carey  bought  ?  Ah  !  Nobody  was  to  know  till 
Twelfth-day,  and  then  the  first  tree  cut  at  Belforest 
would  be  a  Christmas-tree.  Then  came  a  few 
regrets  that  everybody  had  proclaimed  their  pur¬ 
chases,  and  therewith  people  began  to  grow  weary 
and  drop  asleep.  It  was  by  gaslight  that  they 
arrived  at  home  and  bundled  into  the  flys  that 
awaited  them,  and  then  in  the  hall  at  home  came 
Elvira’s  cry — - 

“  Where’s  my  doggie,  my  Chico  ?  ” 

“  Here  ;  I  took  him  out,”  said  Jock. 

“  That’s  not  Chico  ;  that’s  a  nasty,  horrid,  yellow 
cur.  Chico  was  black.  You  naughty  boy,  Jock, 
you’ve  been  and  changed  my  dog.” 

“Has  Midas  changed  him  to  gold  ?”  cried  Babic. 

“  Ah,”  said  Bobus,  meaningly. 

“You’ve  done  it  then,  Bobus!  You’ve  put  some¬ 
thing  to  him.” 

“  I  haven’t,”  said  Bobus,  “  but  he’s  been  licking 
himself  all  the  way  home.  Well,  we  all  know  green 
is  the  sacred  colour  of  the  Grand  Turk.” 

“No!  You  don’t  mean  it!”  said  Allen,  catching- 
up  the  dog  and  holding  him  to  the  lamp,  while 
Janet  observed  that  he  was  a  sort  of  chameleon,  for 
his  body,  which  had  been  black,  was  now  yellow,  and 
his  chops  which  had  been  tan,  had  become  black. 

Elvira  began  to  cry  angrily,  still  uncomprehending, 
and  fancying  Bobus  and  Jock  had  played  her  a  trick 
and  changed  her  dog  ;  Allen  abused  the  horrid  little 
brute,  and  the  more  horrid  man  who  had  deceived 
him  ;  and  Armine  began  pitying  and  caressing  him, 
seriously  distressed  lest  the  poor  little  beast  should 
have  poisoned  himself.  Caroline  herself  expected  to 
have  heard  that  he  was  dead  the  next  morning,  and 
would  have  felt  more  compassion  than  regret  ;  but, 
to  her  surprise  and  Allen’s  chagrin,  Chico  made  his 
appearance,  very  rhubarb-coloured  and  perfectly  well. 
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I  think,  said  Elvira,  “  I  will  give  Chico  to  grand¬ 
papa,  for  a  nice  London  present.” 

Everybody  burst  out  laughing  at  this  piece  of 
generosity,  and  though  the  young  lady  never  quite 
understood  what  amused  them,  and  Allen  heartily 
wished  Chico  among  the.  army  of  dogs  at  River 
lioilow,  he  did  somehow  or  other  remain  at  the  Folly 
and>.  after  the  fashion  of  dogs,  adopted  Jock  as  the 
special  object  of  his  devotion. 

Ellen  came  in,  expecting  to  regale  her  eyes  with 
the  newest  fashions.  Or  were  they  all  coming  down 
Irom  the  dressmaker  ? 

“I  had  no  time  to  be  worried  with  dressmakers” 
said  Caroline.  ’ 

“ 1  fought  you  went  there  while  the  girls  were 
going  about  with  Mrs.  Acton.” 

the  winter/’  ^  1  ^  JUSt  g0t  my  new  bonnet  for 

“  But ! 

And  indeed  I  have  not  inherited  any  more  heads  ” 
Ellen  sighed  at  the  impracticability  of  her  sister  in 
law  and  the  blindness  of  fortune.  But  nobody  could 

tme  WhnJ  ?  °f.  Twelfth-day  Christmas- 
tiee  What  need  be  said  of  it  but  that  each  member 

of  the  house  of  Brownlow,  and  each  of  its  dependents 
obtained  the  very  thing  that  the  bright-eyed  fairy  of 
the  family  had  guessed  would  be  most  acceptable  7 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

POPINJAY  PARLOUR. 

Happiest  of  all,  in  that  her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

t  lT  1S  £ur  meIancholy  duty  to  record  the  demise  of 

it “dfaTpS?1  which  took  place  at  his  residence 
ac  Lelfoiest  Park,  near  Kenmmster,  on  the  20th  nf 

ecember  The  lamented  gentleman  had  long  been 
a  failing  health,  and  an  attack  of  paralysis  which 
took  place  on  the  i9th,  terminated  fatally  7  The  vast 
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property  which  the  deceased  had  accumulated,  chiefly 
by  steamboat  and  railway  speculations  in  the  West 
Indies,  lendeied  him  one  of  the  richest  proprietors  in 
the  county.  We  understand  that  the  entire  fortune  is 
bequeathed  solely  to  his  grand-niece,  Mrs.  Caroline 
Otway  Biownlow,  widow  01  the  late  Joseph  Brownlow, 
Esq.,  and  at  present  resident  in  the  Pagoda,  Ken- 
minster  Hill.  Her  eldest  son,  Allen  Brownlow,  Esq., 
is  being  educated  at  Eton.” 

1  hat  was  the  paragraph  which  David  Ogilvie  placed 
before  the  eyes  of  his  sister  in  a  newspaper  lent  to 
him  in  the  train  by  a  courteous  fellow-traveller. 

“  Poor  Caroline  !  ”  said  Mary. 

They  said  no  more  till  the  next  day,  when,  after 
the  English  service  at  Florence,  they  were  strolling 
togethei  towards  San  Miniato,  and  feeling  themselves 
entirely  alone. 

“  1  wonder  whether  this  is  true,”  began  Mary  at  last. 

“  Why  not  true  ?  ” 

I  thought  Mr.  Barnes  had  threatened  the  boys 
that  they  should  remember  the  Midas  escapade.” 

“  It  must  have  been  only  a  threat.  It  could  only 
lie  between  her  and  the  Spanish  child  ;  and,  if  report 
be  true,  even  the  half  would  be  an  enormous  fortune.” 

“  Will  it  be  fortune  or  misfortune,  I  wonder  ?” 

‘'At  any  rate,  it  puts  an  end  to  my  chances  of 
being  of  any  service  to  her.  Be  it  the  half  or  the 
whole,  she  is  equally  beyond  my  reach.” 

“  As  she  was  before.” 

“Don’t  misinterpret  me,  Mary.  I  mean  out  of 
reach  of  helping  her  in  any  way.  I  was  of  little  use 
to  her  before.  I  could  not  save  little  Armine  from 
those  brutal  bullies,  and  never  suspected  the  abuse  that 
engulphed  Bobus.  I  am  not  fit  for  a  schoolmaster.” 

“To  tell  the  truth,  I  doubt  whether  you  have  enough 
high  spirits  or  geniality.” 

“  That’s  the  very  thing  !  I  can’t  get  into  the  boys, 
or  prevent  their  thinking  me  a  Don.  I  had  hoped 
there  was  improvement,  but  the  revelations  of  the 
half-year  have  convinced  me  that  I  knew  just  nothing 
at  all  about  it.” 
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“  Have  you  thought  what  you  will  do  ?” 

As  soon  as  I  get  home,  I  shall  send  in  my  notice 
of  resignation  at  Midsummer.  That  will  see  out  her 
last  boy,  if  he  stays  even  so  long.” 

“And  then?” 

I  shall  go  for  a  year  to  a  theological  college  and 
test  my  fitness  to  offer  myself  for  Holy  Orders.”  ' 

A  look  of  satisfaction  on  his  sister’s  part  made  him 
add,  “  Perhaps  you  were  disappointed  that  I  was  not 
ordained  on  my  fellowship  seven  years  aco.” 

“  Certainly  I  was  ;  but  I  was  in  Russia,  and  I 
thought  you  knew  best,  so  I  said  nothing.” 

You  were  right.  You  would  only  have  heard 
what  would  have  made  you  anxious.  Not  that  there 
was  much  to  alarm  you,  but  it  is  not  good  for  any  one 
to  be  left  so  entirely  without  home-influences  as  I  was 
all  the  time  you  spent  abroad.  I  fell  among  a  set  of 
daring  talkers,  who  thought  themselves  daring  thinkers  • 
and  though  the  foundations  were  never  disturbed  with 
me,  I  was  not  disposed  to  bind  myself  more  closely 
to  what  might  not  bear  investigation,  and  I  did 
not  like  the  aspect  of  clerical  squabbles  on  minutiae 
There  was  a  tide  against  the  life  that  carried  me 
along  with  it  half  from  sound, .  half  from  unsound 

andtaward"”  fr°m  the  restraint>  ““‘ward 

“Very  likely  it  was  wise,  and  the  best  thing  in  the 
end.  But  what  has  brought  you  to  it  ?  ” 

masten”Pe  ^  ^  1'esource  of  a  shelved  school- 

•  “  °h’  y°1'  arf  not  shelved.  See  how  you  have 

unproved  the  school.  Look  at  the  numbers.” 

hat  is  no  test  of  my  real  influence  over  the 
boya  I  teach  them,  I  keep  them  in  external  order 

low  ebb?'  get  ln‘°  t  lem-  The  reI«ious  Hfe  is  at  a 

yomNbesYnder’  Vka‘' !  but  3™  done 

“Even  if  my  attempts  are  a  layman's  best  thev 
a  ways  get  quenched  by  the  cold  water  of  the  S 
element.  It  is  hard  for  boys  to  feel  the  reality  of 
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what  is  treated  with  such  business-like  indifference, 
and  set  forth  so  feebly,  not  to  say  absurdly.” 

“  I  know.  It  is  a  terrible  disadvantage.” 

“  Listening  to  Rigby,  has,  I  must  say,  done  a  good 
deal  to  bring  about  my  present  intention.” 

“  By  force  of  contradiction.” 

“  If  that  means  of  longing  to  be  in  his  place  and 
put  the  thing  as  it  ought  to  be  put.” 

“  It  is  a  contradiction  in  which  I  most  sincerely 
rejoice,  David,”  she  said  ;  “  one  of  the  wishes  of  my 
heart  fulfilled  when  I  had  given  it  up.” 

“You  do  not  know  that  it  will  be  fulfilled.” 

“  I  think  it  will,  though  you  are  right  to  take  time, 
in  case  the  decision  should  be  partly  due  to  disap¬ 
pointment.” 

“If  there  can  be  disappointment  where  hope  has 
never  existed.  But  if  a  man  finds  he  can’t  have 
his  great  good,  it  may  make  him  look  for  the  greater.” 

Mary  sighed  a  mute  and  thankful  acquiescence. 

“  The  worst  of  it  is  about  you,  Mary.  It  is  throw¬ 
ing  you  over  just  as  you  were  coming  to  make  me 
a  home.” 

“  Never  mind,  Davie.  It  is  only  deferred,  and  at 
any  rate  we  can  keep  together  till  Midsummer.  Then 
I  can  go  out  again  for  a  year  or  two,  and  perhaps  you 
will  settle  somewhere  where  the  curate’s  sister  could 
get  a  daily  engagement.” 

The  next  day  they  found  the  following  letter  at  the 
post  office  : — 

“  The  Folly ,  Jan.  3 rd . 

“My  DEAR  Mary, — I  suppose  you  may  have  at¬ 
tained  the  blessed  realms  that  lie  beyond  the  borders 
of  Gossip,  and  may  not  have  heard  the  nine  days’ 
wonder  that  Belforest  had  descended  on  the  Folly, 
and  that  poor  old  Mr.  Barnes  has  left  his  whole 
property  to  me.  My  dear,  it  would  be  something 
awful  even  if  he  had  done  his  duty  and  halved  it 
between  Elvira  and  me,  and  he  has  ingeniously  tied 
it  up  with  trustees  so  as  to  make  restitution  im¬ 
possible.  As  it  is,  my  income  will  be  not  less  than 
40,000/.  a  year,  and  when  divided  among  the  chil- 


222 


MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 


for  them67  ^  ^  ^  than  PerhaPs  is  good 

nOW’  mJ  dear  °ld  dragon,  will  you  come  and 
keep  me  m  order  under  the  title  of  governess  to 
Barbara  and  Elvira  ?  For,  of  course,  the  dtiS  w  1  l0 
on  living  with  us,  and  will  have  it  made  up  to  her  as 
far  aS  possible.  You  know  that  I  shall  d^al  manne 
of  foolish  things,  but  I  think  they  will  be  rather  feweT 
f  you  will  only  come  and  take  me  in  hand  My 

brTookrefrtherBCol0nel  and  an  °ld  Heitor,  and  will 
both  look  after  the  estate  ;  but  as  for  the  rest  all  that 

bhity  and6!  erSerSay  *  is  a  fri&htful  responsi- 

[’and  her  bei  jlie  Highness  is  awe-struck.  I  could 
lot  lave  conceived  that  such  a  thing  could  have  ma dp 

I°donUthtlSerenCe  realIy  ^°0d  ~r  Not 
eyes  and  TbpC  Sabject  to  SoId  dust  in  the 

eyes,  and,  i  believe,  you  will  still  see  the  same  little 

Sgrth,sry  petre1,  that  yOU  used  t0  hully  at 

mtn,  and  will  be  even  more  willing  to  perform  the 
piocess.  As  I  should  have  begun  by  savins  on  the 
very  first  evening  Babie  showed  her  sense  by  proposing 

f  f  n  S  a-™-.  anc^  y°u  were  unanimously  elected 
m  full  and  free  parliament.  It  really  was  the  child's 
own  thought  and  proposal,  and  what  I  want  is  to 
have  those  two  children  made  wiser  and  better  than  I 

wise,Sfor  Belfbrestlwill  fee  “fe 

not  hfefeem s^I  mSb  ^ 

Jd'nIKr  fin  i?  a.  ^  ^  to  stay  on  in  th p 

Bony  till  Easter,  and  then  mve  Tan,o+  J  t  , 

-Is  eL^dtateY4he  feth^to 

can  be  spared  J  f°f  musIc  lesso^  *  she 

worth  teaching,  and  I  would  ^ay  ma£e  ^ 
you  would  come  if  you  knew  what  a  relief  would  be 
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Ever  since  that  terrible  August,  two  years  and  a  half 
ago,  I  have  felt  as  if  I  were  drifting  in  an  endless  mist, 
with  all  the  children  depending  on  me,  and  nobody  to 
take  my  hand  and  lead  me.  You  are  one  of  the 
straws  I  grasp  at.  Not  very  complimentary  after  all, 
but  when  I  thought  of  the  strong,  warm,  guiding 
hands  that  are  gone,  I  could  not  put  it  otherwise. 
Do,  Mary,  come,  I  do  need  you  so. 

“  Your  affectionate 

“  C.  O.  Brownlow.” 

“May  I  see  it  ?  ”  asked  David. 

“  If  you  will  ;  but  I  don’t  think  it  will  do  you  any 
good.  My  poor  Carey  !  ” 

“  Few  women  would  have  written  such  a  letter  in 
all  the  first  flush  of  wealth.” 

“No;  there’s  great  sweetness  and  humility  and 
generosity  in  it,  dear  child.” 

“  It  changes  the  face  of  affairs.” 

“  I’m  engaged  to  you.” 

“Nonsense!  As  if  that  would  stand  in  the  way. 
Besides,  she  will  be  at  Kenminster  till  Easter.  You 
are  not  hesitating,  Mary  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  I  am,  and  yet'  I  believe  I  ought  to 
do  so.” 

“  You  are  not  imagining  that  I- — — ” 

“  I  was  not  thinking  of  you  ;  but  I  am  not  certain 
that  it  would  not  be  better  for  our  old  friendship  if  I 
did  not  accept  the  part  poor  Carey  proposes  to  me. 

I  might  make  myself  more  disagreeable  than  could 
be  endured  by  forty  thousand  a  year.” 

“You  do  yourself  and  her  equal  injustice.” 

“  I  shall  settle  nothing  till  I  have  seen  her.” 

“Then  you  will  be  fixed,”  he  said,  in  a  tone  of 
conviction. 

So  she  expected,  though  believing  that  it  would  be 
the  ruin  of  her  pleasant  old  friendship.  Her  nineteen 
years  of  governess-ship  had  shown  her  more  of  the 
shady  side  of  high  life  than  was  known  to  her  brother 
or  her  friend.  She  knew  that,  whatever  the  owner 
may  be  at  the  outset,  it  is  the  tendency  of  wealth  and 


224  MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 

power  to  lead  to  arbitrariness  and  impatience  of  con¬ 
tradiction  and  censure,  and  to  exact  approval  and 
adulation.  Even  if  Caroline  Brownlow’s  own  nature 
should,  at  five-and-thirty,  be  too  much  confirmed  in 
sweetness  and  generosity  to  succumb  to  such  tempta¬ 
tion,  her  children  would  only  too  probably  resent  any 
counter-influence,  and  set  themselves  against  their 
mother’s  friend,  and  guide,  under  the  title  of  governess. 
Moreover,  Mary  was  too  clear-sighted  not  to  feel  that 
there  was  a  lack  in  the  Brownlow  household  of  what 
alone  could  give  her  confidence  in  the  charming 
qualities  of  its  mistress.  Yet  she  knew  that  her 
brother  would  never  forgive  her  for  refusing,  and  that 
she  should  hardly  forgive  herself  for  following — not  so 
much  her  better,  as  her  more  prudent,  judgment.  For 
she  was  infinitely  touched  and  attracted  by  that  warm¬ 
hearted  letter,  and  could  not  bear  to  meet  it  with  a 
refusal.  She  hoped,  for  a  time  at  least,  to  be  a 
comfort,  and  to  make  suggestions,  with  some  chance 
of  being  attended  to.  Such  aid  seemed  due  from  the 
old  friendship  at  whatever  peril  thereto,  and  she  would 
leave  her  final  answer  till  she  should  see  whether 
her  friend’s  letter  had  been  written  only  on  the  im¬ 
pulse  of  the  moment,  and  half  retracted  immediately 
after. 

The  brother  and  sister  crossed  the  Channel  at  night, 
and  arrived  at  Kenminster  at  noon,  on  a  miserably 
wet  day.  At  the  station  they  were  met  by  Jock  and 
a  little  yellow  dog.  His  salutation,  as  he  capped  his 
master,  was — - 

“  Please,  mother  sent  me  up  to  see  if  you  were  come 
by  this  train,  because  if  you’d  come  to  early  dinner, 
she  would  be  glad,  because  there’s  a  builder  or  some¬ 
body  coming  with  Uncle  Robert  about  the  repairs 
afterwards.  Mother  sent  the  carriage  because  of  the 
rain.  I  say,  isn’t  it  jolly  cats  and  dogs  ?  ” 

Mary  was  an  old  traveller,  who  could  sleep  anywhere, 
and  had  made  her  toilet  on  landing,  so  as  to  be  fresh 
and  ready  ;  but  David  was  yellow  and  languid  enough 
to  add  force  to  his  virtuous  resolution  to  take  no 
advantage  of  the  invitation,  but  leave  his  sister  to  settle 
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l),u  afiaiis  hei  own  way,  thinking  perhaps  she  might 
trust  his  future  discretion  the  more  for  his  present 
abstinence,  so  he  went  off  in  the  omnibus.  Jock,  with 
thie  unfailing  courtesy  of  the  Brood,  handed  Miss 
Ogilvie  into  a  large  closed  waggonette,  explaining,  “  We 
?iave  this  f°r  the  present,  and  a  couple  of  job  horses  ; 
Dm  uncle  Robert  is  looking  out  for  some  real  good 
ones,  and  ponies  for  all  of  us.  I  am  going  over  with 
him  to  Woolmarston  to-morrow  to  try  some.” 

It  was  said  rather  magnificently,  and  Mary  answered, 
“You  must  be  glad  to  get  back  into  the  Belforest 
grounds.” 

“  Ain’t  we  ?  It  was  just  in  time  for  the  skating,” 
said  Jock.  “  Only  the  worst  of  it  is,  everybody  will 
come  to  the  lake,  and  so  mother  won’t  learn  to  skate. 
We  thought  we  had  found  a  jolly  little  place  in  the 
,vood,  where  we  could  have  had  some  fun  with  her 
but  they  found  it  out,  though  we  halloed  as  loud  as 
ever  we  could  to  keep  them  off.” 

“  Can  your  mother  skate  ?  ” 

“  No,  you  see  she  never  had  a  chance  at  home. 
Father  was  so  busy,  and  we  were  so  little  ;  but  she’d 
learn.  Mother  Carey  can  learn  anything,  if  one  could 
hinder  her  Serene  Highness  from  pitching  into  her.  I 
say,  Miss  Ogilvie,  you’ll  give  her  leave  to  skate,  won’t 
you  ?  ”  he  asked  in  an  insinuating  tone. 

“  I  give  her  leave  !  ” 

“  She  always  says  she’ll  ask  you  when  we  want  her 
to  be  jolly  and  not  mind  her  Serene  Highness.” 

Mary  avoided  pledging  herself,  and  Jock’s  attention 
was  diverted  to  the  dog,  who  was  rising  on  his  hind 
legs,  vainly  trying  to  look  out  of  the  window ;  and  his 
history,  told  with  great  gusto  by  Jock,  lasted  till  they 
reached  home. 

The  drawing-room  was  full  of  girls  about  their 
lessons  as  usual — sums,  exercises,  music,  and  grammar 
all  going  on  at  once !  but  Caroline  put  an  end  to 
them,  and  sent  the  Kencroft  party  home  at  once 
in  the  carriage, 

“  So  you  have  not  dropped  the  old  trade  ?  ”  said 
Mary. 
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“  I  couldn’t.  Ellen  is  not  strong  enough  yet  to 
have  the  children  on  her  hands  all  day.  I  said 
I’d  be  responsible  for  them  till  Easter,  and  I  dare 
say  you  won’t  mind  helping  me  through  it  as  the 
beginning  of  everything.  Will  you  condescend  ? 
You  know  I  want  to  be  your  pupil  too.” 

“You  can  be  no  one’s  pupil  but  your  own,  my  dear ! 
no  one’s  on  earth,  I  mean.” 

“  Oh,  don’t  !  I  know  that,  Mary.  I’m  trying  and 
trying  to  be  their  pupil  still.  Indeed  I  am  !  It  makes 
me  patient  of  Robert,  and  his  fearful  responsi¬ 
bility,  and  his  good  little  sister,  to  know  that  my 
husband  always  thought  him  right,  and  meant  him  to 
look  after  me.  But  as  one  lives  on,  those  dear  voices 
seem  to  get  farther  and  farther  away,  as  if  one  was 
drifting  more  out  of  reach  in  the  fog.  I  do  hate 
myself  for  it,  but  I  can’t  help  it.” 

“Is  there  not  a  voice  that  can  never  go  out  of 
reach,  and  that  brings  you  nearer  to  them  ?  ” 

“You  dear  old  Piety,  Prudence,  and  Charity  all  in 
one !  That  is  if  you  have  the  charity  to  come  and 
infuse  a  little  of  your  piety  and  prudence  into  me. 
You  know  you  could  always  make  me  mind  you,  and 
you’ll  make  me — what  is  it  that  Mrs.  Coffinkey 
says  ? — a  credit  to  my  position  before  you’ve  done. 
I’ve  had  your  room  got  ready ;  won’t  you  come  and 
take  off  your  things  ?  ” 

“  I  think,  if  you  don’t  object,  I  had  better  sleep  at 
the  schoolhouse,  and  come  up  here  after  IDavid’s 
breakfast.” 

“Very  well;  I  won’t  try  to  rob  him  of  you  more 
than  can  be  helped.  Though  you  know  he  would  be 
welcome  here  every  evening  if  he  liked.” 

“Thank  you  very  much,  I  can  help  him  more  at 
home ;  but  I’ll  come  for  the  whole  day,  for  I  am  sure 
you  must  have  a  great  deal  on  your  hands.” 

“Well  !  I’ve  almost  as  many  classes  as  pupils,  and 
then  there  are  so  many  interruptions.  The  Colonel 
is  always  bringing  something  to  be  signed,  and  then 
people  will  come  and  offer  themselves,  though  I’m  sure 
1  never  asked  them.  Yesterday  there  was  a  stupendous 
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butki'  and  house-steward  who  could  also  act  as  courier 
and  would  do  himself  the  honour  of  arranging  my 
household  in  a  truly  ducal  style.  Just  as  I  got  rid  “  f 
nm  came  a  man  with  a  future  history  of  the  landed 
gentry  in  quest  of  my  coat  of  arms  and  genealogy  also 
three  wine  merchants,  a  landscape  gardener  Srd  a 
woman  with  a  pitcher  of  gold  fish.  Emma  is  so  soft 

St  SinkS  inb°dy  13  a  &entleman-  1  am  trying  to 
f  t  1  good  °ld  man-servant  we  had  in  our  old  home 
to  come  and  defend  me  ;  not  that  he  is  old,  for  he  was 
a  boy  whom  Joe  trained  Oh  Mary,  the  bewilderment 
t and  she  pushed  back  the  little  stray  curly  rings 
ham  on  her  forehead,  while  a  peal  at  the  bell  was 
heard  and  a  card  was  brought  in.  “  Oh  !  Emma  I  don't 
bring  me  any  more!  Is  it  a  gentleman  ?  ”  ‘  ' 

eS)  ma  am-  Leastways  it  is  a  clergyman  ” 

J  he  clergyman  turned  out  to  be  a  Dissenting  minister 
seeking  subscriptions,  and  he  was  sent  off  with  a 
sovereign. 

“  I  know  it  was  very  weak,”  she  said ;  “  but  it  was 
the  only  way  to  stop  his  mouth,  and  I  must  have 

mne  to  talk  to  you,  so  don’t  begin  your  mission  by 
scolding  me.  y 

Terms  were  settled;  Mary  would  remain  at  the 
schoolhouse,  but  daily  come  to  the  Pagoda  till  the 
removal  to  London,  when  her  residence  was  to  begin 
m  earnest.  s 

She  took  up  her  line  from  the  first  as  governess 
dioppmg  her  friend’s  Christian  name,  and  causing  her 
pupils  to  address  herself  as  Miss  Ogilvie,  a  formality 
which  was  evidently  approved  by  Mrs.  Robert 
-Drownlow,  and  likewise  by  Janet. 

yhat_  young  lady  was  wonderfully  improved  by 
prosperity.  She  had  lost  her  caustic  manner  and  air 
of  defiance,  so  that  her  cleverness  and  originality  made 
her  amusing  instead  of  disagreeable.  She  piqued  her¬ 
self  on  taking  her  good  fortune  sensibly,  and,  though 
fully  seventeen,  professed  not  to  know  or  care  whether 
she  was .  out  or  not,  but  threw  herself  into  hard  study 

™l.a  view,to,hf  cesses,  and  gladly  availed  herself 
oi  Miss  Ogilvie  s  knowledge  of  foreign  Iciiigunges. 
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Mrs.  Coffinkey  supposed  that  she  would  be  presented 
at  court  with  her  dear  mamma  ;  but  she  laughed  at 
courts  and  ceremonies,  and  her  mother  said  that  the 
first  presentation  in  the  family  would  be  of  Allen’s  wife 
when  he  was  a  member  of  parliament.  But  Janet  was 
no  longer  at  war  with'  Kenminster.  She  laughed 
good-humouredly,  and  was  not  always  struggling  for 
self-assertion,  since  the  humiliations  of  going  about 
as  the  poor,  plain  cousin  of  the  pretty  Miss  Brownlow 
were  over.  Now  that  she  was  the  rich  Miss  Brownlow, 
she  was  not  likely  to  feel  that  she  was  the  plain  one. . 

The  sense  of  exile  was  over  when  the  house  in 
London  was  taken,  and  so  Janet  could  afford  to  be 
kind  to  Kenminster  ;  and  she  was  like  the  J anet  of 
old  times,  without  her  slough  of  captious  disdain. 
Even  then  there  was  a  sense  that  the  girl  was  not 
fathomed  ;  she  never  seemed  to  pour  out  her  inner 
self,  but  only  to  talk  from  the  surface,  and  certainly 
not  to  have  any  full  confidence  with  her  mother — 
nay,  rather  to  hold  her  cheap. 

Mary  Ogilvie  detected  this  disloyal  spirit,  and  was 
at  a  loss  whether  to  ascribe  it  to  modern  hatred  of 
control,  to  the  fact  that  Caroline  had  been  in  her  old 
home  more  like  the  favourite  child  than  the  mother,  or 
to  her  own  eager  naturalness  of  demeanour,  and  total 
lack  of  assumption.  She  was  anything  but  weak,  yet 
she  could  not  be  dignified,  and  was  quite  ready  to  laugh 
at  herself  with  her  children.  Janet  could  hardly  be 
overawed  by  a  mother  who  had  been  challenged  by 
her  own  gamekeeper  creeping  down  a  ditch,  with 
the  two  Johns,  to  see  a  wild  duck  on  her  nest,  and 
with  her  hat  half  off,  and  her  hair  disordered  by  the 
bushes. 

The  “  Folly  ”  laughed  till  its  sides  ached  at  the 
adventure,  and  Caroline  asked  Mary  if  she  were  not 
longing  to  scold  her. 

“  No,  I  think  you  will  soon  grow  more  cautious 
about  getting  into  ridiculous  positions.” 

“  Isn’t  laughing  a  wholesome  pastime  ?  ” 

“  Not  when  it  is  at  those  who  ought  to  be  looked 
up  to,” 
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“  Oh  !  I’m  not  made  to  be  looked  up  to.  I’m  not 
going  to  be  a  hero  to  my  valet  de  chambre ,  or  to  any¬ 
body  else,  my  dear,  if  that’s  what  you  want  of  me  !  ” 

Mary  secretly  hoped  that  a  little  more  dignity  would 
come  in  the  London  life,  and  was  relieved  when  the 
time  came  for  the  move.  The  new  abode  was  a  charm¬ 
ing  house,  with  the  park  behind  it,  and  the  space 
between  nearly  all  glass.  Great  ferns,  tall  citrons, 
fragrant  shrubs,  brilliant  flowers,  grew  there  ;  a  stone- 
lined  pool,  with  water-lilies  above,  gold-fish  below,  and 
a  cool,  sparkling,  babbling  fountain  in  the  middle. 
There  was  an  open  space  round  it,  with  low  chairs  and 
tables,  and  the  parrot  on  her  perch.  Indeed,  Popinjay 
Parlour  was  the  family  title  of  this  delightful  abode  ; 
but  it  might  almost  as  well  have  been  called  Mother 
Carey’s  bower.  Here,  after  an  audience  with  the  house¬ 
keeper,  who  was  even  more  overpowering  than  her 
Serene  Highness,  would  Caroline  retreat  to  write  notes, 
keep  accounts,  and  hear  Armine’s  lessons,  secure 
before  luncheon  from  all  unnecessary  interruption  ;  and 
here  was  her  special  afternoon  and  evening  court. 

This  first  summer  she  was  free  to  take  her  own 
course  as  to  society,  for  Janet  cared  for  the  Cam¬ 
bridge  examination  far  more  than  for  gaiety,  and 
thus  she  had  no  call,  and  no  heart  for  “  going  out,” 
even  if  she  had  as  yet  been  more  known.  Some 
morning  calls  were  exchanged,  but  she  sent  refusals 
on  mourning  cards  to  invitations  to  evening  parties, 
though  she  took  her  young  people  to  plays,  concerts, 
and  operas,  and  all  that  was  pleasant.  Her  young 
people  included  Jessie.  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Brownlow 
made  her  a  visit  as  soon  as  she  was  settled,  and 
were  so  much  edified  by  the  absence  of  display  and 
extravagance,  that  they  did  not  scruple  to  trust  their 
daughter  to  her  for  the  long-desired  music-lessons. 

Caroline  had  indeed  made  no  attempt  to  win  her 
way  into  the  great  world  ;  but  she  had  brought  together 
as  much  as  possible  of  the  old  society  of  her  former 
home.  On  two  evenings  in  the  week,  the  habitues  of 
Joe  Brownlow’s  house  were  secure  of  finding  her  either 
in  the  drawing-room  or  conservatory  ;  beautiful  things, 
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and  new  books  and  papers  on  the  tables,  good  music 
on  the  piano,  sometimes  acted  charades,  or  paper  games, 
according  to  the  humour  or  taste  of  the  party.  If  she 
had  been  a  beautiful  duchess,  Popinjay  Parlour  would 
have  been  a  sort  of  salon  bleu  ;  but  it  was  really  a  kind 
of  paradise  to  a  good  many  clever,  hardworked  men 
and  women.  Those  of  the  upper  world,  such  as  Ken- 
minster  county  folks,  old  acquaintances  of  her  husband, 
or  natural  adherents  of  Midas,  who  found  their  way  to 
these  leceptions,  either  thought  them  odd  but  charming, 
oi  else  legietted  that  Mrs.  Brownlow  should  get  such 
queer  people  together,  and  turn  Hyde  Corner  House 
into  another  Folly. 

Mary  Ogilvie  enjoyed,  but  not  without  misgivings. 
It  was  delightful,  and  yet,  what  with  Joe  Brownlow 
and  his  moihei  had  been  guarded,  might  become  less 
safe  with  no  leader  older  or  of  more  weight  than  Carey, 
who  could  easily  be  carried  along  by  what  they  would 
have  checked.  The  older  and  more  intimate  friends 
always  acted  as  a  wholesome  restraint ;  but  when  they 
were  not  present  there  was  sometimes  a  tone  that  jarred 
on  the  level ent  ear,  or  dealt  with  life  and  its  mysteries 
m  a  sneering,  mocking  style.  This  was  chiefly  among 
new-comers,  introduced  by  former  acquaintances,  and 
it  never  went  far ;  but  Mary  was  distressed  by  seeing 
Janet’s  relish  for  such  conversation.  Nita  Ray  was 
the  chief  female  offender  in  this  way,  and  this  was  the 
more  unfortunate  as  Sunday  was  her  only  free  day 
.  Those  Sundays  vexed  Mary’s  secret  soul.  No  one 
interfered  with  her  way  of  spending  them  ;  but  that 
was  the  very  cause  of  misgiving.  Everybody  went  to 
Church  m  the  morning,  but  just  where,  and  as,  thev 
pleased  meeting  at  luncheon,  with  odd  anecdotes  of 
then  adventures,  and  criticisms  of  music  or  of  sermons 
It  was  an  easy-going  meal,  lasting  long,  and  haunted 
by  many  acquaintances,  for  whose  sake  the  table  was 
always -at  its  full  length,  and  spread  with  varieties  of 
delicacies  that  would  endure  waiting. 

People  dropped  in,  helped  themselves,  ate  and  drank 
and  then  adjourned  to  Popinjay  Parlour,  where  the 
afternoon  was  spent  in  an  easy-going,  loitering  way, 
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more  like  a  foreign  than  an  English  Sunday.  Miss 
Ogilvie  used  to  go  to  the  Litany  at  one  of  the  Churches 
near  ;  Armine  always  came  with  her,  and  often  brought 
Babie,  and  Jessie  came  too,  as  soon  as  that  good  girl 
had  swallowed  the  fact  that  the  Litany  could  stand 
alone. 

Janet  was  apt  to  be  walking  with  Nita,  or  else  in 
some  eager  and  amusing  conversation  in  the  conser¬ 
vatory  ;  and  as  to  Elvira,  she  was  the  prettiest, 
most  amusing  plaything  that  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  *  house 
afforded,  a  great  favourite,  and  a  continual  study  to 
the  artist’  friends.  Mary  used  to  find  her  chattering, 
coquetting,  and  romping  on  coming  in  to  the  after¬ 
noon  tea,  which  she  would  fain  have  herself  missed ; 
but  that  her  absence  gave  pain,  and  as  much  offence 
as  one  so  kind  as  Mrs.  Brownlow  could  take. 

Carey  argued  that  most  of  her  guests  were  people 
who  seldom  had  leisure  to  enjoy  rest,  conversation,  and 
variety  of  pretty  things,  and  that  it  would  be  mere 
Puritan  crabbedness  to  deny  them  the  pleasures  of 
Popinjay  Parlour  on  the  only  day  they  could  be 
happy  there.  It  was  not  easy  to  answer  the  argu¬ 
ment,  though  the  strong  feeling  remained  that  it  was 
not  keeping  Sunday  as  the  true  Lord’s  Day.  While 
abstinence  from  such  enjoyments  created  mere  nega¬ 
tive  dulness,  there  must  be  something  wrong. 

Otherwise,  Mary  was  on  the  happiest  terms,  made 
her  own  laws  and  duties,  and  was  treated  like  a  sister 
by  Caroline,  while  the  children  were  heartily  fond  of 
her,  all  except  Elvira,  who  made  a  fierce  struggle 
against  her  authority,  and  then,  finding  that  it  was  all 
in  vain,  conformed  as  far  as  her  innate  idleness  and 
excitability  permitted. 

She  behaved  better  to  Miss 'Ogilvie  than  to  Janet, 
with  whom  she  kept  up  a  perpetual  petty  warfare, 
sometimes,  Mary  thought,  with  the  pertinacity  of  a 
spiteful  elf,  making  a  noise  when  Janet  wanted  quiet, 
losing  no  opportunity  of  upsetting  her  books  or  papers, 
and  laughing  boisterously  at  any  little  mishap  that 
befell  her.  The  only  reason  she  ever  gave  when  pushed 
hard,  was  that  “Janet  was  so  ugly,  she  could  not  help 
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it,”  a  reason  so  utterly  ridiculous,  that  there  was  no 
going  any  further. 

Janet,  on  the  whole,  behaved  much  better  under  the 
annoyance  than  could  have  been  expected.  She 
entered  enough  into  the  state  of  affairs  to  see  that  the 
troublesome  child  could  hardly  be  expelled,  and  she 
was  too  happy  and  too  much  amused  to  care  much 
about  the  annoyance.  There  was  magnanimity  enough 
about  her  not  to  mind  midge  bites,  and  certainly  this 
summer  was  exceptionally  delightful  with  all  the 
pleasures  of  wealth,  and  very  few  of  its  drawbacks. 

By  the  time  the  holidays  were  coming  round, 
Belforest  was  not  half  habitable,  and  they  had  to 
return  to  the  Pagoda.  A  tenant  had  been  found  for  it, 
and  such  of  the  old  furniture  as  was  too  precious  to  be 
parted  with  was  to  be  removed  to  Belforest.  Things 
were  sufficiently  advanced  there  for  the  rooms  to  be 
chosen,  and  orders  given  as  to  the  decoration  and 
furniture,  and  then,  gathering  up  her  sons,  Caroline 
meant  to  start  for  the  Rhine,  Switzerland,  and  Italy. 
Old  nurse  was  settled  in  a  small  pair  of  rooms,  with 
Emma  to  wait  on  her,  and  promises  from  Jessie  to 
attend  to  her  comforts  ;  but  the  old  woman  had  failed 
so  much  in  their  absence,  and  had  fretted  so  much 
after  “Mrs.  Joseph”  and  the  children,  that  it  was 
hard  to  leave  her  again. 

Everything  that  good  taste  and  wealth  could  do  to 
make  a  place  delightful  was  at  work.  The  “  butcher's 
shop”  was  relegated  to  a  dim  corner  of  the  gallery,  and 
its  place  supplied  from  the  brushes  of  the  artists  whom 
Caroline  viewed  with  loving  respect ;  the  drawing¬ 
room  was  renovated,  a  forlorn  old  library  resuscitated 
into  vigorous  life,  a  museum  fitted  with  shelves,  drawers, 
and  glass  cases  which  Caroline  said  would  be  as 
dangerous  to  the  vigorous  spirit  of  natural  history  as 
new  clothes  to  a  Brownie,  and  a  billiard  and  gun  room 
were  ceded  to  the  representations  of  Allen,  who  com¬ 
ported  himself  as  befitted  the  son  and  heir.  ’ 

Caioline  would  not  part  with  her  room-mate,  little 
Barbara,  and  was  to  have  for  herself  a  charming,  bed¬ 
room  and  diessing-ioom,  with  a  balcony  and  parapet 
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overlooking  the  garden  and  park,  and  a  tiny  room 
besides,  for  Babie  to  call  her  own. 

Janet  chose  the  apartments  which  had  been  Mr. 
Barnes’,  and  which  being  in  the  oldest  part  of  the 
house,  and  wainscoted  with  dark  oak,  she  could  take 
possession  of  at  once.  There  was  one  room  down 
stairs  with  very  ugly  caiyatides,  supporting  the  wooden 
mantelpiece,  and  dividing  the  panels,  one  of  which  had 
a  secret  door  leading  by  an  odd  little  stair  to  the  bed¬ 
room  above — that  in  which  Mr.  Barnes  had  died. 

It  had  of  course  another  door  opening  into  the 
corridor,  and  it  was  on  these  rooms  that  Janet  set  her 
affections.  To  the  general  surprise,  Elvira  declared 
that  this  was  the  very  room  she  had  chosen,  with  the 
red  velvet  curtains  and  gold  crown,  the  day  they  went 
over  the  house,  and  that  Mother  Carey  had  promised 
it  to  her,  and  she  would  have  it. 

No  one  could  remember  any  such  promise,  and  the 
curtains  of  crimson  moreen  did  not  answer  Elfie’s 
description  ;  but  she  would  not  be  denied,  and  actually 
put  all  her  possessions  into  the  room. 

Janet,  without  a  word,  quietly  turned  them  out  into 
the  passage,  and  Elfie  flew  into  one  of  those  furious 
kicking  and  screaming  passions  which  always  ended 
in  her  being  sent  to  bed.  Caroline  felt  quite  shaken 
by  it,  but  stood  firm,  though,  as  she  said,  it  went  to 
her  heart  to  deny  the  child  who  ought  to  have  had 
equal  shares  with  herself,  and  she  would  have  been 
thankful  if  Janet  would  have  given  way. 

Of  this,  however,  Janet  had  no  thoughts,  strong  in 
the  conviction  that  the  child  could  not  make  the  same 
reasonable  use  of  the  fittings  of  the  room  as  she  could 
herself,  and  by  no  means  disposed  not  “  to  seek  her 
own.” 

She  had  numerous  papers,  notes  of  lectures,  returned 
essays  from  her  society,  and  the  like  to  dispose  of, 
and  she  rejoiced  in  placing  them  in  the  compartments 
of  the  great  bureau,  in  the  lower  room.  The  lawyers 
had  cleared  all  before  her,  and  the  space  was  delight¬ 
ful.  All  personals  must  have  been  carried  off  by  the 
servants  as  perquisites,  for  she  found  no  traces  of  the 
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former  occupant  till  she  came  to  a  little  bed-side  table. 
The  drawer  was  not  locked,  but  did  riot  open  without 
difficulty,  being  choked  with  notes  and  letters  in 
envelopes,  directed  to  J.  Barnes,  Esquire.  This 
perhaps  accounted  for  the  drawer  not  having  been 
observed  and  emptied.  Janet  shook  the  contents  out 
into  a  basket,  and  was  going  to  take  them  to  her  uncle, 
but  thought  it  could  do  no  harm  first  to  see  whether 
there  were  anything  curious  or  interesting  in  them. 

Several  were  receipted  bills  ;  but  then  she  came  to 
her  mother’s  handwriting,  and  read  her  conciliatory 
note,  which  whetted  her  curiosity  ;  and  looking  further 
she  got  some  amusement  out  of  the  polite  notes  and 
offers  of  service,  claims  to  old  family  friendship,  and 
congratulations  which  had  greeted  Mr.  Barnes,  and 
he  had  treated  with  grim  disregrard. 

Presently,  thrust  into  an  envelope  with  another  letter, 
and  written  on  a  piece  of  note-paper,  was  something 
that  made  her  start  as  if  at  the  sting  of  a  viper. 
No!  it  could  not  be  a  will!  She  knew  what  wills 
were  like.  They  were  sheets  of  foolscap,  written 
by  lawyers,  while  this  was  only  an  old  man’s  cramped 
and  crooked  writing.  Perhaps,  when  he  was  in  a 
rage,  he  had  so  far  carried  out  his  threat,  that  Allen 
should  remember  King  Midas  as  to  make  a  rough 
draft  of  a  will,  leaving  everything  to  Elvira  de 
Menella,  for  there  at  the  top  was  the  date,  plainly 
visible,  the  very  April  when  the  confession  had  been 
made.  But  no  doubt  he  had  never  carried  out  his 
puipose  so  far  as  to  get  it  legally  drawn  out  and 
attested.  As  Mi.  Richards  had  said,  he  had  never 
been  in  health  to  take  any  active  measures,  and  pro¬ 
bably  he  had  rested  satisfied  with  this  relief  to  his 
feelings. 

Should  she  show  it  to  her  mother  and  uncle,  and  let 
them  know  their  narrow  escape  ?  No.  ’  Mother 
Car ey  and  Allen  made  quite  fuss  enough  already 
about  that  little  vixen,  and  if  they  discovered  how 
nearly  she  had  been  the  sole  heiress,  they  would  be 
far  worse.  Besides,  her  mother  might  have  mis¬ 
givings,  as  to  this  unhappy  document  being  morally, 
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though  not  legally,  binding.  Suppose  she  were  seized 
with  a  fit  of  generosity,  and  gave  all  up  !  or  even  half. 
Elfie,  the  little  shrew,  to  have  equal  rights  !  The 
sweets  of  wealth  only  just  tasted  to  be  resigned,  and 
the  child,  overweening  enough  already,  to  be  set  in 
their  newly-gained  place ! 

The  sagacity  of  seventeen  decided  that  mother  had 
better  not  be  worried  about  it  for  her  own  sake,  and 
that  of  everyone  else.  So  what  was  to  be  done.  No 
means  of  burning  it  were  at  hand,  and  to  ask  for  them 
might  excite  suspicion.  The  safest  way  was  to  place 
it  in  one  of  the  drawers  of  the  bureau,  lock  it  up,  and 
keep  the  key. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

AN  OFFER  FOR  MAGNUM  BONUM. 

They  had  gold  and  gold  and  gold  without  end, 

Gold  to  lay  by  and  gold  to  spend, 

Gold  to  give  and  gold  to  lend, 

And  reversions  of  gold  in  future. 

In  gold  his  family  revelled  and  rolled, 

Himself  and  his  wife  and  his  sons  so  bold, 

And  his  daughters  who  sang  to  their  harps  of  gold 

O  bella  eta  dell’  oro. 

FOUR  years  of  wealth  had  not  made  much  external 
alteration  in  Mrs.  J oseph  Brownlow.  As  she  descended 
the  staircase  of  her  beautiful  London  house,  one  Monday 
morning,  late  in  April,  between  flower-stands  filled 
with  lovely  ferns  and  graceful  statues,  she  had  still  the 
same  eager  girlish  look.  It  was  true  that  her  little 
cap  was  of  the  most  costly  lace,  her  hair  manipulated 
by  skilful  hands,  and  her  thin  black  summer  dress  was 
of  material  and  make  such  as  a  scientific  eye  alone 
could  have  valued  in  their  simplicity.  But  dignity 
still  was  wanting.  Silks  and  brocades  that  would 
stand  alone,  and  velvets  richly  piled  only  crushed  and 
suffocated  the  little  light  swift  figure,  and  the  crisp 
curly  hair  was  so  much  too  wilful  for  the  maid,  that 
she  had  been  even  told  that  madame’s  style  would  be 
to  cut  it  short,  and  wear  it  d  V ingenue,  which  she 
viewed  as  insulting  ;  and  altogether  her  general  air 
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was  precisely  what  it  had  been  when  her  dress  cost  a 
twentieth  part  of  what  it  did  at  present. 

H er  face  looked  no  older.  It  was  thin,  eager,  bright, 
and  sunny,  yet  with  an  indescribable  wistfulness  in 
the  sparkling  eyes,  and  something  worn  in  the  ex¬ 
pression,  and,  as  usual,  sh,e  moved  with  a  quiet 
nimbleness  peculiar  to  herself. 

The  bieakfast-table,  sparkling  with  silver  and  glass, 
around  a  magnificent  orchid  in  the  centre,  and  a  rose 
by  every  plate,  was  spread  in  the  dining-room,  sweet 
sounds  and  scents  coming  in  through  the  widely- 
opened  glass  doors  of  the  conservatory,  while  a  bright 
wood  fire,  still  pleasant  to  look  at,  shone  in  the  grate. 

As  she  rang  the  bell,  Bobus  came  in  from  the  con¬ 
servatory,  book  in  hand,  to  receive  the  morning  kiss, 
for  which  he  had  to  bend  to  his  little  mother.  He 
was  not  tall,  but  he  had  attained  his  full  height,  and 
had  a  well-knit  sturdy  figure  which,  together  with  his 
heavy  brow  and  deep-set  eyes,  made  him  appear  older 
than  his  real  age — nineteen.  His  hair  and  upper  lip 
were  dark,  and  his  eyes  keen  with  a  sense  of  ready 
power  and  strong  will.  7 

Good  morning,  Bobus  ;  I  didn’t  see  you  all  day 
yesterday,”  said  his  mother. 

No,  I  couldn  t  find  you  before  you  went  out  on 
Saturday  night,  to  tell  you  I  was  going  to  run  down 
to  Belforest  with  Bauerson.  I  wanted  to  enlighten 
his  mind  as  to  wild  hyacinths.  They  are  in  splendid 
bloom  all  over  the  copses,  and  I  thought  he  would 

have  gone  down  on  his  knees  to  them,  like  Linnaeus  to 
the  gorse.” 

1  “J, m  afiaid  he  didn’t  go  on  his  knees  to  anything 

“  Well,  it  is  not  much  in  his  line.” 

Then  can  he  be  a  nice  Sunday  companion  ?  ” 

“  Now,  mother,  I  expected  credit  for  not  scandalising 
the  natives.  We  got  out  at  Woodgate,  and  walked 
over,  quite  ‘  unknownst,’  to  Kenminster.” 

“  I  was  not  thinking  of  the  natives,  but  of  yourself.” 

‘‘As  you  are  a  sensible  woman,  Mother  Carey 
wasn’t  it  a  more  goodly  and  edifying  thing  to  put  a 
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man  like  Bauerson  in  a  trance  over  the  bluebells, 
than  to  sit  cramped  up  in  foul  air  listening  to  the 
glorification  of  a  wholesale  massacre.” 

For  shame,  Bobus ;  you  know  I  never  allow  you 
to  say  such  things.” 

“  Then  you  should  not  drag  me  to  Church.  Was 
it  last  Sunday  that  I  was  comparing  the  Prussians 
at  Bazeille  with - ” 

“  Hush,  my  dear  boy,  you  frighten  me  ;  you  know 
it  is  all  explained.  Fancy,  if  we  had  to  deal  with  a 
nation  of  Thugs,  and  no  means  of  guarding  them — a 
different  dispensation  and  all.  But  here  come  the 
children,  so  hush.” 

Bobus  gave  a  nod  and  smile,  which  his  mother 
understood  only  too  well  as  intimating  acquiescence 
with  wishes  which  he  deemed  feminine  and  conventional. 

“  My  poor  boy,”  she  said  to  herself,  with  vague  alarm 
and  terror,  “  what  has  he  not  picked  up  ?  I  must  read 
up  these  things,  and  be  able  to  talk  it  over  with  him 
by  the  time  he  comes  back  from  Norway.” 

There,  however,  came  the  morning  greeting  of 
Elvira  and  Barbara,  girls  of  fourteen  and  eleven,  with 
floating  hair  and  short  dresses,  the  one  growing  up 
into  all  the  splendid  beauty  of  her  early  promise,  the 
other  thin  and  brown,  but  with  a  speaking  face  and 
lovely  eyes.  They  were  followed  by  Miss  Ogilvie,  as 
trim  and  self-possessed  as  ever,  but  with  more  ease 
and  expansiveness  of  manner. 

“  So  Babie,”  said  her  brother,  “  you’ve  earned  your 
breakfast  ;  I  heard  you  hammering  away.” 

“  Like  a  nuthatch,”  was  the  merry  answer. 

“And  Elfie  ?  ”  asked  Mrs.  Brownlow. 

“  Fm  not  so  late  as  Janet,”  she  answered  ;  and  the 
others  laughed  at  the  self-defence  before  the  attack. 

“  It  is  a  lazy  little  Elf  in  town,”  said  Miss  Ogilvie  ; 
“  in  the  country  she  is  up  and  out  at  impossible  hours.’' 

“  Good  morning,  Janet,”  said  Bobus,  at  that  moment, 
“  or  rather,  ‘  Marry  come  up,  mistress  mine,  good  lack, 
nothing  is  lacking  to  thee  save  a  pointed  hood 
graceless.’  ” 

For  Janet  was  arrayed  in  a  close-fitting  pale  blue 
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diess,  cut  in  semblance  of  an  ancient  kirtle,  and  with 
a  huge  chatelaine,  from  which  massive  chains  dangled 
not  to  say  clattered— not  merely  the  ordinary 
appendages  of  a  young  lady,  but  a  pair  of  compasses 
a  safety  mkstand,  and  a  microscope.  Her  dark  hair 
was  strained  back  from  a  face  not  calculated  to  bear 
exposure,  and  was  wound  round  a  silver  arrow. 

Elfie  shook  with  laughter,  murmuring _ 

Oh  dear  !  what  a  fright  !  ”  in  accents  which  Miss 
O/i 1  v^  tried  to  hush  ;  while  Babie  observed,  as  a  sort 
of  excuse,  Janet  always  is  a  figure  of  fun  when  she 
is  picturesque. 

My  dear,  I  hope  you  are  not  going  to  show  your- 
self  to  any  one  m  that  dress,”  added  her  mother  ^ 

‘  It  is  perfectly  correct,”  said  Janet,  “studied  from 
an  old  Italian  costume.” 

b o o k ^ 1 V Vl! a i C ° ‘T6 S S  °[»FaraiD^S’  i11  my  fairy-tale 


- aj-a  a -Li  y  wiui  let  ii  y-L< 

Oh  yes  I  see  !  ”  and  Babie  went  off  again 

a  tm  fif  i  .L _  o 


ill 


an  ecstatic  fit  of  laughter. 

r  ' 1  h.?pe, Jjufe  ,got  boots  and  a  tail  ready  for 
George,  added  Bobus.  «  Being  a  tiger  already,  he 
may  serve  as  cat. 

Therewith  the  post  came  in,  and  broke  up  the 
discourse ;  for  Babie  had  a  letter  from  Eton,  from 
Ai  mine  who  was  shut  up  with  a  sore  throat  ” 

Her  mother  was  less  happy.  She  had  asked  a 
holiday  for  the  next  day  for  her  two  Eton  boys  and 

fmetwCn°USfmGJ  '  and  the  reply  had  been  that  though 
f  n  two  of  the  party  there  could  be  no  objection  her 

escapades  To"  T f  Punishn?ent  for  one  of  the  wild 
exXnt  abSitS.*  t0°  apt  ‘°  POTCrt  his 

'■k-mlLioes  noteLy°m!na  r  ?  "  asked  Babia- 

“Unfortunately  Jock  has  got  kept  in  again.” 

Pool  Jock!  said  Bobus;  “sixpence  a  day  and 

Ms  bXs  ”  nSj  W°Uld  ImVe  been  bette1'  Pastm-e  for 

kes,  said  his  mother  with  a  sigh  “I  doubt  if 

Belforest”  ^  the  bett“  «  the  ^  for 
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n  “T-H  WI.SC!’  I’11.1  sure>  because  we’ve  got  Miss 
Ogilvie,  cried  Babie. 

;  Do  I  hear  babes  uttering  the  words  of  wisdom  ?” 
asked  Allen,  coming  into  the  room,  and  pretending  to 
pull  her  hair,  as  the  school-room  party  rose  from  the 

breakfast-table,  and  he  met  them  with  outstretched 
hands. 


Ay,  to  despise  Lag-last,”  said  Elvira,  darting  out 
,of  ,hlf  I;eac  i>  and  tossing  her  dark  locks  at  him  as  she 
11a  behind  a  fern  plant  in  the  window  ;  and  there 
was  a  laughing  scuffle,  ended  by  Miss  Ogilvie,  who 
sivept  the  children  away  to  the  school-room,  while 
Allen  came  to  the  table,  where  his  mother  had  poured 
°ut  his  coffee,  and  still  waited  to  preside  over  his 
breakfast,  though  she  had  long  finished  her  own. 

Allen  Brownlow,  at  twenty,  was  emphatically  the 
Eton  and  Christchurch  production,  just  well  made  and 
good-looking  enough  to  do  full  justice  to  his  training 
and  general  getting  up,  without  too  much  individual 
peisonality  01  his  own.  Lie  looked  only  so  much  of  a 
man  as  was  needful  for  looking  a  perfect  gentleman, 
and  his  dress  and  equipments  were  in  the  most  perfect 
quietly  exquisite  siyle,  as  costly  as  possible,  yet  with 
no  display,  and  nothing  to  catch  the  eye. 

“  Well,  Bobus,”  he  said,  “  you  made  out  your 
expedition.  How  did  the  place  look  ?  ” 

“Wasting  its  sweetness,”  said  his  mother:  “it  is 
tantalising  to  think  of  it.” 

^  “  It  could  hardly  be  said  to  be  wasted,”  said  Bobus  ; 
“  the  natives  were  disporting  themselves  all  over  it.” 

Wheie  ?  asked  Aden,  with  displeased  animation. 
i  “  O,  Essie  and  Ellie  were  promenading  a  select  party 
about  the.  gardens.  I  could  almost  hear  Mackin- 
tyre  gnashing  his  teeth  at  their  inroads  on  the  forced 
stiawberries,  and  the  park  and  Elmwood  Spinney 
were  dotted  so  thick  with  people,  that  we  had  to  look- 
sharp  not  to  fall  in  with  any  one.” 

“  Elmwood  Spinney  !  ”  exclaimed  Allen  ;  “you  don't 
mean  that  they  were  running  riot  over  the  preserves  ?  ” 

“  I  don  t  think  there  were  more  than  hall-a-dozen 
there.  Bauerson  was  quite  edified.  He  said  ‘  So ! 
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they  had  on  your  English  Sunday  quite  falsely  me 
informed.’  There  were  a  couple  of  lovers  spooning 
and  some  children  gathering  flowers,  and  it  had  just 
the  Arcadian  look  dear  to  the  German  eye.” 

“  Children,”  cried  Allen,  as  if  they  were  vipers 
“That’s  just  what  I  told  you,  mother.  If  you  will 
persist  in  throwing  open  the  park,  we  shall  not  have 
a  pheasant  on  the  place.” 

“  My  dear  boy,  I  have  seen  them  running  about 
like  chickens  in  a  farmyard.” 

“Yes,  but  what’s  the  use,  if  all  the  little  beggars 
in  Kenminster  are  to  be  let  in  to  make  them  wild  ! 
And  when  you  knew  I  particularly  wished  to  have 
something  worth  asking  Prince  Siegfried  down  to.” 

“Never  mind,  Allen,”  put  in  Janet;  “you  can  ask 
him  to  shoot  into  the  poultry  yard.  The  poor  things 
are  just  as  thick  there,  and  rather  tamer,  so  the  sport 
will  be  the  more  noble.” 

“You  know  nothing  about  it,  Janet,”  said  Allen, 
in  displeasure. 

“  But  Allen,”  said  his  mother,  apologetically,  though 
she  felt  with  Janet,  “the  woods  are  locked  up.” 

“  Locked  !  As  if  that  was  any  use  when  you  let 
a  lot  of  boys  come  marauding  all  over  the  place  !  ” 

“  Really,  Allen,”  said  his  mother,  “  when  I  remember 
what  we  used  to  say  about  old  Mr.  Barnes,  I  cannot 
find  it  in  my  heart  to  play  the  same  game  !  ” 

“  It  is  quite  a  different  thing.” 

“  How  ?  ” 

“He  did  it  out  of  mere  surliness.” 

“I  don’t  suppose  it  makes  much  difference  to  the 
excluded  whether  it  is  done  out  of  mere  surliness,  or 
for  the  sake  of  the  preserves.” 

“  Mother  !  ”  Allen  spoke  as  if  the  absurdity  of  the 
argument  were  quite  too  much  for  him ;  but  his 
brother  and  sister  both  laughed,  which  nettled  him 
into  adding — 

“  Well !  All  I  have  to  say  is,  that  if  Belforest  is  to  be 
nothing  but  a  people’s  park  for  all  the  ragamuffins  in 
Kenminster,  there  will  soon  not  be  a  head  of  game  in 
the  place,  and  I  shall  be  obliged  to  shoot  elsewhere  !  ” 
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Poor  Caroline !  If  there  was  a  thing  she  specially 
hated,  it  was  a  battue,  both  for  the  thing  itself,  and  all 
the.  previous  preparation  of  preserving,  and  of  prose¬ 
cuting  poacheis  ;  and  yet  sons  have  their  mothers  so 
much  in  their  power  by  that  threat  of  staying  away 
from  home,  that  she  could  not  help  faltering,  “  Oh, 
Allen,  I’ll  do  my  best,  and  tell  the  keepers  to  be  very 
careful,  and  lock  the  gates  of  all  the  preserves.” 

Allen  saw  she  was  vexed,  and  spoke  more  kindly, 
“There,  never  mind,  mother.  It  is  more  than  can  be 
expected  that  ladies  should  see  things  in  a  reason¬ 
able  light.” 

“  What  is  the  reasonable  light  ?  ”  asked  Bobus. 

Allen  did  not  choose  to  hear,  regarding  Bobus  not 
indeed  as  a  woman,  but  as  something  as  little  capable 
of  appreciating  his  reason.  It  was  Janet  who  took  up 
the  word.  “  The  reasonable  light  is  that  the  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  the  many  should  be  sacrificed  to  the  vanity 
of  the  few,  viz.,  that  all  Kenminster  should  be  con¬ 
fined  to  dusty  roads  all  the  year  round  in  order 
that  Allen  may  bring  down  the  youngest  son  of  the 
youngest  son  of  a  German  prince  for  one  day  to  fire 
amongst  some  hundreds  of  tame  pheasants  who  come 
up  expecting  to  be  fed.” 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  Allen,  “we  all  know  that  you  are 
a  regular  out-and-out  democrat,  Janet.” 

“  I  confess,  without  being  a  democrat,”  said  his 
mother,  “  that  I  do  wonder  that  you  gentlemen,  who 
wish  the  game  laws  to  continue,  should  so  work  them 
as  to  be  more  aggravating  than  ever.” 

“  It  is  a  simple  question  of  the  rights  of  property,” 
said  Allen.  “  If  I  do  a  thing,  I  like  it  to  be  well  done, 
and  not  half-and-half.” 

Caroline  rose  from  the  table,  dreading,  like  many  a 
mother,  a  regular  skirmish  about  game-preserving, 
between  those  who  cared  to  shoot,  and  those  who 
did  not.  Like  other  ladies,  she  could  never  under¬ 
stand  exaggerated  preserving,  nor  why  men  who 
loved  sport  should  care  to  have  game  multiplied  and 
tamed  so  as  apparently  to  spoil  all  the  zest  of  the 
chase ;  but  she  had  let  Allen  and  his  unde  do  what* 
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ever  they  told  her  was  right  by  the  preserves,  except 
shutting  up  the  park  and  all  the  footpaths.  Colonel 
Brownlow,  whose  sporting  instincts  were  those  of  a 
former  generation,  was  quite  satisfied ;  Allen  never 
would  be  so ;  and  it  was  one  of  the  few  bones  of 
contention  in  the  family.  . 

For  Allen  was  walking  through  Oxford  in  a  quiet, 
amiable  way,  not  troubling  himself  more  about  study 
than  to  secure  himself  from  an  ignominious  pluck, 
and  doing  whatever  was  supposed  to  be  "good  form.”' 

His  brother  accused  him  of  carrying  his  idolatry  of 
“good  form”  to  a  snobbish  extent,  but  Allen  could 
carry  it  out  so  naturally  that  no  one  could  have 
suspected  that  he  had  not  been  to  the  manner  born. 
If  he  did  appreciate  the  society  of  people  with  handles 
to  their  names,  he  comported 'himself  among  them  as 
their  easy  equal ;  and  he  was  so  lavish  as  to  be  a  very 
popular  man.  He  had  no  vicious  tastes  or  tendencies 
and  was  too  gentlemanly  and  quiet  ever  to  come  into 
collision  with  the  authorities.  At  home,  except  when 
his  notions  of  “  good  form  ”  were  at  variance  with 
strong  opinions  of  his  mother’s,  nothing  could  be  more 
chivalrously  deferential  than  his  whole  demeanour  to 
her  ;  and  the  worst  that  could  be  said  of  him  was  that 

amount  of  time  and 
money  with  very  little  to  show  for  it.  His  profession 
was  to  be  son  and  heir  to  a  large  fortune,  and  he  took 
to  the  show  part  of  the  affair  very  kindly. 

.  But  was  this  being  the  man  his  father  had  expected 
him  to  be  The  thought  would  come  across  Caroline 
at  times,  but  not  very  often,  as  she  floated  along-  easily 
in  the  stream  of  life.  Most  of  the  business  troubles  of 
her  property  were  spared  her  by  her  trustees,  and  her 
income  was  so  large  that  even  Allen’s  expenditure  had 
not  yet  been  felt  as  an  inconvenience.  As  to  the 
responsibilities,  she  contributed  largely  to  county  sub¬ 
scriptions  gave  her  clergyman  whatever  he  asked 
provided  Christmas  treats  and  summer  teas  for  their 
school-children  and  permitted  Miss  Ogilvie  and  Babie 
to  do  whatever  they  pleased  among  the  poor  when  they 
weie  at  home.  But  she  was  not  very  much  at  Bel- 
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forest.  She  generally  came  there  at  Midsummer  and 
at  Christmas,  and  filled  the  house  with  friends.  All 
kinds  of  amusements  astonished  the  neighbourhood, 
and  parties  of  the  newest  kinds,  private  theatricals’ 
tableaux,  charades,  all  that  taste  or  ingenuity  could 
devise  were  in  vogue. 

But  before  the  spring  east  winds  the  party  were 
generally  gone  to  some  more  genial  climate,  and  the 
early  autumn  was  often  spent  in  Switzerland.  Pic¬ 
tures,  art,  and  scenery  were  growing  to  be  necessaries 
of  life,  and  to  stay  at  home  with  no  special  diversion 
in  view  seemed  unthought  of.  The  season  was  spent 
in  London,  not  dropping  the  artist  society  on  the  one 
hand,  but  adding  to  it  the  amount  of  intercourse  into 
which  she  was  drawn  by  the  fact  of  her  being  a  rich 
and  charming  woman,  having  a  delightful  house,  and 
a  son  and  daughter  who  might  be  “grands  partis .” 
Allen  liked  high  life  for  her,  so  she  did  not  refuse  it ; 
but  probably  her  social  success  was  all  the  greater 
from  her  entire  indifference,  and  that  of  her  daughter, 
to  all  the  questions  of  exclusiveness  and  fashion.  If 
they  had  been  born  duchesses  they  could  not  have 
been  less  concerned  about  obtaining  invitations  to 
what  their  maid  called  “  the  first  circles,”  and  they 
would  sometimes  reduce  Allen  to  despair  by  giving 
the  preference  to  a  lively  literary  soiree,  when  he 
wanted  them  to  show  themselves  among  the  aristo¬ 
cracy  at  a  drum. 

Engagements  of  all  kinds  grew  on  them  with 
every  season,  and  in  this  one  especially,  Caroline 
had  grown  somewhat  weary  of  the  endeavour  to 
satisfy  both  him  and  Janet,  and  was  not  sorry  that 
her  two  eldest  sons  were  starting  on  a  yacht  voyage 
to  Norway,  where  Allen  meant  to  fish,  and  Bobus  to 
study  natural  history.  She  had  her  interview  with 
the  housekeeper,  and  proceeded  to  her  own  place  in 
Popinjay  Parlour,  a  quiet  place  at  this  time  of  day, 
save  for  the  tinkling  of  the  fountain  and  the  twit¬ 
terings  of  the  many  little  songsters  in  the  aviary, 
whom  the  original  parrot  used  patronisingly  to 
address  as  “  Pretty  little  birds.” 
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Janet  was  wandering  about  among  the  flowers, 
evidently  waiting  for  her,  and  began,  as  she  came  in — 

“  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you,  mother.” 

“Well,  Janet,”  said  Caroline,  reviewing  in  one 
moment  every  unmarried  man,  likely  or  unlikely,  who 
had  approached  the  girl,  and  with  a  despairing  convic¬ 
tion  that  it  would  be  some  one  very  unlikely  indeed  ! 

“You  know  I  am  of  age,  mother.” 

“  Certainly.  We  drank  your  health  last  Monday.” 

“  I  made  up  my  mind  that  till  I  was  of  age  I  would 
go  on  studying,  and  at  the  same  time  see  something 
of  the  world  and  of  society.” 

Ceitainly,  said  Caroline,  wondering  what  her 
inscrutable  daughter  was  coming  to. 

“  And  having  done  this,  I  wish  to  devote  myself  to 
the  study  of  medicine.” 

“Be  a  lady  doctor,  Janet !  ” 

Mothei,  you  aie  surely  above  all  the  common¬ 
place,  old  world  nonsense  !  ” 

I  don  t  think  I  am,  Janet.  I  don’t  think  your 
father  would  have  wished  it.” 


,  “  He  would  have  gone  on  with  the  spirit  of  the 
times,  mother ;  men  do,  while  women  stand  still.” 

“  I  don’t  think  he  would  in  this.” 

‘  I  think  pe  would,  if  he  knew  me,  and  the  issues 
and  stake,  and  how  his  other  children  are  failing  him.” 

“  Ja“et  !  ’’—and  the  colour  flushed  into  her  mother’s 
face  “  I  don’t  quite  know  what  you  mean  ;  but  it 
is  time  we  came  to  an  understanding.” 

“I  think  so,”  returned  Janet. 

“  Then  you  know - ” 


“  I  heard  what  papa  said  to  you.  I  kept  the  white 
slate  til  you  thought  of  it,”  said  Janet,  in  a  tone  that 
sounded  soft  from  her. 

“  And  why  did  you  never  say  so,  my  dear  ?  ” 

“  I  can  hardly  tell.  I  was  shy  at  first ;  and  then 
lesei ve  grows  on  a  person  ;  but  I  never  ceased  from 
thinking  about  it  through  all  these  years.  Mother 
you  do  not  think  there  is  any  chance  of  the  bovs 
taking  it  up  as  my  father  wished  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  not  Allen,”  said  Caroline  with  a  sieh 
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“  And  as  to  Bobus,  he  would  have  full  capacity  ;  Put  a 
great  change  must  come  over  him,  pool  fellow,  before 
he  would  fulfil  your  father’s  conditions.” 

“He  has  no  notion  of  the  drudgery  of  the  medical 
profession,”  said  Janet ;  “he  means  to  read  law,  get  up 
social  and  sanitary  questions,  and  go  into  parliament.” 

“  I  know,”  said  her  mother,  “  I  have  always  lived  in 
hopes  that  sanitary  theories  would  give  him  his  father’s 
heart  for  the  sufferers,  and  that  search  into  the  secrets 
of  nature  would  lead  him  higher  ;  but  as  long  as  he 
does  not  turn  that  way  of  himself  it  would  be  contrary 
to  your  father’s  charge  to  hold  this  discovery  out  to 
him  as  an  inducement.” 

“And  jock?”  said  Janet,  smiling.  “You  don’t 
expect  it  of  the  born  soldier — nor  of  Armine  ?  ” 

“  I  am  not  sure  about  Armine,  though  he  may  not 
be  strong  enough  to  bear  the  application.” 

“Armine  will  walk  through  life  like  Allen,”  scorn¬ 
fully  said  Janet;  “besides  he  is  but  fourteen.  Now, 
mother,  why  should  not  I  be  worthy  ?  ” 

“My  dear  Janet,  it  is  not  a  question  of  worthiness  ; 
it  is  not  a  thing  a  woman  could  work  out.” 

“  I  do  not  ask  you  to  give  it  to  me  now,  nor  even  to 
promise  it  to  me,”  said  Janet,  with  a  light  in  those 
dark  wells,  her  eyes  ;  “  but  only  to  let  me  have  the 
hope,  that  when  in  three  years’  time  I  am  qualified, 
and  have  passed  the  examinations,  if  Bobus  does  not 
take  it  up,  you  will  let  me  claim  that  best  inheritance 
my  father  left,  but  which  his  sons  do  not  heed.” 

“  My  child,  you  do  not  know  what  you  ask.  Re¬ 
member,  I  know  more  about  it  than  only  what  you 
picked  up  on  that  morning.  It  is  a  matter  he  could 
not  have  made  sure  of  without  a  succession  of  experi¬ 
ments  very  hard  even  for  him,  and  ertainly  quite  im¬ 
possible  for  any  woman.  The  exceeding  difficulty 
and  danger  of  the  proof  was  one  reason  of  his  guarding 
it  so  much,  and  desiring  it  should  only  be  told  to  one 
good  as  well  as  clever — clever  as  well  as  good.” 

“  Can  you  give  me  no  hint  of  the  kind  of  thing,” 
said  Janet,  wistfully. 

“  That  would  be  a  betrayal  of  his  trust.” 
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Janet  looked  gprribly  disappointed. 

“  Mother,  said  she,  “  let  me  put  it  to  you.  Is  it  fair  to 
shut  up  a  discovery  that  might  benefit  so  many  people.” 

“It  is  not  his  fault,  Janet,  that  it  is  shut  up.  "He 
talked  of  it  to  several  of  the  most  able  men  he  was 
connected  with,  and  they  thought  it  a  chimera.  He 
could  not  carry  it  on  far  enough  to  convince  them.  I 
do  not  know  what  he  would  have  done  if  his  illness 
had  been  longer,  or  he  could  have  talked  it  out  with 
any  one,  but  I  know  the  proof  could  only  be  made  out 
by  a  course  of  experiments  which  he  could  not  com¬ 
mit  to  any  one  not  highly  qualified,  or  whom  he  could 
not  entirely  trust.  It  is  not  a  thing  to  be  set  forth 
broadcast,  while  it  might  yet  prove  a  fallacy.” 

“  Is  it  to  be  lost  for  ever,  then  ?  ” 

I  shall  try  to  find  light  as  to  the  right  thing  to  be 
done  about  it.” 

“Well,”  said  Janet,  drawing  a  long  breath,  “three 
years  of  study  must  come,  any  way,  and  by  that  time 
I  may  be  able  to  triumph  over  prejudice.” 

There  was  no  time  to  reply,  for  at  that  moment  the 
letters  of  the  second  delivery  were  brought  in  ;  and 
the  first  that  Caroline  opened  told  her  that  the  cold 
which  Armine  had  mentioned  on  Saturday  seemed  to 
be  developing  into  an  attack  of  a  rather  severe  hybrid 
kmd  of  illness,  between  measles  and  scarlatina,  from 
which  many  persons  had  lately  been  suffering. 

Armine  was  never  strong,  and  his  illnesses  were 
always  a_  greater  anxiety  than  those  of  other  people 
so  that  his  mother  came  to  the  immediate  decision  of 
going  to  Eton  that  same  afternoon  and  remaining 
there,  unless  she  found  that  it  had  been  a  false  alarm 

She  did  not  find  it  so ;  and  as  she  remained  with 
hei  boy,  Janet  s  conversation  with  her  could  not  be  re- 
sumed.  There  was  so  much  chance  of  infection  that 
,lhe  could  not  see  any  of  the  family  again.  Both  the 

J°  j115  as  soon  as  Armine  began  to  improve, 

and  Miss  Ogilvie  took  the  three  girls  down  to  Belforest 

After  the  first  few  days  it  was  rather  a  pleasant 
nursing.  There  was  never  any  real  alarm  ;  indeed 
Armine  was  the  least  ill  of  the  three,  and  Johnny  the 
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most,  and  each  boy  was  perfectly  delighted  to  have 
her  to  attend  to  him,  her  nephew  almost  touchingly 
grateful.  The  only  other  victim  was  J ock’s  most  in¬ 
timate  friend,  Cecil  Evelyn,  whose  fag  Armine  was. 
He  became  a  sharer  of  her  attentions  and  the  amuse¬ 
ments  she  provided.  She  received  letters  of  grateful 
thanks  from  his  mother,  who  was,  like  herself,  a 
widow,  but  was  prevented  from  coming  to  him  by 
close  attendance  on  her  mother-in-law,  who  was  in 
a  lingering  state  of  decay  when  every  day  might  be 
the  last. 

The  eldest  son,  Lord  Fordham,  was  so  delicate  that 
he  was  on  no  account  to  be  exposed  to  the  infection, 
and  the  boys  were  exceedingly  anxious  that  Cecil 
should  join  them  in  the  expedition  that  their  mother 
projected  making  with  them,  to  air  them  in  Switzerland 
before  returning  to  the  rest  of  the  family.  But  Mrs. 
Evelyn  (her  husband  had  not  lived  to  come  to  the 
title)  declined  this.  Fordham  was  in  the  country  with 
his  tutor,  and  she  wished  Cecil  to  come  and  spend  his 
quarantine  with  her  in  London  before  joining  him. 
The  boys  grumbled  very  much,  but  Caroline  could 
hardly  wonder  when  she  talked  with  their  tutor. 

He,  like  every  one  else,  liked,  and  even  loved 
personally  that  perplexing  subject,  John  Lucas 
Brownlow,  alias  Jock.  The  boy  was  too  generous, 
honourable,  truthful,  and  kindly  to  be  exposed  to  the 
stigma  of  removal ;  but  he  was  the  perplexity  of 
everybody.  He  could  not  be  convinced  of  any  necessity 
for  application,  and  considered  a  flogging  as  a  slight 
risk  quite  worth  encountering  for  the  sake  of  diversion. 
He  would  execute  the  most  audacious  pranks,  and  if 
he  was  caught,  would  take  it  as  a  trial  of  skill  between 
the  masters  and  himself,  and  accept  punishment  as 
amends,  with  the  most  good  humoured  grace  in  the 
world.  Fun  seemed  to  be  his  only  moving  spring, 
and  he  led  everybody  along  with  him,  so  as  to  be  a 
much  more  mischievous  person  than  many  a  worse  lack 

The  only  exceptions  in  the  house  to  his  influence 
seemed  to  be  his  brother  and  cousin.  Both  were  far 
above  the  average  boy.  Armine,  for  talent,  John 
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Friar  Brownlow  at  once  for  industry  and  steadiness. 
They  had  stood  out  resolutely  against  more  than  one 
of  his  pranks,  and  had  been  the  only  boys  in  the  house 
not  present  on  the  occasion  of  his  last  freak — a  cham¬ 
pagne  supper,  when  parodies  had  been  sung,  caricatur¬ 
ing  all  the  authorities;  and  when  the  company  had 
become  uproarious  enough  to  rouse  the  whole  family, 
the  boys  were  discovered  in  the  midst  of  the  most 
audacious  but  droll  mimicry  of  the  masters. 

As  to  work,  Jock  was  developing  the  utmost 
faculties  for  leaving  it  undone,  trusting  to  his  native 
facility  for  putting  on  the  steam  at  any  crisis  ;  and 
not  believing  in  the  warnings  that  he  would  fail  in 
passing  for  the  army. 

What  was  to  be  done  with  him  ?  Was  he  to  be 
taken  away  and  sent  to  a  tutor  ?  His  mother  consulted 
himself  as  he  sat  in  his  arm-chair. 

“  Like  Rob  !  ”  he  said,  and  made  up  a  face. 

“  Rob  is  doing  very  well  in  the  militia.” 

“No;  don’t  do  that,  mother!  Never  fear,  I’ll  put 
on  a  spurt  when  the  time  comes  !  ” 


Jock 


*  don't  believe  a  spurt  will  do.  Now,  seriously, 


“Don’t  say,  seriously,  mother:  it’s  like  H.S.H.” 

Pei  haps  if  I  had  been  like  her,  jmu  would  not  be 
vexing  me  so  much  now.” 

Come,  come,  mother,  it’s  nothing  to  be  vexed 
— JdyRutor  needn’t  have  bothered  you.  I’ve 
done  nothing  sneaking  nor  ungentlemanly.” 

Theie  is  plenty  ol  wrong  without  that  Jock 
While  you  never  heed  anything  but  fun  and  amuse¬ 
ment  I  do  not  see  how  you  are  to  come  to  anythin^ 
worth  having;  and  you  will  soon  get  betrayed  into 
something  unworthy.  Don’t  let  me  have  to  take  you 
away  m  disgrace,  my  boy  ;  it  would  break  my  heart  ” 

“  You  sha  n’t  have  to  do  that,  mother.” 

“But  don’t  you  think  it  would  be  wiser  to  be  some¬ 
where  with  fewer  inducements  to  idleness  ?  ” 

“  Leave  Eton  ?  O  no,  mother  !  I  can’t  do  that  till 
the  last  day  possible.  I  shall  be  in  the  eight  another 
year,  & 
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“  You  will  not  be  here  another  year  unless  you  go 
on  very  differently.  Your  tutor  will  not  allow  it,  if 
I  would.” 

“  Has  he  said  so  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  and  the  next  half  is  to  be  the  trial.” 

Jock  applied  himself  to  extracting  a  horsehair  from 
the  stuffing  of  the  elbow  of  his  chair  ;  and  there  was 
a  look  over  his  face  as  near  sullenness  as  ever  came 
to  his  gay,  careless  nature. 

Would  he  attend  ?  or  even  could  he  ? 

When  his  bills  came  in  Caroline  feared,  as  before, 
that  he  was  the  one  of  all  her  children  whom  Belforest 
was  most  damaging.  Allen  was  expensive,  but  in  an 
elegant,  exquisite  kind  of  way  ;  but  Jock  was  simply 
reckless  ;  and  his  pleasures  were  questionable  enough 
to  be  on  the  borders  of  vices,  which  might  change  the 
frank,  sweet,  merry  face  that  now  looked  up  to  her 
into  a  countenance  stained  by  dissipation  and  licence  ! 

A  flash  of  horror  and  dismay  followed  the  thought ! 
But  what  could  she  do  for  him,  or  for  any  of  her 
children  ?  Censure  only  alienated  them  and  made 
them  worse,  and  their  love  for  her  was  at  least  one 
blessing.  Why  had  this  gold  come  to  take  away  the 
wholesome  necessity  for  industry  ? 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  SNOWY  WINDING-SHEET. 

Cold,  cold,  ’tis  a  chilly  clime 

That  the  youth  in  his  journey  hath  reached  ; 

And  he  is  aweary  now, 

And  faint  for  lack  of  food. 

Cold  !  cold  !  there  is  no  sun  in  heaven. 

Southey. 

Very  merry  was  the  party  which  arrived  at  the 
roughly-built  hotel  of  Schwarenbach  which  serves 
as  a  half-way  house  to  the  Altels. 

Never  had  expedition  been  more  enjoyed  than  that 
of  Mrs.  Brownlow  and  her  three  boys.  They  had 
taken  a  week  by  the  sea  to  recruit  their  forces,  and 
then  began  their  journey  in  earnest,  since  it  was  too 
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la.te  for  a  return  to  Eton,  although  so  early  in  the 
season  that  to  the  Swiss  they  were  like  the  first 
swallows  of  the  spring,  and  they  came  in  for  some  of 
the  wondrous  glory  of  the  spring  flowers,  so  often 
missed  by  tourists. 

In  her  mountain  dress,  all  state  and  ceremony  cast 

^deVCarhn"  rode'  walked>  and  climbed  like  the 
jolly  Mother  Carey  she  was,  to  use  her  son’s  favourite 
expression,  and  the  boys,  full  of  health  and  recovery, 
gambolled  about  her,  _  feeling  her  companionship  the 
very  crown  of  their  enjoyment. 

Johnny,  to  whom  all  was  more  absolutely  new  than 
to  the  others,  was  the  quietest  of  the  three.  He  was 
a  year  older  than  Lucas,  as  Jock  was  now  called  to 
formal  outsiders,  while  Friar  John,  a  reversal  of  his 
cousin  s  two  Christian  names,  was  a  school  title  that 
sometimes  passed  into  home  use.  Friar  John  then 
iad  leached  an  age  open  to  the  influences  of  beautiful 
and  subhme  scenery,  and  when  the  younger  ones  only 
elt  the  exhilai  ation  of  mountain  air,  and  longings  to 
get  as  high  as  possible,  his  soul  began  to  expand  and 
fresh  levelattons  of  glory  and  majesty  to  take  posses¬ 
sion  of  him.  He  was  a  very  different  person  from  the 
rough,  awkward  lad  of  eight  years  back.  He  still  had 
he  somewhat  loutish  figure  which,  in  his  mother’s 
family,  was  the  shell  of  fine-looking  men  and  he  was 
shy  and  bashful,  but  Eton  polish  had  taken  away  the 
u  e  giuffness  and  made  his  manners  and  bearino- 
gentlemanly.  His  face  was  honest  and  intelligent3 
and  he  had  a  thoroughly  good,  conscientious  disposi¬ 
tion  ,  his  character  stood  high,  and  he  was  the  onlv 
Bro wnlow  of  them  all  who  knew  the  sweets  of  beiim 
sent  up  for  good.”  His  aunt  could  almost  wa  ch 
expression  deepening  on  his  open  face,  and  he  was 
enjoying  with  soul  and  mind  even  more  than  with 
body  Having  had  the  illness  later  and  moi  severed 
than  the  other  two,  his  strength  had  not  so  f ul  l 
leturned,  and  he  was  often  glad  to  rest,  admire  and 
study  the  subject  with  his  aunt,  to  whose  servfce  he 
was  specially  devoted,  while  the  other  two  climbed 
and  explored.  For  even  Armine  had  been  invigorated 
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with  a  sudden  overflow  of  animal  health  and  energy, 
which  made  him  far  more  enterprising  and  less  con¬ 
templative  than  he  had  ever  been  before. 

They  four  had  walked  up  the  mountain  after  break¬ 
fast  from  Ivandersteg,  bringing  their  bags  for  a  couple 
of  nights,  the  boys  being  anxious  to  go  up  the  Altels 
the  next  day,  as  their  time  was  nearly  over  and  they 
were  to  be  in  school  in  ten  days’  time  again.  After 
luncheon  and  a  good  rest  on  the  wooden  bench  outside 
the  door,  they  began  to  stroll  towards  the  Daubensee, 
along  a  path  between  desolate  boulders,  without 
vegetation,  except  a  small  kind  of  monkshood. 

“  I  call  this  dreary,”  said  the  mother.  “  We  don’t 
seem  to  get  a  bit  nearer  the  lake.  I  shall  go  home 
and  write  to  Babie.” 

“I’ll  come  back  with  you,”  said  Johnny.  “My 
mother  will  be  looking  for  a  letter.” 

“Not  giving  in  already,  Johnny,”  said  Armine.  “  I 
can  tell  you  I  mean  to  get  to  the  lake.” 

“The  Friar  is  the  slave  of  his  note-book,”  said 
J ock.  “  When  are  we  to  have  it — ‘  Crags  and 
Cousins,’  or  ‘  From  Measles  to  Mountains  ’  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  forget  everything,”  said  Johnny, 
with  true  Kencroft  doggedness. 

“  Do  you  expect  ever  to  look  at  that  precious 
diurnal  again  ?  ” 

“He  will  leave  it  as  an  heirloom  to  his  grand¬ 
children  !  ” 

“And  they  will  say  how  slow  people  were  in  the 
nineteenth  century.” 

“  There  will  have  been  a  reaction  by  that  time,  and 
they  will  only  wonder  how  anybody  cared  to  go  up 
into  such  dreary  places.” 

“  Or  perhaps  they  will  have  stripped  them  all,  and 
eaten  the  glaciers  up  as  ices  and  ice-creams  !  ” 

“  I  think  I’ll  set  up  that  as  my  pet  anxiety,”  said 
their  mother,  laughing;  “just  as  some  people  suffer 
from  perplexity  as  to  what  is  to  become  of  the  world 
when  all  the  coal  is  used  up!  You  are  not  turning 
on  my  account,  are  you,  Johnny?  I  am  quite  happy 
to  go  back  alone.” 
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“  No,  indeed.  I  want  to  write  my  letter,  and  I  have 
had  enough,”  said  John. 

Tired  !”  said  Armine.  “  Poor  old  monk  !  Swiss 
air  always  makes  me  feel  like  a  balloon  full  of  gas.  I 
could  go  on,  up  and  up,  for  ever !” 

Well,  keep  to  the  path,  and  don’t  do  anything 
imprudent,  she  said,  turning  back,  the  boys  saying, 
“  We’ll  only  have  a  look  down  the  pass  !  Here  Chico  ' 
Chico!  Chick!  Chick!” 


Chico,  the  little  dog  so  disdainfully  rejected  by 
Elvira,  had  attached  himself  from  the  first  to  Jock. 
He  had  been  in  the  London  house  when  they  spent 
a  day  theie,  and  in  rapture  at  the  meeting  had 
smuggled  himself,  not  without  his  master’s  connivance 
among  the  rugs  and  wrappers,  and  had  already  been 
the  cause  of  numerous  scrapes  with  officials  and 
tiavelleis,  whence  sometimes  money,  sometimes  polite¬ 
ness,  sometimes  audacity,  bought  off  his  friends  as 
best  they  could. 


There  was  a  sort  of  grave  fascination  in  the  ex¬ 
ceeding  sternness  of  the  scene— the  grey  heaps  of 
stone,  the  mountains  raising  their  shinino-  white 
summits  against  the  blue,  the  dark,  fathomless,  life¬ 
less  lake,  and  the  utter  absence  of  all  forms  of  life 
Armine’s  spirit  fell  under  the  spell,  and  he  moved 
dreamily  on,  _  hardly  attending  to  Jock,  who  was 
running  on  with  Chico,  and  alarming  him  by  feints 
of  catching  him  and  throwing  him  into  the  water. 

They  came  to  the  gap  where  they  expected  to  look 
over  the  pass  but  it  was  blotted  out  by  a  mist,  not 
m  itself  visible  though  hiding  everything,  and  they 
weie  turning  to  go  home  when,  in  the  ravine  near  at 
hand,  the  white  ruggedness  of  the  Wildstrube  glacier 
gleamed  on  their  eyes. 

“  \  didn>t  know  k  was  so  near,”  said  Jock  “  Come 
and  have  a  look  at  it.”  J  ne 


“  Not  on  it,”  said  Armine,  who  had  somewhat  more 
Swiss  experience  than  his  brother.  “  There’s  no  goim* 
there  without  a  guide. 

“  There’s  no  reason  we  should  not  get  on  the 
morame,"  sa.d  Jock;  and  they  presently  began  to 
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scramble  about  among  the  rocks  and  boulders,  trying 
to  mount  some  larger  one  whence  they  might  get  a 
more  general  view  of  the  form  of  the  glacier.  Chico 
ran  on  before  them,  stimulated  by  some  reminiscence 
of  the  rabbit-holes  of  Belforest,  and  they  were  looking 
after  him  and  whistling  him  back  ;  Armine  heard  a 
sudden  cry  and  fall — Jock  had  disappeared.  “Never 
mind  !”  he  called  up  the  next  instant.  “  I’m  all  right. 
Only,  come  down  here  !  I’ve  twisted  my  foot  some¬ 
how.” 

Armine  scrambled  round  the  rock  over  which  he 
had  fallen,  a  loose  stone  having  turned  with  him.  He 
had  pulled  himself  up,  but  even  with  an  arm  round 
Armine’s  neck,  he  could  not  have  walked  a  step 
on  even  ground,  far  less  on  these  rough  debris,  which 
were  painful  walking  even  for  the  lightest,  most 
springy  tread. 

“You  must  get  to  the  inn  and  bring  help,”  he  said, 
sinking  down  with  a  sigh. 

“  I  suppose  there’s  nothing  else  to  be  done,”  said 
Armine,  unwillingly.  “You’ll  have  a  terrible  time  to 
wait,  unless  I  meet  some  one  first.  I’ll  be  as  quick 
as  I  can.” 

“  Not  too  quick  till  you  get  off  this  place,”  said 
Jock,  “or  you’ll  be  down  too,  and  here,  help  me  off 
with  this  boot  first.” 

This  was  not  done  quickly  or  easily.  Jock  was 
almost  sick  with  the  pain  of  the  effort,  and  the  bruise 
looked  serious.  Armine  tried  to  make  him  comfort¬ 
able,  and  set  out,  as  he  thought,  in  the  right  direction, 
but  he  had  hardly  gone  twenty  steps  before  he  came 
to  a  sudden  standstill  with  an  emphatic  “  I  say  !”  then 
came  back  repeating  “I  say,  Jock,  we  are  close  upon 
the  glacier ;  I  was  as  near  as  possible  going  down 
into  an  awful  blue  crack  !” 

“  That’s  why  it’s  getting  so  cold,”  said  Jock.  “  Here, 
Chick,  come  and  warm  me.  Well,  Armie,  why  ain’t 
you  off  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  Armine,  with  a  quiver  in  his  voice,  “if 
I  keep  down  by  the  side  of  the  glacier,  I  suppose  1 
must  come  to  the  Daubensee  in  time.” 
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“What!  Have  we  lost  the  way?”  said  Jock, 
beginning  to  look  alarmed. 

“There’s  no  doubt  of  that,”  said  Armine,  “and 
what’s  worse,  that  fog  is  coming  up  ;  but  I’ve  got  my 
little  compass  here,  and  if  I  keep  to  the  south-west, 
and  down,  I  must  strike  the  lake  somewhere.  Good¬ 
bye,  Jock.” 

He  looked  white  and  braced  up  for  the  effort.  ' 
Jock  caught  hold  of  him.  “Don’t  leave  me,  Armie,” 
he  said  ;  “  you  can’t— you’ll  fall  into  one  of  those 
crevasses.” 

J  You’d  better  let  me  go  before  the  fog  gets  worse,” 
said  Armine. 


“  I  say  you  can’t  ;  it’s  not  fit  for  a  little  chap  like 
you.  If  you  fell  it  would  be  ever  so  much  worse  tor¬ 
us  both.” 

“  I  know  !  But  it  is  the  less  risk,”  said  Armine, 
gravely. 

“I  tell  you,  Armie,  I  can’t  have  you  go.  Mother 
will  send  out  for  us,  and  we  can  make  no  end  of  a 
row  together.  There’s  a  much  better  chance  that  way 
than  alone.  Don’t  go,  I  say - ” 

“  I  was  only  looking  out  beyond  the  rock.  I  don’t 
think  it  would  be  possible  to  get  on  now.  I  can’t  see 
even  the  ridge  of  stones  we  climbed  over.” 

“  I  wish  it  was  I,”  said  Jock,  “  I’ll  be  bound  I  could 
manage  it!”  Then  impatiently — “  Something  must 
be  done,  you  know,  Armie.  We  can’t  stay  here  all 
night.” 


Yet  when  Armine  went  a  step  or  two  to  see  whether 
there  was  any  practicability  of  moving,  he  instantly 
called  out  against  his  attempting  to  go  away.  He 
was  in  a  good  deal  of  pain,  and  high-spirited  boy  as 
he  was  was  thoroughly  unnerved  and  appalled,  and 
much  less  able  to  consider  than  the  usually  quieter 
and  more  timid  Armine.  Suddenly  there  was  a 
frightful  thunderous  roar  and  crash,  and  with  a  -cry 
of  “An  avalanche,”  the  brothers  clasped  one  another 
fast  and  shut  their  eyes,  but  ere  the  words  “  Have 
mercy”  were  uttered  all  was  still  again,  and  they 
found  themselves  alive !  J 
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“  I  don’t  think  it  was  an  avalanche,”  said  Armine 
recovering  first.  “  It  was  most  likely  to  be  a  great 
mass  of  ice  tumbling  off  the  arch  at  the  bottom  ol’  the 
glacier.  They  do  make  a  most  awful  row.  I’ve  heard 
one  before,  only  not  so  near.  Any  way  we  can’t  be 
far  from  the  bottom  of  the  glacier,  if  I  only  could 
crawl  there.” 

“No,  no;”  cried  Jock,  holding  him  tight;  “I  tell 
you,  you  can’t  do  it.” 

jock  could  not  have  defined  whether  he  was  most 
actuated  by  fears  for  his  brother’s  safety  or  by  actual 
terror  at  being  left  alone  and  helpless.  At  any  rate 
Armine  much  preferred  remaining,  in  all  the  certain 
misery  and  danger,  to  losing  sight  of  his  brother, 
with  the  great  probability  of  only  being  further  lost 
himself. 

“  I  wonder  whether  Chico  would  find  mother  ”  he 
said. 

Jock  brightened  ;  Armine  found  an  envelope  in  his 
pocket,  and  scribbled — 

“  On  the  moraine.  Jock’s  ankle  sprained — Come.” 

Then  Jock  produced  a  bit  of  string,  wherewith  it 
was  fastened  to  the  dog’s  collar,  and  then  authori¬ 
tatively  bade  Chico  go  to  mother. 

Alas  !  cleverness  had  never  been  Chico’s  strong 
point,  and  the  present  extremity  did  not  inspire  him 
with  sagacity.  He  knew  the  way  as  little  as  his 
masters  did,  and  would  only  dance  about  in  an  un¬ 
meaning  way,  and  when  ordered  home  crouch  in 
abject  entreaty.  Jock  grew  impatient  and  threatened 
him,  but  this  only  made  him  creep  behind  Armine, 
put  his  tail  between  his  legs,  hold  up  his  little  paw’ 
and  look  piteously  imploring. 

“  There’s  no  use  in  the  little  brute,”  sighed  Jock  at 
last,  but  the  attempt  had  done  him  good  and  recalled 
his  nerve  and  good  sense. 

We  are  in  for  a  night  of  it,”  he  said,  “  unless  they 
find  us  ;  and  how  are  they  ever  to  do  that  in  this 
beastly  fog  ?” 

“  We  must  halloo,”  said  Armine,  attempting  it. 

“Yes,  and  we  don’t  know  when  to  begin!  We 
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can’t  go  on  all  night,  you  know,”  said  Jock  ;  “and  if 
we  begin  too  soon,  we  may  have  no  voice  left  just  at 
the  right  time.” 

“  It  is  half-past  seven  now,”  said  Armine,  looking  at 
his  watch.  “  The  food  was  to  be  at  seven,  so  they 
must  have  missed  us  by  this  time.” 

“  They  won’t  think  anything  of  it  till  it  gets 
dark.” 

“  No.  Give  them  till  half-past  eight.  Somewhere 
about  nine  or  half-past  it  may  be  worth  while  to 
jodel.” 

“And  how  awfully  cold  it  will  be  by  that  time. 
And  my  foot  is  aching  like  fun !” 

Armine  offered  to  rub  it,  and  there  was  some 
occupation  in  this  and  in  watching  the  darkening  of 
the  evening,  which  was  very  gradual  in  the  dense 
white  fog  that  shut  them  in  with  a  damp,  cold,  moist 
curtain  of  undeveloped  snow. 

The  poor  lads  were  thinly  clad  for  a  summer  walk, 
Jock  had  left  his  plaid  behind  him,  and  they  were 
beginning  to  feel  only  too  vividly  that  it  was  past 
supper-time,  when  they  could  dimly  see  that  it  was 
past  nine,  and  began  to  shout,  but  they  soon  found 
this  severe  and  exhausting. 

Armine  suggested  counting  ten  between  each  cry, 
which  would  husband  their  powers  and  give  them 
time  to  listen  for  an  answer.  Yet  even  thus  there  was 
an  empty,  feeble  sound  about  their  cries,  so  that 
Jock  observed — ■ 

“  It’s  very  odd  that  when  there’s  no  good  in  making 
a  row,  one  can  make  it  fast  enough,  and  now  when  it 
would  be  of  some  use,  one  seems  to  have  no  more 
voice  than  a  little  sick  mouse.” 

“  Not  so  much,  I  think,”  said  Armine.  “  It  is  hunger 
partly.” 

“  Hark  !  That  sounded  like  something.” 

Invigorated  by  hope  they  shouted  again,  but  though 
several  times  they  did  hear  a  distant  jodel,  the  hope 
that  it  was  in  answer  to  themselves  soon  faded,  as  the 
sound  became  more  distant,  and  their  own  exertions 
ended  soon  in  an  utter  breakdown — into  a  hoarse 
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squeak  on  Jock’s  part  and  a  weak,  hungry  cry  on 
Armines.  Jock’s  face  was  covered  with  tears,  as  much 
II  om  the  strain  as  from  despair. 

“  There  !”  he  sighed,  “  there’s  our  last  chance  gone  ' 
We  are  in  for  a  night  of  it.” 

“It  can’t  be  a  very  long  night,”  Armine  said, 
through  chattering  teeth.  “  It’s  only  a  week  to  the 
longest  day.” 

‘‘  Much  that  will  matter  to  us,”  said  Jock,  im- 
shall  be  frozen  long  before  morning.” 

We  must  keep  ourselves  awake.” 

You  little  ass,  said  poor  Jock,  in  the  petulant 
inconsistency  of  his  distress  ;  “  it  is  not  come  to  that 
yet. 

Armine  did  not  answer  at  once.  He  was  kneeling 
against  the  rock,  and  a  strange  thrill  came  over  Jock, 
forbidding,  him  again  to  say — “It  was  not  come  to 
tiat '  but  a  shoot  of  aching  pain  in  his  ankle 
presently  drew  forth  an  exclamation. 

Armine  again  offered  to  rub  it  for  him,  and  the  two 
arranged  themselves  for  this  purpose,  the  curtain  of 
damp  woolliness  seeming  to  thicken  on  them.  There 
was  a  moon  somewhere,  and  the  darkness  was  not 
total,  but  the  dreariness  and  isolation  were  the  more 
felt  fiom  the  absence  of  all  outlines  being  manifest. 
They  even  lost  sight  of  their  own  hands  if  they 
sti  etched  out  their  arms,  and  their  light  summer 
gaiments  weie  aheady  saturated  with  damp  and 
would  soon  freeze.  No  part  of  their  bodies  was  free 
fiom  that  deadly  chill  save  where  they  could  press 
against  one  another. 

They  were  brave  boys.  Jock  had  collected  himself 
again,  and  for  some  time .  they  kept  up  a  show  of 
mirth  in  the  shakings  and  buffetings  they  bestowed 
on  one  another,  but  they  began  to  grow  too  stiff 
and  spent  to  pursue  this  discipline.  Armine  thought 
that  the  night  must  be  nearly  over,  and  Jock  tried 
to  see  his  watch,  but  decided  that  he  could  not, 
because  he  could  not  bear  to  believe  how  far  it 
was  from  day, 

Aimine  was  drowsily  rubbing  the  ankle,  mechanically 

S 
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murmuring  something  to  himself,  jock  shook  him, 
saying — 

“  Take  care,  don’t  doze  off.  What  are  you  mumbling 
about  leisure  ?  ” 

“O  tarry  thou  the  Lord’s  leisure.  Be  strong  and 

_ - Was  I  saying  it  aloud  ?  ”  he  broke  off  with 

a  start. 

“  Yes  ;  go  on.” 

Armine  finished  the  verse,  and  Jock  commented — 

“  Comfort  thine  heart.  Does  the  little  chap  mean 
it  in  a  fix  like  this  ?  ” 

“Jock,”  said  Armine,  now  fully  awake,  “I  do  want 
to  say  something.” 

“  Cut  on.” 

“  If  you  get  out  of  this  and  I  don’t- - ” 

“Stop  that!  We’ve  got  heat  enough  to  last  till 
morning.” 

“  Will  they  find  us  then  ?  These  fogs  last  for  days 
and  turn  to  snow.” 

“  Don’t  croak,  I  say.  I  can’t  face  mother  without 
you.” 

“  She’ll  be  glad  enough  to  get  you.  Please  listen, 
Jock,  while  I’m  awake.  I  want  you  to  give  her  and 
all  of  them  my  love,  and  say  I’m  sorry  for  all  the 
times  I’ve  vexed  them.” 

“  As  if  you  had  ever - ” 

“And  please,  jock — if  I  was  nasty  and  conceited 
about  the  champagne — — ” 

“Shut  up,  I  can’t  stand  this,”  cried  Jock,  chiefly 
from  force  of  habit,  for  it  was  a  tacit  agreement  among 
the  elder  brothers  that  Armine  must  not  be  suffered 
to  “  be  cocky  and  humbug,”  by  which  they  meant  no 
implication  on  his  sincerity,  but  that  they  did  not 
choose  to  hear  remonstrances  or  appeals  to  higher 
motives,  and  this  had  made  him  very  reticent  with  all 
except  his  sister  Barbara  and  Miss  Ogilvie,  but  he 
now  persisted. 

“Indeed  I  want  you  to  forgive  me,  Jock.  You 
don’t  know  how  often  I’ve  thought  all  sorts  of  horrid¬ 
ness  about  you.” 

Jock  laughed,  “  Not  more  than  I  deserved.  1 11  be 
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bound.  How  can  you  be  so  absurd !  If  anyone 
wants  forgiveness,  it  is  I.  I  say,  Armie,  this  is  all 
nonsense.  You  don’t  really  think  you  are  done  for 
or  you  would  not  take  it  so  coolly.” 

Of  course  I  know  Who  can  bring  us  through  if  He 
will,”  said  Armine.  There’s  the  Rock.  I’ve  been 
asking  Him  all  this  time — every  moment — only  I  o-et 
so  sleepy.” 

“  If  He  will ;  but  if  He  won’t  ?  ” 

.  Then  there  s  Paradise.  And  Himself  and  father” 
said  Armine,  still  in  a  dreamy  tone. 

Oh,  yes  ,  that  s  for  you!  But  how  about  a  mad 
fellow  like  me  ?  It’s  so  sneaking  just  to  take  to  one’s 
prayers  because  one’s  in  a  bad  case.” 

“Oh,  Jock!  He  is  always  ready  to  hear!  More 
ready  than  we  to  pray  !  ” 

“  Now  don’t  begin  to  improve  the  occasion,”  broke 
out  Jock.  “  By  all  the  stories  that  ever  were  written, 
I’m  the  one  to  come  to  a  bad  end,  not  you.” 

“  Don’t,”  said  Armine,  with  an  accent  of  pain  that 
made  Jock  cry,  hugging  him  tighter.  “There,  never 
mind,  Armie  ;  I’ll  let  you  say  all  you  like.  I  don’t 
know  what  made  me  stop  you,  except  that  I’m  a 
beast,  and  always  have  been  one.  I’d  give  anything 
not  to  have  gone  on  playing  the  fool  all  my  life,  so 
as  to  be  able  to  mind  this  as  little  as  you  do.” 

“I  don’t  seem  awake  enough  to  mind  anythin^ 
much,  said  the  little  boy,  “  or  I  should  trouble  more 
about  Mother  and  Babie  ;  but  somehow  I  can’t.” 

Oh!  wailed  Jock,  “you  must!  You  must  get 
out  of  it,  Armie.  Come  closer.  Shove  in  between 
me  and  the  rock.  Here,  Chico,  lie  down  on  the 
top  of  us  !  Nother  must  have  you  back  any  way, 
Armie.” 

The  little  fellow  was  half-dozing,  but  words  ol 
prayer  and  faith  kept  dropping  from  his  tongue.  Pain, 
and  a  stionger  vitality  alike,  kept  Jock  free  from  the 
torpor,  and  he  used  his  utmost  efforts  to  rouse  his 
brother ;  but  every  now  and  then  a  horrible  conviction 
of  the  hopelessness  of  their  condition  came  over  him. 

S  2 
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“  Oh  !  ”  he  groaned  out,  “  how  is  it  to  be  if  this  is 
the  end  of  it  ?  What  is  to  become  of  a  fellow  that 
has  been  like  me  ?  ” 

Armine  only  spoke  one  word;  the  Name  that  is 
ibove  every  name. 

“Yes,  you  always  cared,!  But  I  never  cared  for 
anything  but  fun  !  Never  went  to  Communion  at 
Easter.  It  is  too  late.” 

“  Oh,  no,  no  !  ”  cried  Armine,  rousing  up,  “  not  too 
late!  Never!  You  are  His!  You  belong  to  Him  ! 
He  cares  for  you  !  ” 

“If  He  does,  it  makes  it  all  the  worse.  I  never 
heeded  ;  I  thought  it  all  a  bore.  I  never  let  myself 
think  what  it  all  meant.  I’ve  thrown  it  all 
away.” 

“  Oh  I  wish  I  wasn’t  so  stupid,”  cried  Armine,  with 
a  violent  effort  against  his  exhaustion.  “Mother 
loves  us,  however  horrid  we  are!  He  is  like  that; 
only  let  us  tell  Him  all  the  bad  we’ve  done,  and 
ask  Him  to  blot  it  out.  I’ve  been  trying — trying — - 
only  I’m  so  dull ;  and  let  us  give  ourselves  more 
and  more  out  and  out  to  Him,  whether  it  is  here  or 
there.” 

“That  I  must,”  said  Jock;  “it  would  be  shabby 
and  sneaking  not.” 

“Oh,  Jock,”  cried  Armine,  joyfully,  “then  it  will 
all  be  right  any  way;”  and  he  raised  his  face  and 
kissed  his  brother.  “  Y ou  promise,  J ock.  Please 
promise.” 

“  Promise  what?  That  if  He  will  save  us  out  of 
this,  I’ll  take  a  new  line,  and  be  as  good  as  I  know 
how,  and - ” 

Armine  took  the  word,  whether  consciously  or  not : 
“  And  manfully  to  fight  under  His  banner,  and  con¬ 
tinue  Christ’s  faithful  soldiers  and  servants  unto  our 
lives’  end.  Amen  !  ” 

“Amen,”  Jock  said,  after  him. 

After  that,  Jock  found  that  the  child  was  repeating 
the  Creed,  and  said  it  aftre  him,  the  meanings  thrilling 
through  him  as  they  had  never  done  before.  Next 
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followed  lines  of  “Rock  of  Ages,”  and  for  some  time 
longer  there  was  a  drowsy  murmur  of  sacred  words 

nU  th^re7f,S  n°  diciting  a  direct  rePJy  an7  more ; 
and  with  dull  consternation,  Jock  knew  that  the  fatal 

toipor  could  no  longer  be  broken,  and  was  almost 
nutated  that  all  the  words  he  caught  were  such  happy 
peaceful  ones.  The  very  last  were,  “Inside  angels’ 
wings,  all  white  down.” 


} lle  -„chlld  seemed  almost  comfortable— certainly 
not  suffering  like  himself,  bruised  and  strained  with 
sharp  twinges  rending  his  damaged  foot;  his  limbs 
ciamped,  and  sensible  of  the  acute  misery  of  the  cold 
and  the  full  horror  of  their  position  ;  but  as  long  as  lie 
could  shake  even  an  unconscious  murmur  from  his 
brother,  it  seemed  like  happiness  compared  with  the 
utter  desolation  after  the  last  whisper  had  died  away 
and  he  was  left  intolerably  alone  under  the  solid 
impenetrable  shroud  that  enveloped  him,  and  the 
senseless  form  he  held  on  his  breast.  And  if  he  tried 
to  follow  on  by  that  clue  which  Armine  had  left  him, 
whirlwinds  of  dismay  seemed  to  sweep  away  all 
hope  and  trust,  while  he  thought  of  wilfulness,  reck¬ 
lessness,  defiance,  irreverence,  and  all  the  yet  ’darker 
shades  of  a  self-indulgent  and  audacious  school-boy 
life !  7 


It  was  a  little  lighter,  as  if  dawn  might  be  coming, 
but  the  cold  was  bitterer,  and  benumbing  more  than 
paining  him.  His  clothes  were  stiff,  his  eyelashes 
white  with  frost,  he  did  not  feel  equal  to  looking  at 
his  watch,  he  would  not  see  Armine’s  face,  he  found 
the  fog  depositing  itself  in  snow,  but  he  heeded  it  no 
longer.  .  Fear  and  hope  had  alike  faded  out  of  his 
1  j  1  i n cl,  his  ankle  seemed  to  belong  to  some  one  else 
far  away,  he  had  left  off  wishing  to  see  his  mother,  he 
wanted  nothing  but  to  be  let  alone  ! 

He  did  not  hear  when  Chico,  finding  no  comfort, 
no  sign  of  life  in  his  masters,  stood  upon  them  as 
they  lay  clasped  together  in  the  drift  of  fine  small 
snow,  and  in  the  climax  of  misery  he  lifted  up  the 
long  and  wretched  wailing  howlings  of  utter  dog- 
wretchedness. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

A  RACE. 

Speed,  Melise,  speed !  such  cause  of  haste 
Thine  active  sinews  never  braced  ; 

Bend  ’gainst  the  steepy  hill  thy  breast, 

Bui'st  down  like  torrent  from  its  crest. 

Scott. 

“  Hark  !  ” 

The  guides  and  the  one  other  traveller,  a  Mr. 
Graham,  who  had  been  at  the  inn,  were  gathered  at 
the  border  of  the  Daubensee,  entreating,  almost  ready 
to  use  force  to  get  the  poor  mother  home  before  the 
snow  should  efface  the  tracks,  and  render  the  return  to 
Schwarenbach  dangerous. 

Ever  since  the  alarm  had  been  given  there  had  been 
a  going  about  with  lights,  a  shouting  and  seeking,  all 
along  the  road  where  she  had  parted  with  her  sons. 
It  was  impossible  in  the  fog  to  leave  the  beaten  track, 
and  the  traveller  told  her  that  rewards  would  be  but 
temptations  to  suicide. 

Johnny  had  fortunately  been  so  tired  out  that  he 
had  gone  to  bed  soon  after  coming  in,  and  had  not 
been  wakened  by  the  alarm  till  eleven  o’clock.  Then, 
startled  by  the  noises  and  lights,  he  had  risen  and 
made  his  way  to  his  aunt.  Substantial  help  he  could 
not  give — even  his  German  was  halting,  but  he  was 
her  stay  and  help,  and  she  would — as  she  knew  after¬ 
wards — have  been  infinitely  more  desolate  without 
him.  And  now,  when  all  were  persuading  her  to  wait, 
as  they  said,  till  more  aid  could  be  sent  for  to  Kan 
dersteg,  he  knew  as  well  as  she  did  that  it  was  but  a 
kindly  ruse  to  cover  their  despair,  and  was  striving  to 
insist  that  another  effort  in  daylight  should  be  made. 

He  it  was  who  uttered  the  “  Hark,”  and  added, 
“  That  is  Chico  !  ” 

At  first  the  tired,  despairing  guides  did  not  hear, 
but  going  along  the  road  by  the  lake  in  the  direction 
from  which  the  sound  came,  the  prolonged  wail  be¬ 
came  more  audible. 
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“  It  is  on  the  moraine,”  the  men  said,  with  awe¬ 
struck  looks  at  one  another. 

They  would  fain  not  even  have  taken  John  with 
them,  but  with  a  resolute  look  he  uttered  “  Ich  komm 

Mr.  Graham,  an  elderly  man,  not  equal  to  a  moraine 
in  the  snow,  stayed  with  the  mother.  He  wanted  to 
take  her  back  to  prepare  for  them,  as  he  said — in 
reality  to  lesson  any  horrors  there  might  be  to  see. 

But  she  stood  like  a.  statue,  with  clasped  hands  and 
white  face,  the  small  feathery  snow  climbing  round 
her  feet  and  on  her  shoulders. 

“  O  God,  spare  my  boys  !  Though  I  don’t  deserve 
it  spare  them  !  ”  had  been  her  one  inarticulate  prayer 
all  night. 

And  now— shouts  and  jodels  reach  her  ears.  They 
are  found !  But  how  found !  The  cries  are  soon 
hushed.  There  is  long  waiting — then,  through  the 
snow,  John  flashes  forward  and  takes  her  hand.  He 
does  not  speak — only  as  their  eyes  meet,  his  pale  lips 
tremble,  and  he  says,  “  Don’t  fear ;  they  will  revive 
in  the  inn.  Jock  is  safe,  they  are  sure.” 

Safe  ?  What  ?  that  stiff,  white-faced  form,  carried 
between  two  men,  with  the  arm  hanging  lifelessly 
down  ?  One  man  held  the  smaller  figure  of  Armine, 
and  kept  his  face  pressed  inwards.  Kind  words  of 
“  Liebe  Frau,”  and  assurances  that  were  meant  to  be 
cheering  passed  around  her,  but  she  heard  them  not, 
Some  brandy  had,  it  seemed,  been  poured  into  their 
mouths.  They  thought  Jock  had  swallowed,  Armine 
had  not. 

At  intervals  on  the  way  back  a  little  more  was 
administered,  and  the  experienced  guides  had  no 
doubt  that  life  was  yet  in  him.  When  they  reached 
the  hotel  the  guides  would  not  take  them  near  the 
stove,  but  carried  them  up  at  once  by  the  rough  stair 
to  the  little  wood-partitioned  bedrooms.  There  were 
two  beds  in  each  room,  and  their  mother  would  have 
had  them  both  together  ;  but  the  traveller,  and  the 
kindly,  helpful  young  landlady,  Fraulein  Rosalie, 
quietly  managed  otherwise,  and  when  Johnny  tried 
to  enforce  his  aunt’s  orders,  Mr.  Graham,  by  a  sign, 
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made  him  comprehend  why  they  had  thus  arranged, 
filling  him  with  blank  dismay. 

A  doctor  ?  The  guides  shook  their  heads.  They 
could  hardly  make  their  way  to  Leukerbad  while  it 
was  snowing  as  at  present,  and  if  they  had  done  so,  no 
doctor  could  come  back  .with  them.  Moreover  the 
restoratives  were  known  to  the  mountaineers  as  well  as 
to  the  doctors  themselves,  and  these  were  vigorously 
applied.  All  the  resources  of  the  little  way-side  house 
were  put  in  requisition.  Mr.  Graham  and  Johnny  did 
their  best  for  Jock,  his  mother  seemed  to  see  and 
think  of  nothing  but  Armine,  who  lay  senseless  and 
cold  in  spite  of  all  their  efforts. 

It  was  soon  that  Jock  began  to  moan  and  turn  and 
struggle  painfully  back  to  life.  When  he  opened  his 
eyes  with  a  dazed  half-consciousness,  and  something 
like  a  word  came  from  between  his  lips,  Mr.  Graham 
sent  John  to  call  the  mother,  saying  very  low,  “Get 
her  away.  She  will  bear  it  better  when  she  sees  this 
one  coming  round.” 

John  had  deep  and  reverent  memories  connected 
with  Armine.  He  knew — as  few  did  know — how 
steadfastly  that  little  gentle  fellow  could  hold  the  right, 
and  more  than  once  the  two  had  been  almost  alone 
against  their  world.  Besides,  he  was  Mother  Carey’s 
darling !  Johnny  felt  as  if  his  heart  would  break, 
as  with  trembling  lips  he  tried  to  speak,  as  if  in  glad 
hope,  as  he  told  his  aunt  that  Jock  was  speaking  and 
wanted  her,  while  he  looked  all  the  time  at  the  still 
white,  .inanimate  face. 

She  looked  at  him  half  in  distrust. 

Yes!  Indeed,  indeed,”  he  said,  “  Jock  wants  you.” 

She  went ;  Johnny  took  her  place.  The  efforts  at 
restoration  were  slackening.  The  attendants  were 
shaking  their  heads  and  saying,  “ der  Armed 

Mr.  Graham  came  up  to  him,  saying  in  his  ear, 
She  is  engrossed  with  the  other.  He  will  not  let 

k.erS°;  „Let  them  do  what  is  to  be  done  for  this  poor 
little  fellow.  So  it  will  be  best  for  her.” 

There  was  a  frantic  longing  to  do  something  for 
Ai  mine,  a  wild  wonder  that  the  prayers  of  a  whole 
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night  had  not  been  more  fully  answered  in  John’s 
mind,  as  he  threw  himself  once  more  over  the  sense¬ 
less  form,  propped  with  pillows,  and  kissed  either 
cheek  and  the  lips.  Then  suddenly  he  uttered  a  low 
cry,  “  He  breathed.  I’m  sure  he  did  ;  I  felt  it !  The 
spoon  !  O  quick  !  ” 

Mr.  Graham  and  the  Fraulein  looked  pitifully  at 
one  another  at  the  delusion  ;  but  they  let  the  lad 
have  the  spoon  with  the  drops  of  brandy.  He  had 
already  gained  experience  in  giving  it,  and  when  they 
looked  for  disappointment,  his  eyes  were  raised  in  joy. 

“  It’s  gone  down,”  he  said. 

Mr.  Graham  put  his  hand  on  the  pulse  and  nodded. 

Another  drop  or  two,  and  renewed  rubbing  of  hands 
and  feet.  The  icy  cold,  the  deadly  white,  were  certainly 
giving  way,  the  lips  began  to  quiver,  contract,  and  gasp. 

Was  it  for  death  or  life  ?  They  would  not  call  his 
mother  for  that  terrible,  doubtful  minute  ;  but  she 
could  not  long  stay  away.  When  Jock’s  fingers  first 
relaxed  on  hers,  she  crept  to  the  door  of  the  other 
room,  to  see  Armine  upheld  on  Johnny’s  breast,  with 
heaving  chest  and  working  features,  but  with  eyes 
opening  :  yes,  and  meeting  hers. 

Johnny  always  held  that  he  never  had  so  glad  a 
moment  in  all  his  life  as  that  when  he  saw  her  coun¬ 
tenance  light  up. 

The  first  word  was  “  Jock  !  ” 

Armine’s  full  perceptions  were  come  back,  unlike 
those  of  Jock,  who  was  moaning  and  wandering  in  his 
talk,  fancying  himself  still  in  the  desolation  of  the 
moraine,  with  Armine  dead  in  his  arms,  and  all  the 
miseries,  bodily,  mental  and  spiritual,  from  which  he 
had  suffered  were  evidently  still  working  in  his  brain, 
though  the  words  that  revealed  them  were  weak  and 
disjointed.  Besides,  he  screamed  and  moaned  with 
absolute  and  acute  pain,  which  alarmed  them  much, 
though  Armine  was  sufficiently  himself  to  be  able 
to  assure  them  that  there  had  been  no  hurt  beyond 
the  strain. 

It  was  well  that  Armine  was  both  rational  and  un¬ 
selfish,  for  nothing  seemed  to  soothe  Jock  fora  moment 
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but  his  mother’s  hand  and  his  mother’s  voice.  It  was 
plain  that  fever  and  rheumatism  had  a  hold  upon  him, 
and  what  or  who  was  there  to  contend  with  them  in 
this  wayside  inn  ?  The  rooms,  though  clean,  were  bare 
of  all  but  the  merest  necessaries,  and  though  the  young 
hostess  was  kind  and  anxious,  her  maids  were  the 
roughest  and  most  ignorant  of  girls,  and  there  were  no 
appliances  for  comfort — nothing  even  to  drink  but 
milk,  bottled  lemonade,  and  a  tisane  made  of  yellow 
flowers,  horrible  to  the  English  taste. 

And  Jock,  ill  as  he  was,  did  not  fill  his  mother  with 
such  dread  for  the  future  as  did  Armine,  when  she 
found  him,  quiet  indeed,  but  unable  to  lie  down, 
except  when  supported  on  John’s  breast  and  in  his 
arms — with  a  fearful  oppression  and  pain  in  his  chest, 
and  every  token  that  the  lungs  were  suffering.  He 
had  not  let  them  call  her.  Jock’s  murmurs,  and  cries 
were  to  be  heard  plainly  through  the  wooden  partition, 
and  the  little  fellow  knew  she  could  not  be  spared,  and 
only  tried  to  prevent  John  and  Mr.  Graham  from 
alarming  her.  “She  —  can’t — do — any — good,”  he 
gasped  out  in  John’s  ear. 

No,  nobody  could,  without  medical  skill  and  ap¬ 
pliances.  The  utmost  that  the  house  could  do  was  to 
produce  enough  mustard  to  make  two  plasters,  and  to 
fill  bottles  with  hot  water,  to  warm  stones,  and  to 
wrap  them  in  blankets.  And  what  was  this,  in  such 
cold  as  penetrated  the  wooden  building,  too  high  up 
in  the  mountains  for  the  June  sun  as  yet  to  have  full 
power  ?  The  snow  kept  blinding  and  drifting  on,  and 
though  everyone  said  it  could  not  last  long  at  that 
time  in  the  summer,  it  might  easily  last  too  long  for 
Armine’s  fragile  life.  Here  was  evening  drawing  on 
and  no.  change  outside,  so  that  no  offer  of  reward  could 
make  it  possible  for  any  messenger  to  attempt  the 
Gemmi  to  fetch  advice  from  Leukerbad. 

Caroline  could  not  think.  She  was  in  a  dull,  dreary 
state'  of  consternation,  and  all  she  could  dwell  on  was 
the  immediate  need  of  the  moment,  soothing  Jock’s 
terrors,  and,  what  was  almost  worse,  his  irritable 
rejection  of  the  beverages  she  could  offer  him,  and 
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trying  to  relieve  him  by  rubbing  and  hot  applications. 
If  ever  she  could  look  into  Armine’s  room,  she  was 
filled  with  still  greater  dismay,  even  though  a  sweet, 
patient  smile  always  met  her,  and  a  resolute  endeavour 
to  make  the  best  of  it. 

“  It — does — not — make — much— difference,”  gasped 
Armine.  “  One  would  not  like  anything.” 

John  came  out  in  a  character  no  one  could  have 
expected.  He  showed  himself  a  much  better  nurse, 
and  far  more  full  of  resource  than  the  traveller.  It 
was  he  who  bethought  him  of  keeping  a  kettle  in  the 
room  over  the  inevitable  charcoal,  so  as  slightly  to 
mitigate  the  chill  of  the  air,  or  the  fumes  of  the 
charcoal,  which  were  equally  perilous  and  distressing 
to  the  labouring  lungs.  He  was  tender  and  handy  in 
lifting,  tall  and  strong,  so  as  to  be  efficient  in  support¬ 
ing,  and  then  Armine  and  he  understood  one  another. 
They  had  never  been  special  companions  ;  John  had 
too  much  of  the  Kencroft  muscularity  about  him  to 
accord  with  a  delicate,  imaginative  being  like  Armine, 
but  they  respected  one  another,  and  made  common 
cause,  and  John  had  more  than  once  been  his  little 
cousin’s  protector.  So  when  they  were  so  much  alone 
that  all  reserves  were  overcome,  Armine  had  comfort 
in  his  cousin  that  no  one  else  in  the  place  could  have 
afforded  him.  The  little  boy  perfectly  knew  how  ill 
he  was,  and  as  he  lay  in  John’s  arms,  breathed  out 
his  messages  to  Babie  as  well  as  he  could  utter  them. 

“  And  please,  you’ll  be  always  mother’s  other  son,” 
said  Armine. 

“Won’t  I  ?  She’s  been  the  making  of  me  every 
way,”  said  John. 

“  If  ever— she  does  want  anybody - ”  said  Armine, 

feeling,  but  not  uttering,  a  vague  sense  of  want  of 
trust  in  others  around  her. 

“  I  will,  I  will.  Why,  Armie,  I  shall  never  care  for 
any  one  so  much.” 

“  That’s  right.” 

And  again,  after  an  interval,  Armine  spoke  of  Jock, 
saying,  “You’ll  help  him,  Johnny.  You  know  some¬ 
times  he  can  be  put  in  mind———” 
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John  promised  again,  perhaps  less  hopefully,  but  he 
saw  that  Armine  hoped. 

“  Would  you  mind  reading  me  a  Psalm,”  came,  after 
a  great  struggle  for  breath.  “  It  was  so  nice  to  know 
Babie  was  saying  her  Psalms  at  night,  and  thinking 
of  us.” 

So  the  evening  wore  away  and  night  came  on,  and 
John,  after  full  six-and- twenty  hours’  wakeful  exertion 
and  anxiety,  began  to  grow  sleepy,  and  dozed  even  as 
he  held  his  cousin  whenever  the  cough  did  not  shake 
the  poor  little  fellow.  At  last,  with  Armine’s  consent, 
or  rather,  at  his  entreaty,  Mr.  Graham,  though  know¬ 
ing  himself  a  bad  substitute,  took  him  from  the  arms 
of  the  outwearied  lad,  who,  in  five  minutes  more,  was 
lying,  dressed  as  he  was,  in  the  soundest  of  dreamless 
slumbers. 

When  he  awoke,  the  sun  was  up,  an  almost  mid¬ 
summer  sun,  streaming  on  the  fast-melting  snow  with 
a  dazzling  brilliancy.  Armine  was  panting  under  the 
same  deadly  oppression  on  his  pillows,  and  Mother 
Carey  was  standing  by  him,  talking  to  Mr.  Graham 
about  despatching  a  messenger  to  Leukerbad  in  search 
of  one  of  the  doctors,  who  were  sure  to  be  found  at 
the  baths.  How  haggard  her  face  looked,  and  Armine 
gasped  out — 

“  Mother,  your  hair.” 

The  snow  had  been  there  ;  the  crisp  black  waves  on 
her  brow  were  quite  white.  Jock  had  fallen  into  a 
sort  of  doze  from  exhaustion,  but  moaning  all  the 
time.  She  could  call  him  no  better,  and  Armine’s 
sunken  face  told  that  he  was  worse. 

John  went  in  search  of  more  hot  water,  and  on  the 
way  heard  voices  which  made  him  call  Mr.  Graham 
who  knew  more  of  the  vernacular  German  patois  than 
himself,  to  understand  it.  He  thought  he  had  caught 
something  about  English,  and  a  doctor  at  Kandersteg. 

It  was  true.  A  guide  belonging  to  the  other  side 
of  the  pass,  who  had  been  weather-bound  at  Kan¬ 
dersteg,  had  just  come  up  with  tidings  that  an 
English  party  were  there,  who  had  meant  to  cross  the 
cremmi  but  had  given  it  up,  finding  it  too  early  in  the 
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season  for  the  krdnklicher  Milord  who  was  accom¬ 
panied  by  his  doctor. 

“An  English  doctor!  Oh!”  cried  John  “there’s 
some  good  m  that.  Some  one  must  take  a  note  down 
to  him  at  once.” 

But  after  some  guttural  conversation  of  which  he 
undei-stood  only  a  word  or  two,  Mr.  Graham  said— 

I  hey  declare  it  is  of  no  use.  The  carriage  was 
ordered  at  nine.  It  is  past  seven  now.” 

,  ^.ut1  jL  }iee,^  not  ta-ke  two  hours  to  go  that  distance 

downhill,  the  lazy  blackguards  !  ”  exclaimed  John. 

„n  the  PleseM  state  of  the  path,  they  say  that  it 
wdl,  smd  Mr.  Graham.  “In  fact,  I  suspect  a  little 
unwillingness  to  deprive  their  countrymen  of  the  job.” 

I  11  go,  said  John,  “  then  there  will  be  no  loss  of 
time  about  writing.  You’ll  look  after  Armine,  sir,  and 
tell  my  aunt.” 

“Certainly,  my  boy;  but  you’ll  find  it  a  stiffish 
pull. 

I  came  in  second  for  the  mile  race  last  summei 
at  Eton,  .  said  Johnny.  “  I’m  not  in  training  now  1 
but  if  a  will  can  do  it - ” 

“ 1  believe  you  are  right.  If  you  don’t  catch  him 
we  shall  haiclly  have  lost  time,  for  they  say  we  must 
wait  an  hour  or  two  for  the  Gemini  road  to  get  cleat 
of  snow.  Stay;  don’t  go  without  eating.  You  won’t 
keep  it  up  on  an  empty  stomach.  Remember  the 
proverb.” 

Prayer  had  been  with  him  all  night,  and  he  listened 
to  the  remonstrance  as  to  provender  enough  to  devour 
a  bit  of  bread,  put  another  into  his  pocket,  and 
swallow  a  long  draught  of  new  milk.  Mr.  Graham 
fuithei  insisted  on  his  taking  a  lad  to  show  him  the 
right  path  through  the  fir  woods  ;  and  though  Johnny 
looked  more  formed  for  strength  than  speed,  and  was 
pale-cheeked  and  purple-eyed  with  broken  rest,  the 
manner  in  which  he  set  forth  had  a  purpose-like  air 
that  was  satisfactory — not  over  swift  at  the  outset 
over  the  difficult  ground,  but  with  a  steadfast  resolution, 
and  with  a  balance  and  knowledge  of  the  management 
of  his  limbs  due  to  Eton  athletics. 
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Mr.  Graham  went  up  to  encourage  Mrs.  Brownlow, 
She  clasped  her  hands  together  with  joy  and  gratitude. 

“  That  dear,  dear  boy,”  she  said,  “  I  shall  owe  him 
everything.” 

Jock  had  wakened  rational,  though  only  to  be 
conscious  of  severe  suffering.  He  would  hardly 
believe  that  Armine  was  really  alive  till  Mr.  Graham 
actually  carried  in  the  boy,  and  let  them  hold  each 
other’s  hands  for  a  moment  before  placing  Armine 
on  the  other  bed. 

Indeed  it  seemed  that  this  might  be  the  poor  boys’ 
last  meeting.  Armine  could  only  look  at  his  brother, 
since  the  least  attempt  to  speak  increased  the  agonised 
struggle  for  breath,  which,  doctor  or  no  doctor,  gave 
Mr.  Graham  small  expectation  that  he  could  survive 
another  of  these  cold  mountain  nights. 

Their  mother  was  so  far  relieved  to  have  them 
together  that  it  was  easier  to  attend  to  them  ;  and 
Armine’s  patient  eyes  certainly  acted  as  a  gentle 
restraint  upon  Jock’s  moans,  lamentations,  and  re¬ 
quisitions  for  her  services.  It  was  one  of  those 
times  that  she  only  passed  through  by  her  faculty  of 
attending  only  to  present  needs,  and  the  physical 
strength  and  activity  that  seemed  inexhaustible  as 
long  as  she  had  anything  to  do,  and  which  alone 
alleviated  the  despair  within  her  heart. 

Meantime  John  found  the  rock  slippery,  the  path 
heavy,  and  his  young  guide  a  drag  on  him.  The 
path  through  the  fir  woods  which  had  been  so  delight¬ 
ful  two  days  (could  it  be  only  two  days  ?)  ago,  was 
now  a  baffling,  wearisome  zigzag  ;  yet  when  he  tried 
to  cut  across,  regardless  of  the  voice  of  his  guide,  he 
found  he  lost  time,  for  he  had  to  clamber,  once’ fell 
and  rolled  some  distance,  happily  with  no  damage  as 
he  found  when  he  picked  himself  up,  and  plodded  on 
again,  without  even  stopping  to  shake  himself. 

At  last  came  an  opening  where  he  could  see  down 
into  the  ICandersteg  valley.  There  was  the  hotel  in 
clear  sunshine,  looking  only  too  like  a  house  in  a 
German  box  of  toys,  and  alas !  there  was  also  a  toy- 
carriage  coming  round  to  the  front ! 
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Like  the  little  foot-page  of  old  ballads,  John  “let 
down  his  feet  and  ran,”  ran  determinately  on,  down 
the  now  less  precipitous  slope— ran  till  he  was  beyond 
the  tiees,  with  the  summer  sun  beating  down  on  him, 
and  in  sight  of  figures  coming  out  from  the  hotel  to 
the  carriage. 

.  J°hnn7  scarce  ventured  to  give  one  sigh.  He  waved 
his  hat  in  a  desperate  hope  of  being  seen.  No,  they 
weie  in  the  carriage.  The  horses  were  moving  ! 

But  he  lemembered  a  slight  steep  on  the  further 
load  where  they  must  go  slower.  Moreover,  there 
were  a  few  curves  in  the  horse-road.  He  set  his  teeth 
with  the  desperate  resolution  of  a  moment,  clenched 
his  hands,  intensified  his  mental  cry  to  Heaven,  and 
with  the  dogged  determination  of  Kencroft  dashed 
on,  not  daring  to  look  at  the  carriage,  intent  onlv 
on  the  way.  * 

He  was  past  the  inn,  but  his  breath  was  short  and 
quick  ,  his  knees  were  failing,  an  invisible  hand  seemed 
to  be  on  his  chest  making  him  go  slower  and  slower  ; 
yet  stih  he  struggled  on,  till  the  mountain  tops  danced 
oefore  his  eyes,  cascades  rushed  into  his  ears,  the 
earth  seemed  to  rise  up  and  stop  him  ;  but  through  it 
all  he  heard  a  voice  say,  “  Hullo,  it’s  the  Monk ! 
What  is  the  matter  ?  ” 

Then  he  knew  he  was  on  the  ground  on  his  face, 
with  kind  but  tormenting  hands  busy  about  him,  and 
his  heart  going  so  like  a  sledge  hammer,  that  the  word 
he  would  have  given  his  life  to  utter,  would  not  come 
out  of  his  lips,  and  all  he  could  do  was  to  grasp  con¬ 
vulsively  at  something  that  he  believed  to  be  a 
garment  of  the  departing  travellers. 

“  Here,  the  flask  !  Don’t  speak  yet,”  said  a  man’s 
voice,  and  a  choking  stimulant  was  poured  into  his 
mouth. .  When  the  choking  spasm  it  cost  him  was 
over,  his  eyes  cleared,  and  he  could  at  least  gasp, 
then  he  saw  that  it  was  his  housemate,  Evelyn,  at 
whom  he  was  clutching,  and  who  asked  again  in 
amaze — 

“  What  is  up,  old  fellow  ?  ” 

“Hush  not  yet,”  said  the  other  voice;  “let  him 
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alone  till  he  gets  his  breath.  Don’t  hurry,  my  boy,” 
he  added,  “  we  will  wait.” 

Johnny,  however,  felt  altogether  absorbed  in  getting 
out  one  panting  whisper,  “A  doctor.” 

“Yes,  yes,  he  is,”  cried  Evelyn.  “  What’s  the  matter  ? 
Not  Bro wnlow  !  ” 

“Both — oh,”  sobbed  John  in  the  agony  of  contend¬ 
ing  with  the  bumping,  fluttering  heart  which  would  not 
let  him  fetch  breath  enough  to  speak. 

“  You  will  tell  us  presently.  Don’t  be  afraid.  We 
will  wait,”  said  the  voice  of  the  man  who,  as  John 
now  felt,  was  supporting  him.  “  Hush,  Cecil,  another 
minute,  and  he  will  be  able  to  tell  us.” 

Indeed  the  rushing  of  every  pulse  was  again  making 
it  vain  for  Johnny  to  try  to  utter  anything,  and  he 
shut  his  eyes  in  the  realisation  that  he  had  succeeded 
and  found  help.  If  his  heart  would  have  not  bumped 
and  fluttered  so  fearfully,  it  would  have  been  almost 
rest,  as  he  was  helped  up  by  those  kind,  strong  arms. 
It  was  really  for  little  more  than  five  seconds  before 
he  gathered  his  powers  to  say,  still  between  gasps — 

“Out  all  night — the  moraine — -fog — snow — Jock — 
very  bad — Armine — worse — up  there.” 

“At  Schwarenbach  ?” 

“Yes.  Oh,  come!  They  are  so  ill.” 

“I  am  sure  Dr.  Medlicott  will  do  all  he  can  for 
them,”  said  another  voice,  which  John  saw  proceeded 
from  a  very  tall,  slight  youth,  with  a  fair,  delicate, 
girlish  face.  “  Had  he  not  better  get  into  the  carriage 
and  return  to  the  hotel  ?  ” 

“  By  all  means.” 

And  John  found  himself  without  much  volition  lifted 
and  helped  into  the  carriage,  where  Cecil  Evelyn 
scrambled  up  beside  him,  and  put  an  arm  round  him. 

“  Poor  old  Monk,  you  are  dead  beat,”  he  said,  as 
the  carriage  turned,  the  other  two  walking  beside  it. 
“  Did  you  come  that  pace  all  the  way  down  ?” 

“  Only  after  the  wood.” 

“  Well,  ’twas  as  plucky  a  thing  as  I  ever  saw.  But 
is  Skipjack  so  bad  ?” 

“Dreadful!  Light-headed  all  yesterday— horrid 
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pain  !  But  not  so  bad  as  Armine 
done  soon — he’ll  die.” 


If  something  ain’t 


“  Poor  little  Brownlow 
shop.  Medlicott  is  first 
we  ?  ” 


!  You’ve  come  to  the  right 
rate.  Did  you  know  it  was 


„  No— only— an  English  doctor,”  said  John. 

Mother  sent  us  abroad  with  him,  because  they 
said  Fordham  must  have  Swiss  air;  and  poor  old 
Dianny  still  goes  on  in  the  same  state,”  said  Cecil. 

We  got  here  on  Tuesday  evening,  and  saw  your 
names  ;  but  then  the  fog  came,  and  it  snowed  all 
yesterday,  and  the  doctor  said  it  would  not  do  for  Ford- 
ham  to  go  so  high.  And  the  more  I  wanted  them  to 
come  up  with  you,  the  more  they  would  not.  Were 
they  out  in  that  snow  ?  ” 


Hei  e  came  an  order  from  the  doctor  not  to  make 
his  friend,  talk,  and  Johnny  was  glad  to  obey,  and 
leseive  his  breath  for  the  explanation.  He  did  not 
hear  what  passed  between  the  other  two,  as  they 
walked  behind  the  carriage.  7 

"  A  fine  fellow  that !  Is  he  Cecil’s  friend  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  wish  he  were.  However,  it  can’t  be  helped 
now,  m  common  humanity;  and  my  mother  will 
understand. 


.You  mean  that  it  was  her  wish  that  we  should 
avoid  them. 

Cech  ”G  thmks  the  influence  has  not  been  good  for 

“  That  was  the  reason  you  gave  up  the  Gemrni  so 
easily. 

“  It  was.  But,  as  I  say,  it  can’t  be  helped  now, 
and  no  harm  can  be  done  by  going  to  see  whether 
they  are  really  so  ill.” 

“  Brownlow  is  the  name.  I  wonder  if  they  are  any 
relation  to  a  man  I  once  knew — a  lecturer  at  one  of 
the  hospitals  ? 

“  Not  likely.  These  are  very  rich  people,  with  a 
great  house  in  Hyde  Park  regions,  and  a  place  in 
the  country.  They  are  always  asking  Cecil  there; 
only  my  mother  does  not  fancy  it.  It  is  not  a 
matter  of  charity  after  the  first  stress.  They 

T 


can 
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easily  have  advice  from  England,  or  anywhere  they 
like.” 

By  this  time  they  reached  the  hotel,  and  John 
alighted  briskly  enough,  and  explained  the  state  of 
affairs  in  a  few  words. 

“My  dear  boy,”  said  Dr.  Medlicott,  “I’ll  go  up  at 
once,  as  soon  as  I  can  get  at  our  travelling  medicine- 
chest.  Luckily  we  have  what  is  most  likely  to  be 
useful.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  johnny,  and  therewith  he  turned 
dizzy,  and  reeled  against  the  wall. 

“  It  is  nothing — nothing,”  he  said,  as  the  doctor 
having  helped  him  into  a  sitting-room,  laid  his  hand 
on  his  pulse.  “  Don’t  delay  about  me !  I  shall  be 
all  right  in  a  minute.” 

“They  are  getting  down  the  boxes.  No  time  is 
lost,”  said  the  doctor,  quietly.  “  See  whether  they  can 
let  us  have  some  soup,  Cecil.” 

“I  couldn’t  swallow  anything,”  said  Johnny, 
imploringly. 

“  Have  you  had  any  breakfast  this  morning  ?  ” 

“Yes,  a  bit  of  bread  and  a  drink  of  milk.  There 
was  not  time  for  more.” 

“And  you  had  been  searching  all  one  night,  ant. 
nursing  the  next  ?  ” 

“Most  of  it,”  was  the  confession.  “But  I  shall  be 
all  right — if  there  is  any  pony  I  could  ride  upon.” 

“You  shall  by-and-by ;  but  first,  Reeves,”  as  a 
servant  with  grizzled  hair  and  moustache  brought  in 
a  neatly-fitted  medicine-chest,  “  I  give  this  young 
gentleman  into  your  care.  He  is  to  lie  down  on  my 
bed  for  half  an  hour,  and  Mr.  Evelyn  is  not  to  go  near 
him.  Then,  if  he  is  awake - ” 

“  If - ”  ejaculated  John. 

“  Give  him  a  basin  of  soup — Liebig,  if  you  can’t  get 
anything  here.” 

“  Liebig  !”  broke  out  John.  “  Oh,  please  take  some. 
There’s  nothing  up  there  but  old  goat,  and  nothing  to 
drink  but  milk  and  lemonade,  like  beastly  hair-oil ; 
and  Jock  hates  milk.” 

“Never  fear,  said  Dr,  Medlicott ;  “  Liebig  is  going, 
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and  a  packet  of  tea.  Mrs.  Evelyn  does  not  send  us 
out  unprovided.  If  you  eat  your  soup  like  a  good 
boy  you  may  then  ride  up— not  walk— unless  you 
wish  to  be  on  your  mother’s  hands  too.” 

“  She’s  my  aunt ;  but  it  is  all  the  same.  Tell  het 
i  m  coming.” 

“  I  shall  go  with  you,  doctor,”  said  Cecil.  “  I  must 
know  about  Brownlow.” 

Much  good  you’ll  do  him  !  But  I’d  rather  leave 
this  fellow  m  Fordham’s  charge  than  yours.” 

Johnny  had  no  choice  but  to  obey,  growling  a 
little  that  it  was  all  nonsense,  and  he  should  be-all 
right  in  five  minutes,  but  that  expectation  continued 
without  being  realised,  for  longer  than  Johnny  knew! 
He  awoke  with  a  start  to  find  the  Liebig  awaiting 
him  ;  and  Lord  Fordham’s  eyes  fixed  on  him,  with 
(though  neither  understood  it)  the  generous,  though 
melancholy  envy  of  an  invalid  youth  for  a  youno- 
athlete.  ^ 

Have  I  been  asleep  ?  he  asked,  looking  at  his 
watch.  Only  ten  minutes  since  I  looked  last  ?  Well 
now  I  am  all  right.” 

“You  will  be  when  you  have  eaten  this,”  said  Lord 
Fordham. 

Johnny  obeyed,  and  ate  with  relish. 

“There!”  said  he;  “now  I  am  ready  for  any¬ 
thing.”  7 

“  Don’t  get  up  yet.  I’ll  go  and  order  a  horse  for 
you.” 

When  Lord  Fordham  came  back  from  doing  so,  he 
found  his  patient  really  fast  asleep,  and  with  a  little 
colour  coming  into  the  pale  cheeks.  He  stole  back, 
bade  that  the  pony  should  wait,  went  on  writing  his 
letter,  and  waited  till  one  hour,  two,  three  hours  had 
passed,  and  at  last  the  sleeper  woke,  greatly  disgusted, 
willing  to .  accept  the  bath  which  Lord  Fordham 
advised  him  to  take,  and  which  made  him  quite 
himself  again. 

“  You’ll  let  me  go  now,”  he  said.  “  I  can  walk  as 
well  as  ever.” 

“  Y  ou  will  be  of  more  use  now,  if  you  ride,”  said 
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Lord  Fordham.  “There,  I  hear  our  luncheon  corrling 
in.  You  must  eat  while  the  pony  is  coming  round.” 

“If  it  won’t  lose  time— thank  you,”  said  Johnny, 
recovered  enough  now  to  know  how  hungry  he  was, 
“  But  I  ought  not  to  have  stayed  away.  My  aunt  has 
no  one  but  me.” 

“And  you  can  really  help  her?”  said  Lord  Fordham, 
with  some  experience  of  his  brother’s  uselessness. 

“  Not  well,  of  course,”  said  Johnny  ;  “but  it  is  better 
than  nobody  ;  and  Armine  is  so  patient  and  so  good, 
that  I’m  the  more  afraid.  Is  not  it  a  very  bad  sign,” 
he  added,  confidentially  ;  for  he  was  quite  won  by  the 
youth’s  kind,  considerate  way,  and  evident  liking  and 
sympathy. 

“  I  don’t  know,”  faltered  Lord  Fordham.  “  My 
brother  Walter  was  like  that  !  Is  this  the  little  fellow 
who  is  Cecil’s  fag  ?  ” 

“Yes  ;  Jock  asked  him  to  take  him,  because  he  was 
sure  never  to  bully  him  or  lick  him  when  he  wouldn’t 
do  things.” 


This  not  very  lucid  description  rejoiced  Lord 
Fordham. 

“  I  am  glad  of  that,”  he  said.  “  But  I  hope  the  little 
boy  will  get  over  this.  My  mother  had  a  very 
excellent  account  of  Dr.  Medlicott’s  skill  ;  and  you 
know  an  illness  from  a  misadventure  is  not  like  any¬ 
thing  constitutional.” 

“No  ;  but  Armine  is  always  delicate,  and  my  aunt 
has  had  to  take  care  of  him.” 

“  Do  you  live  with  them  r  ” 

O  no  ,  I  have  lots  of  people  at  home.  I  only  came 
with  them  because  I  had  had  these  measles  at  Eton  ; 
and  my  aunt  is— well,  the  very  j oiliest  woman  that 
ever  was.” 

Lord  Fordham  smiled. 

“Yes,  indeed  she  is.  I  don’t  mean  only  kind  and 
good-natui  ed.  But  if  you  just  knew  her  !  The  whole 
world  and  everything  else  have  just  been  something 
new  and  glorious  ever  since  I  knew  her.  I  seem  to 
myself  to  have  lived  in  a  dark  hole  till  she  made  it 
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“  Ah !  I  understand  that  you  would  do  anything 
for  her.” 

“  That  I  would,  if  there  was  anything  I  could  do,” 
said  Johnny,  hastily  finishing  his  meal. 

“Well,  you’ve  done  something  to-day.” 

“That — oh,  that  was  nothing.  I  shouldn’t  have 
made  such  a  fool  of  myself  if  I  hadn’t  been  seedy 
before.  I  hear  the  pony,”  he  added.  “  Excuse  me.” 
And,  with  a  murmured  grace,  he  rose.  Then,  re¬ 
collecting  himself,  “No  end  of  thanks.  I  don’t  know 
how  to  thank  you  enough.” 

“  Don’t ;  I’ve  done  nothing,”  said  Lord  Fordham, 
wringing  his  hand.  “  I  only  hope - ” 

The  words  stuck  in  his  throat,  and  with  a  sigh  he 
watched  the  lad  ride  off. 

CHAPTER  XXI. 

AN  ACT  OF  INDEPENDENCE. 

Soldier  now  and  servant  true  ; 

Earth  behind  and  heaven  in  view. 

Isaac  Williams. 

Marmaduke  Alwyn  Evelyn,  Viscount  Fordham, 
was  the  fourth  bearer  of  that  title  within  ten  years. 
His  father  had  not  lived  to  wear  it,  and  his  two  elder 
brothers  had  both  died  in  early  youth.  PI  is  precarious 
existence  seemed  to  be  only  held  on  a  tenure  of 
constant  precaution,  and  if  his  mother  ventured  to 
hope  that  it  might  be  otherwise  with  the  two  youngest 
of  the  family,  it  was  because  they  were  of  a  shorter, 
sturdier,  more  compact  form  and  less  transparent  com¬ 
plexion  than  their  elders,  and  altogether  seemed  of 
a  different  constitution. 

More  delicate  from  the  first  than  the  two  brothers 
who  had  gone  before  him,  Lord  Fordham  had  never 
been  at  school,  had  studied  irregularly,  and  had  never 
been  from  under  his  mother’s  wing  till  this  summer, 
when  she  was  detained  by  the  slow  decay  of  his  grand¬ 
mother.  Languor  and  listlessness  had  beset  the  youth, 
and  he  had  been  ordered  mountain  air,  and  thus  it  was 
that  Mrs,  Evelyn  had  despatched  both  her  sons  to 
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Switzerland,  under  the  attendance  of  a  highly  recom¬ 
mended  physician,  a  young  man  bright  and  attractive, 
who  had  over-worked  himself  at  an  hospital,  and 
needed  thorough  relaxation.  Rightly  considering 
Lucas  Brownlow  as  the  cause  of  most  of  Cecil’s  Eton 
follies,  she  had  given  her  -eldest  son  a  private  hint  to 
elude  joining  forces  with  the  family,  and  he  was  the 
most  docile  and  obedient  of  sons.  Yet  was  it  the 
perversity  of  human  nature  that  made  him  infinitely 
more  animated  and  interested  in  John  Brownlow’s  race 
and  the  distressed  travellers  on  the  Schwarenbach 
than  he  had  been  since — no  one  could  tell  when  ? 

Perhaps  it  was  the  novelty  of  being  left  alone  and 
comparatively  unwatched.  Certain  it  was  that  he  ate 
enough  to  rejoice  the  heart  of  his  devoted  and 
tyrannical  attendant  Reeves ;  and  that  he  walked 
about  in  much  anxiety  all  the  afternoon,  continually 
using  his  telescope  to  look  up  the  mountain  wherever 
a  bit  of  the  track  was  visible  through  the  pine  woods. 

In  due  time  Cecil  rode  back  the  pony  which  John 
had  taken  up.  The  alacrity  with  which  the  long  lank 
bending  figure  stepped  to  meet  him  was  something 
unwonted,  but  the  boy  himself  was  downcast  and 
depressed. 

“  I’m  afraid  you’ve  nothing  good  to  tell.” 

Cecil  shook  his  head,  and  after  some  more  seconds 
broke  out — 

“  It’s  awful !  ” 

“  What  is  ?  ” 

“  Brownlow’s  pain.  I  never  saw  anything  like  it  !  ” 

“  Rheumatism  ?  If  that  is  from  the  exposure,  I 
hope  it  will  not  last  long.” 

“  No.  They’ve  sent  for  some  opiates  to  Leukerbad, 
and  the  doctor  says  that  is  sure  to  put  him  to  sleep.” 

“Mcdlicott  stays  there  ?” 

“Yes.  He  says  if  little  Armine  is  any  way  fit, 
he  must  move  him  away'  to-morrow  at  all  risks  from 
the  night-cold  up  there,  and  he  wants  Reeves  to  see 
about  men  to  carry  him,  that  is  if— if  to-nig-ht  doe^ 
not - ” 

Cecil  could  not  finish. 
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“  Then  it  is  as  bad  as  we  heard  ?  ” 

“  Quite,’-'  said  Cecil,  “  or  worse.  That  dear  little  chap, 
just  fancy  !  ”  and  his  eyes  filled  with  tears.  “He  tried 
to  thank  me  for  having  been  good  to  him — as  if  I 
had.” 

“He  was  your  fag  ?  ” 

“Yes;  Skipjack  asked  me  to  choose  him  because 
he’s  that  sort  of  little  fellow  that  won’t  give  into  any¬ 
thing  that  goes  against  his  conscience,  and  if  one  of 
those  fellows  had  him  that  say  lower  boys  have  no 
business  with  consciences,  he  might  be  licked  within 
an  inch  of  his  life  and  he’d  never  give  in.  He  did  let 
himself  be  put  under  a  pump  once  at  some  beastly 
hole  in  the  country,  for  not  choosing  to  use  bad  lan¬ 
guage,  and  he  has  never  been  so  strong  since.” 

“  Mother  would  be  glad  that  at  least  you  allowed 
him  the  use  of  his  conscience.” 

“  I’m  glad  1  did  now,”  said  Cecil,  with  a  sigh, 
“  though  it  was  a  great  nuisance  sometimes.” 

“  Was  the  Monk,  as  you  call  him,  one  of  that 
set  ?  ” 

“  Bless  you,  no,  he’s  a  regular  sap,  as  steady  as  old 
time.” 

“  I  wonder  if  he  is  the  son  of  the  doctor  whom 
Medlicott  talks  of.” 

“No;  his  father  is  alive.  He  is  a  colonel,  living 
near  their  place.  The  other  two  are  the  doctor’s  sons  ; 
their  mother  came  into  the  property  after  his  death. 
Their  Maximus  was  in  college  at  first,  and  between 
ourselves,  he  was  a  bit  of  a  snob,  who  couldn’t  bear  to 
recollect  it.” 

“  Not  your  friend  ?  ” 

“No,  indeed.  The  eldest  one,  who  has  left  these 
two  years,  and  is  at  Christchurch.” 

“  I  am  sure  the  one  who  came  down  here  was  a 
gentleman.” 

“  So  they  are,  all  three  of  them,”  said  Cecil,  who 
had  never  found  his  brother  so  ready  to  hear  any¬ 
thing  about  his  Eton  life,  since  in  general  accounts 
of  the  world,  from  which  he  was  debarred,  so  jarred 
on  his  feelings  that  he  silenced  it  with  apparent  indif- 
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ference,  contempt,  or  petulance.  Now,  however,  Cecil 
with  his  heart  full  of  the  Brownlows,  could  not  say 
more  of  them  than  Fordham  was  willing  to  hear  •  nay 
he  even  found  an  amused  listener  to  some  of  his 
good  stories  of  courageous  pranks. 

Fordham  was  not  yet  up  the  next  morning  when 
there  was  a  knock  at  his  door,  and  the  doctor  came  in 
answering  his  eager  question  with _ 

“  Yes,  he  has  got  through  this  night,  but  another 
up  m  that  place  would  be  fatal.  We  must  get  them 
down  to  Leukerbad.”  ° 

“  Over  that  long  precipitous  path  ?  ” 

“  It  is  the  only  chance.  I  came  down  to  look  up 
bearers  and  rig  up  a  couple  of  hammocks,  as  well  as 
to  see  how  you  are  getting  on.” 

,  “  0h  !  ^  vei7  well,”  said  Lord  Fordham,  in  a  tone 
that  meant  it,  sitting  up  m  bed.  “  We  might  ride  on 
1  jd5.uk(rlbad  with  Reeves,  and  get  rooms  ready.” 

.  best  tbln§'  y°u  could  do,”  said  Dr.  Medlicott 

joyfully  «  When  we  are  there  we  can  consider  what 
can  be  done  next ;  and  if  you  wish  to  go  on,  I  could 
look  up  some  one  there  in  whose  charge  to  leave 
thein  till  they  could  get  advice  from  home  ;  but  it  is 
touch  and  go  with  that  little  fellow.” 

“  Tm.  in  Particular  hurry,”  said  Lord  Fordham 
answering  the  doctor’s  tone  rather  than  his  word™’ 
J  W°,ulb  not  do  anything  hasty  or  that  might  add  to 
Srplace7”  ■  Are  thei'e  Hkdy  t0  be  S-d  doctors  It 
“  It  is  a  great  watering-place,  chiefly  for  rheumatic 

As^o  the  Httfo  ^  13  ^  ^  WdI  f<* the  eld-  boy 
^w  and  he  Isflin  as  critical  a  state  as  I  ever 

saw,  and - His  mother  is  an  excellent  linguist 

that  is  one  good  thing.”  ^uisr, 

“Yes;  it  would  be  very  trying  for  her  to  have  a 
foreigner  to  attend  the  boy  in  such  a  state,  howlver 
skilled  he  might  be,  said  Lord  Fordham.  «  I  think 
we  might  make  up  our  minds  to  stay  whh  them  till 
they  can  get  some  one  from  England.”  '  1 

Di.  Medlicott  caught  at  the  words 
“  It  rests  with  you,”  he  said.  “  Of  course  I  am  your 
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propert)  and  Mrs.  Evelyn’s,  but  I  should  like  to  tell 
you  why  this  is  more  to  me  than  a  matter  of  common 
humanity.  I  went  up  to  study  in  London,  a  simple, 
foolish  lad,  bred  up  by  three  good  old  aunts,  more 
ignorant  of  the  world  than  their  own  tabby  cat.  Of 
course  I  instantly  fell  in  with  the  worst  stamp  of 
fellows,  and  was  in  a  fair  way  of  being  done  for,  body 
and  soul,  if  one  of  the  lecturers,  after  taking  us  to  task 
for  some  heartless,  disgusting  piece  of  levity,  seeing 
perhaps  that  it  was  more  than  half  bravado  on  my 
part  and  nearly  made  me  sick,  managed  to  get  me 
alone.  He  talked  it  out  with  me,  found  out  the 
innocent-hearted  fool  I  was,  cured  me  of  my  false 
shame  at  what  the  good  old  souls  at  home  had  taught 
me,  showed  me  what  manhood  was,  found  a  good 
friend  and  a  better  lodging  for  me,  in  short,  was  the 
saving  of  me.  He  died  three  months  after  1.  first 
knew  him,  but  whatever  is  worth  having  in  me  is 
owing  to  him.” 

“  Was  he  the  father  of  these  boys  ?  ” 

“Yes;  I  saw  a  likeness  in  the  nephew  who  came 
down  yesterday,  and  I  see  it  in  both  the  others.” 

“  Of  course  you  would  wish  to  do  all  that  is  possible 
for  them  ?  ” 

“  I  should  feel  it  the  greatest  honour.  Still  my 
first  duty  is  to  you,  and  you  have  told  me  that  your 
mother  wished  you  to  keep  your  brother  out  of  the 
way  of  his  schoolfellow.” 

“  My  mother  would  not  wish  to  deprive  her  worst 
enemy  of  your  care  in  such  need  as  this,”  said  Lord 
Lordham,  smiling.  “  Besides  if  this  friend  of  Cecil’s 
were  ever  so  bad,  he  couldn’t  do  him  much  harm 
while  he  is  ill,  poor  boy.  We  will  at  any  rate  stay  to 
get  them  through  the  next  few  days,  and  then  we  can 
judge.  I  will  settle  it  with  my  mother.” 

“  I  knew  you  would  say  so,”  rejoined  the  doctor. 
“Thank  you.  Then  it  seems  to  me  that  the  right 
course  will  be  to  write  to  Mrs.  Evelyn,  inclosing  a  note 
to  Dr.  Lucas — who  it  seems  is  Mrs.  Brownlow’s'  chief 
reliance — asking  him  to  find  someone  to  send  out. 
She.  can  send  it  on  to  him  if  she  disapproves  of  our 
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remaining  together  longer  than  is  absolutely  necessary, 
or  if  Leukerbad  disagrees  with  you.  Meantime,  I’ll 
go  and  see  whether  Reeves  has  found  any  men  tc 
carry  the  poor  boys.” 

Unfortunately  it  was  too  early  in  the  season  for  the 
hotels  to  have  marshalled  their  full  establishment,  and 
such  careful  and  surefooted  bearers  as  the  sufferers 
needed  could  not  be  had  in  sufficient  numbers,  so  that 
Ur.  Medlicott  was  forced  to  decide  on  leaving  the  elder 
patient  for  a  night  at  Schwarenbach.  The  move  might 
be  matter  of  life  or  death  to  Armine;  but  Jock  was 
better,  the  pain  could  be  somewhat  allayed  by  ano¬ 
dynes  the  fever  was  abating,  and  he  would  rather 
gam  than  lose  by  another  day  of  rest,  provided  he 
would  only  accept  his  fate  patiently,  and  also  if 
he  could  be  properly  attended  to.  If  Mr.  Graham 
would  stay  with  him — 

So  breakfast  was  eaten,  bills  were  paid,  horses  hired 
and  the  whole  cavalcade  started  from  Kandersteg  in 
time  to  secure  the  best  part  of  a  bright  hot  day  for 
the  transit.  y 


They  met  Mr.  Graham,  who  had  been  glad  to  escape 
as  soon  as  Mrs.  Brownlow  had  found  other  assistance 
so  that  the  doctor  was  disappointed  in  his  hope  of 
a  guardian  for  Jock.  Lord  Fordham  offered  to  lend 
Reeves,  but  that  functionary  absolutely  refused  to 
separate  himself  from  his  charge,  observing _ 

“  lam  responsible  for  your  lordship  to  your  mamma, 
and  it  does  not  lie  within  my  province  to  leave  vou 
on  any  account.”  y 

Reeves  always  called  Mrs.  Evelyn  “your  mamma” 
when  he  wished  to  be  particularly  authoritative  with 
us  young  gentlemen.  If  they  were  especially  trouble¬ 
some  he  called  her  “  your  ma.” 

“And  after  all,”  said  the  doctor,  “I  don’t  know 
what  sort  of  pieparations  the  young  gentlemen  would 
make  if  we  let  them  go  by  themselves.  A  bare  room 

&T12.'’0  bed-clothes- and  till 

Reeves  smiled.  He  had  found  the  doctor  much 
less  of  a  rival  than  he  had  expected,  and  he  was  a 
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kind-hearted  man,  so  long  as  his  young  lord  was 
made  the  first  object;  so  he  declared  his  willing¬ 
ness  to  do  anything  that  lay  in  his  power  for  the 
assistance  of  the  poor  lady  and  her  sons.  He  would 
gladly  sit  up  with  them,  if  it  were  in  the  same  bouse 
with  his  lordship. 

No  one  came  out  to  meet  the  party.  John  was 
found  with  Armine,  who  had  been  taken  back  at 
night  to  his  own  room  ;  Mrs.  Brownlow,  as  usual,  with 
Jock,  who  would  endure  no  presence  but  hers,  and 
looked  exceedingly  injured  when,  sending  Cecil  in  to 
sit  with  him,  the  doctor  called  her  out  of  the  room. 

It  was  a  sore  stroke  on  her  to  hear  that  her  charges 
must  be  separated  ;  and  there  was  the  harrowing 
question  whether  she  should  stay  with  one  or  go  with 
the  other. 

“  Please,  decide,”  she  said. 

“  I  think  you  should  be  with  the  most  serious  case.” 

“And  that,  I  fear,  means  my  little  Armine.  Yes,  I 
will  do  as  you  tell  me.  But  what  can  be  done  for 
Jock  ? — poor  Jock  who  thinks  he  needs  me  most. 
And  perhaps  lie  does.  You  know  best,  though,  Dr. 
Medlicott,  and  you  shall  settle  it.” 

“  That  is  a  wise  nurse,”  said  he,  kindly  ;  “  I  wish  I 
could  take  your  place  myself,  but  I  must  be  with 
the  little  fellow  myself ;  and  I  am  afraid  we  can  only 
leave  his  brother  to  your  nephew  for  this  one  night. 
Should  you  be  afraid  to  be  sole  nurse  ?  ”  he  added,  as 
Johnny  came  to  Armine’s  door. 

“I  think  I  know  what  to  do,  if  Jock  can  stand 
having  me,”  said  Johnny,  stoutly,  as  soon  as  he  under¬ 
stood  the  question. 

“Mother!”  just  then  shouted  Jock,  and  as  Johnny 
obeyed  the  call,  he  began — “  I  want  my  head  higher 
— no — I  say  not  you — Mother  Carey  !  ” 

“  She  is  busy  with  the  doctor.” 

“  Can’t  she  come  and  do  this  ?  No,  I  say,”  and  he 
threw  the  nearest  thing  at  hand  at  him. 

“  Come,”  said  Cecil,  “  I’m  glad  you  can  do  such 
things  as  that.” 

But  Jock  gave  a  cry  of  pain,  and  protested  that  it 
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was  all  John’s  fault  for  making  him  hurt  himsell 
instead  of  fetching  mother. 

“You  had  better  let  me  lift  you/’  said  John  ;  “you 
know  she  is  tired,  and  I  really  am  stronger.” 

“  No,  you  sha’n’t  touch  me — a  great  clumsy  lout.” 

In  the  midst  of  these  amenities,  the  doctor  ap¬ 
peared,  and  Jock  looked  slightly  ashamed,  especially 
when  the  doctor,  instead  of  doing  what  was  wanted, 
directed  John  where  to  put  an  arm,  and  how  to 
give  support,  while  moving  the  pillow,  adding  that 
he  was  a  handy  fellow,  more  so  than  many  a  pupil 
after  half  a  year’s  training  at  the  hospital,  and 
smiling  down  Jock’s  growls  and  groans,  which  were 
as  much  from  displeasure  as  from  pain.  They  were 
followed  by  some  despairing  sighs  at  the  horrors  of 
the  prospect  of  being  moved. 

“  Ah  !  what  will  you  give  me  for  letting  you  off  ?  ” 
said  the  Doctor. 

Jock  uttered  a  sound  of  relief,  then,  rather  distrust¬ 
fully,  asked — “  Why  ?  ” 

“We  can  only  get  bearers  enough  for  one  ;  and  as 
it  is  most  important  to  move  your  brother,  while  you 
will  gain  by  a  night’s  rest,  he  must  have  the  first  turn.” 

“  And  welcome,”  said  Jock  ;  “my  mother  will  stay 
with  me.” 

“That’s  the  very  point,”  said  Dr.  Medlicott.  “I 
want  you  not  only  to  give  her  up,  but  to  do  so  cheer¬ 
fully.” 

“  I’m  sure  mother  wants  to  stay  with  me.  Armine 
does  not  need  her  half  so  much.” 

“He  does  not  require  the  same  kind  of  attention  ; 
but  he  is  in  so  critical  a  state  that  I  do  not  think  I 
ought  to  separate  her  from  him.” 

“  Why,  what  is  the  matter  with  him  ?  ”  asked  Jock 
startled.  ’ 

“  Congestion  of  the  right  lung,”  said  the  doctor, 
seeing  that  he  was  strong  enough  to  bear  the  in¬ 
formation,  and  feeling  the  need  of  rousing  him  from 
his  monopolising  self-absorption- 

“  People  get  over  that,  don’t  they  ?  ”  said  Jock,  with 
an  awestruck  interrogation  in  his  voice. 
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They  do  ;  and  I  hope  much  from  getting-  him  into 
a  warmer  atmosphere,  but  the  child  is  so  much  reduced 
that  the  risk  is  great,  and  I  should  not  dare  not  to 
have  his  mother  with  him.”  Then,  as  Jock  was  silent, 
“  I  have  told  you  because  you  can  make  a  great 
difference  to  their  comfort  by  not  showing  how  much 
it  costs  you  to  let  her  go.” 

Jock  drew  the  bed  clothes  over  his  face,  and  an  odd 
stifled  sound  was  heard  from  under  them.  He  re¬ 
mained  thus  perdu ,  while  directions  were  being  given 
to  John  for  the  night,  but  as  the  doctor  was  leaving 
the  room,  emerged  and  said — 

“  Bring  him  in  before  he  goes.” 

In  a  short  time,  for  it  was  most  important  not  to 
lose  the  fine  weather,  the  doctor  carried  Armine  in, 
swathed  in  rugs  and  blankets,  a  pale,  sunken,  worn 
face,  and  great  hollow  eyes  looking  out  at  the  top. 

The  mother  said  something  cheerful  about  a  live 
mummy,  but  the  two  poor  boys  gazed  at  one  another 
v.  ith  sad,  earnest,  wistful  eyes,  and  wrung  one 
another’s  hands. 

“  Don’t  forget,”  gasped  Armine,  labouring  for  breath. 

And  Jock  answered — 

“All  nght,  Armie ;  good-bye.  I’m  coming  to¬ 
morrow,”  with  a  choking,  quivering  attempt  at  bravery. 

“Yes,  to-morrow,”  said  poor  Mother  Carey,  bending 
over  him.  “My  boy — my  poor  good  boy,  if  I  could 
but  cut  myself  in  two  !  I  can’t  tell  you  how  thankful 
I  am  to  you  for  being  so  good  about  it.  That  dear 
good  Johnny  will  do  all  he  can,  and  it  is  only  till  to¬ 
morrow.  You’ll  sleep  most  of  the  time.” 

“All  right,  mother,”  was  again  all  that  Jock  could 
manage  to  utter,  and  the  kisses  that  followed  seemed 
to  him  the  most  precious  he  had  known.  He  hid  his 
face  again,  bearing  his  trouble  the  better  because  of 
the  lull  of  violent  pain  quelled  by  opiates,  so  that  his 
senses  were  all  as  in  a  dream  bound  up.  When  he 
looked  up  again  at  the  clink  of  glass,  it  was  Cecil 
whom  he  saw  measuring  off  his  draught. 

“You  !  ”  he  exclaimed. 

“  Yes,  Medlicott  said  I  might  stay  till  four,  and  give 
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the  Monk  a  chance  of  a  sleep.  That  fellow  can  always 
snooze  away  off  hand,  and  he  is  as  sound  as  a  top  in 
the  next  room  ;  but  I  was  to  give  you  this  at  two.” 

“  You’re  sure  it’s  the  right  stuff  ?  ” 

“  I  should  think  so.  We’ve  practice  enough  in  the 
family  to  know  how  to  measure  off  a  dose  by  this  time.” 

“  How  is  it  you  are  out  here  still  ?  This  is  Thurs¬ 
day,  isn’t  it  ?  We  meant  to  have  been  half  way 
home,  to  be  in  time  for  the  matches.” 

“  I’m  not  going  back  this  half,  worse  luck.  They 
were  mortally  afraid  these  measles  would  make  me 
get  tender  in  the  chest,  like  all  the  rest  of  us,  so  I’ve 
got  nothing  to  do  but  be  dragged  about  with  Fordham 
after  churches  and  picture  galleries  and  mountains,” 
said  Cecil,  in  a  tone  of  infinite  disgust.  “  I  declare  it 
made  me  half  mad  to  look  at  the  Take  of  Tucerne, 
and  recollect  that  we  might  have  been  in  the  eio-ht  ” 

“Not  this  year.”  b 

“  No,  but  next.” 

In  this  contemplation  Cecil  was  silent,  only  fondling 
Chico,  until  Jock,  instead  of  falling  asleep  again,  said, 
“  Evelyn,  what  does  your  doctor  really  think  of  the 
little  chap  ?  ” 

Cecil  screwed  up  his  face  as  if  he  had  rather  not 
be  asked. 

“Never  you  think  about  it,”  he  said.  “Doctors 
always  croak.  He’ll  be  all  right  again  soon.” 

“If  I  was  sure,”  sighed  Jock;  “but  you  know  he 
has  always  been  such  a  religious  little  beg-g-ar  It’s  a 
horrid  bad  sign.”  bb  ' 

“Like  my  brother  Walter,”  said  Cecil  gravely. 
Now,  Duke  can  be  ever  so  snappish  and  peevish  • 

1  m  not  half  so  much  afraid  for  him.” 

.  “Y°u  never  heard  anything  like  the  little  fellow  that 
night, '  said  Jock,  and  therewith  he  gave  his  friend  by 
fai  the  most  connected  account  of  the  adventure  that 
had  yet  been  arrived  at.  He  even  spoke  of  the  resolu- 
tion  to  which  he  had  been  brought,  and  in  a  tone  of  awe 
described  how  he  had  pledged  himself  for  the  future 

.  “  So  y°u  see  I’m  in  for  it,”  he  concluded  •  “  I  mu'st 
give  up  all  our  jolly  larks.” 
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“  Then  I  sha’n’t  get  into  so  many  rows  with  my 
mother  and  uncle,”  said  Cecil,  by  no  means  with  the 
opposition  his  friend  had  anticipated. 

“Then  you’ll  stand  by  me  ?”  said  Jock. 

“Gladly.  My  mother  was  at  me  all  last  Easter, 
telling  me  my  goings  on  were  worse  to  her  than  losing 
George  or  Walter,  and  talking  about  my  Confirmation 
and  all.  She  only  let  me  be  a  communicant  on 
Easter  Day,  because  I  did  mean  to  make  a  fresh  start 
— and  I  did  mean  it  with  all  my  heart  ;  only  when 
that  supper  was  talked  of,  I  didn’t  like  to  stick  out 
against  you,  Brownlow ;  I  never  could,  you  know,  and 
I  didn’t  know  what  it  was  coming  to.” 

“  Nor  I, ’’  said  Jock  ;  “that’s  the  worst  of  it.  When 
a  lark  begins  one  doesn’t  know  how  far  one  will  get 
carried  on.  But  that  night  I  thought  about  the  Con¬ 
firmation,  and  how  I  had  made  the  promise  without 
really  thinking  about  it,  and  never  had  been  to  Holy 
Communion.” 

“  I  meant  it  all,”  said  Cecil,  “  and  broke  it,  so  I’m 
worst.” 

“Well !”  said  Jock,  “if  I  go  back  from  the  promise 
little  Armie  made  me  make  about  being  Christ’s  faith¬ 
ful  soldier  and  servant  I  could  never  face  him  again _ 

no,  nor  death  either !  You  can’t  think  what  it  was 
like,  Evelyn,  sitting  in  the  dead  stillness— except  for 
an  awful  crack  and  rumbling  in  the  ice,  and  the  solid 
snow  fog  shutting  one  in.  How  ugly,  and  brutish, 
and  horrid  all  those  things  did  look  ;  and  how  it  made 
me  long  to  have  been  like  the  little  fellow  in  my  arms, 
or  even  this  poor  little  dog,  who  knew  no  better. 
Then  somehow  came  now  and  then  a  wonderful  sense 
that  God  was  all  round  us,  and  that  our  Lord  had 
done  all  that  for  my  forgiveness,  if  I  only  meant  to 
do  right  in  earnest.  Oh  !  how  to  go  on  meaning  it  !  ” 

“  That’s  the  thing,”  said  Cecil.  “  I  mean  it  fast 
enough  at  home,  and  when  my  mother  talks  to  me, 
and  I  look  at  my  brothers’  graves,  but  it  all  gets  swept 
away  at  Eton.  It  won’t  now,  though,  if  you  are  dif¬ 
ferent,  Brownlow.  I  never  liked  any  fellow  like  you. 

I  knew  you  were  best,  even  when  you  were  worst 


288  MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 

So  if  you  go  in  for  doing  right,  I  sha’n’t  care  for  any 
one  else — not  even  Cressham  and  Bulford.” 

“If  they  choose  to  make  asses  of  themselves  they 
must,”  said  Jock.  “  It  will  be  a  bore,  but  one  mustn’t 
mind  things.  I  say,  Evelyn,  suppose  we  make  that 
promise  of  Armine’s  over  again  together  now.” 

“  It  is  only  the  engagement  we  made  when  we  were 
sworn  into  Christ’s  army  at  our  baptism,”  said  the 
much  more  fully  instructed  Cecil.  “  We  always  were 
bound  by  it.” 

“Yes,  but  we  knew  nothing  about  it  then,  and  we 
really  mean  it  now,”  said  Jock.  “  If  we  do  it  for  our¬ 
selves  together,  it  will  put  us  on  our  honour  to  each 
other,  and  to  Christ  our  Captain,  and  that’s  what  we 
want.  Lay  hold  of  my  hand.” 

The  two  boys,  with  clasped  hands,  and  grave, 
steadfast  eyes,  with  one  voice,  repeated  together — 

“We,  John  Lucas  Brownlow  and  Cecil  Fitzroy 
Evelyn,  promise  with  all  our  hearts  manfully  to  fight 
under  Christ’s  banner,  and  continue  His  faithful 
soldiers  and  servants  to  our  lives’  end.  Amen.” 

Then  Cecil  touched  Lucas’s  brow  with  his  lips, 
and  said — 

“  Fellow-soldiers,  Brownlow.” 

“Brothers  in  arms,”  responded  Jock. 

It  was  one  of  those  accesses  of  deep  enthusiasm, 
and  even  of  sentiment,  which  modern  cynicism  and 
false  shame  have  not  entirely  driven  out  of  youth. 
Their  hearts  were  full;  and  Jock,  the  stronger,  abler, 
and  more  enterprising  had  always  exercised  a  fascina¬ 
tion  over  his  friend,  who  was  absolutely  enchanted  to 
find  him  become  an  ally  instead  of  a  tempter,  and  to 
be  no  longer  pulled  two  opposite  ways. 

“  Ought  we  not  to  say  a  prayer  to  make  it  really 
firm?  We  can’t  stand  alone,  you  know,”  he  said, 
diffidently. 

“  If  you  like  ;  if  you  know  one,”  said  Jock. 

Cecil  knelt  down  and  said  the  Lord’s  Prayer  and 
the  collect  for  the  Fourth  Epiphany  Sunday. 

“That’s  nice,”  was  Jock’s  comment.  “How  did 
you  know  it  ?  ” 
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“  M°ther  made  us  learn  the  collects  every  Sunday 
and  she  wrote  that  in  my  little  book.  I  always  begin 
the  half  with  it,  but  afterwards  I  can’t  go  on.” 

Then  it  doesn  t  do  you  much  good,”  was  the  not 
unnatural  remark. 

“ 1  don’t  know,”  said  Cecil,  hesitating ;  “  may  be 
all  this—y our  getting  right,  I  mean,  is  the  coming 
round  of  prayers — my  mother’s,  I  mean,  for  if  you 
take  this  turn,  it  will  be  much  easier  for  me  !  Poor 
mother  !  it  s  not  for  want  of  her  caring  and  teachino-  ” 

“  My  mother  doesn’t  bother  about  it.” 

“I  wish  she  did,”  said  Cecil.  “  If  she  had  gone  on 
like  mine,  you  would  have  been  ever  so  much  better 
than  I.” 

“  No,  I  should  have  been  bored  and  bothered  into 
being  regularly  good-for-nothing.  You  don’t  know 

what  she’s  really  like.  She’s  nicer  than  anyone _ as 

jolly  as  any  fellow,  and  yet  a  lady  all  over.” 

“I  know  that,”  said  Cecil;  “she  was  uncommonly 
jolly  to  me  at  Eton,  and  I  know  my  mother  and  she 
will  get  on  like  a  house  on  fire.  We’re  too  old  to 
have  a  scrimmage  about  them  like  disgusting  little 
lower  boys,”  he  added,  seeing  Jock  still  bristling  in 
defence  of  Mother  Carey. 

This  produced  a  smile,  and  he  went  on — - 

“  Look  here,  Skipjack,  we  will  be  fellow-soldiers 
every  way.  My  Uncle  James  can  do  anything  at 
the  Horse  Guards,  and  he  shall  have  us  set  down  for 
the  same  regiment.  I’ll  tell  him  you  are  my  good 
influence.” 

“  But  I’ve  been  just  the  other  way.” 

“  Oh,  but  you  will  be — a  year  or  two  will  show 
it.  Which  shall  it  be  ?  Do  you  go  in  for  cavalry 
or  infantry?  I  like  cavalry,  but  he’s  all  for  the 
other.” 

Jock  was  wearied  enough  not  to  have  much  con¬ 
tribution  to  make  to  the  conversation,  and  he  thus 
left  Cecil  such  a  fair  field  as  he  seldom  enjoyed  for 
Uncle  James’s  Indian  and  Crimean  campaigns,  and 
for  the  comparative  merits  of  the  regiments  his 
nephew  had  beheld  at  reviews, 
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He  was  interrupted  by  a  message  from  the  guide 
that  there  was  a  cloud  in  the  distance,  and  the  young 
Herr  had  better  set  off  quickly  unless  he  wished  to 
be  weather-bound. 

J ohnny  was  on  his  feet  as  soon  as  there  was  a  step 
on  the  stairs,  and  was  congratulated  on  his  ready 
powers  of  sleeping. 

“  It’s  in  the  family,”  said  Jock.  “  His  brother  Rob 
went  to  sleep  in  the  middle  of  the  examination  for 
his  commission.” 

“  Then  I  should  think  he  could  sleep  on  the  rack,” 
said  Cecil. 

“I’m  sure  I  wish  I  could,”  rejoined  Jock. 

“  What  a  sell  for  the  torturers,  to  get  some  chloro¬ 
form  !  ”  said  John.  And  so  Cecil  departed  amid 
laughter,  which  gave  John  little  idea  how  serious  the 
talk  had  been  in  his  absence. 

The  rain  came  on  even  more  rapidly  than  the  guide 
had  foretold,  and  it  was'  a  drenched  and  dripping 
object  that  rode  into  the  court  of  the  tall  hotel  at 
Leukerbad,  and  immediately  fell  into  the  hands 
of  Dr.  Medlicott  and  Reeves,  who  deposited  him 
ignominiously  in  bed,  in  spite  of  all  his  protesta¬ 
tions  and  murmurs.  However,  he  had  the  comfort 
of  hearing  that  his  little  fag  was  recovering  from 
the  exhaustion  of  the  journey.  He  had  at  first 
been  so  faint  that  the  doctor  had  watched,  fearing 
that  he  would  never  revive  again,  and  he  had  not 
yet  attempted  to  speak ;  but  his  breathing  was 
certainly  already  less  laboured,  and  the  choking, 
struggling  cough  less  frequent.  “  He  really  seems 
likely  to  have  a  little  natural  sleep,”  was  Lord 
Fordham’s  report  somewhat  later,  on  coming  in  to 
find  Cecil  sitting  up  in  bed  to  discuss  a  very  sub¬ 
stantial  supper.  “  I  hope  that  with  Reeves  and  the 
doctor  to  look  to  him,  his  mother  may  get  a  little 
rest  to-night.” 

“  Have  you  seen  her  ?  ” 

“  Only  for  a  moment  or  two,  poor  thing  ;  but  I  never 
did  see  such  eyes  or  such  a  wonderful  sad  smile  as 
she  tried  to  thank  us  with.  Medlicott  is  ready  to  do 
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wouW  "I  ^  hCr  llUSfban5s  sake !  1  am  sure  anyone 
would  do  the  same  for  hers.  To  get  such  a  look  k 
something  to  remember  !  ” 

bre^ellfnrd<?-in\DiUke!  ”  ejaculated  Cecil  under  his 
’  /  1.e  kad  never  seen  his  senior  so  animated 

i  so  enthusiastic.  «  Then  you  mean  to  stay,  and  let 
Medhcott  look  after  them  ?  ”  y 

mfnC?UrSe  /  d°r  said  h’orclham,  in  a  much  more 
decided  tone  than  he  had  used  in  the  morning.  “  Tm 

no  going  to  do  anything  so  barbarous  as  to  leave 
them  to  some  German  practitioner;  and  when  we 
are  here,  I  don  t  see  why  they  should  have  advice  out 
hom  home— not  half  so  good  probably” 

“  J°U’reT  a  b"ick'  Duke>”  uttered  Cecil ;  and  though 
Fordnam  hated  slang,  he  smiled  at  the  praise 

„  And  *ow>  -f^ke,  be  a  good  fellow,  and  give  me 
=oine  clothes.  That  brute  Heeves  has  not  brought 
me  m  one  rag.  13 

•  u?ea,Ur  ?  is  bardlF  worth  while-  It  is  nearly 
eight  o  clock,  and  I  don’t  know  where  your  port¬ 
manteau  was  put.  Shall  I  get  you  a  book  ?  ” 

“  No  j  but  if  y°u’d  get  me  a  pen  and  ink,  I  want  to 
write  to  mother.” 

Such  a  desire  was  not  too  frequent  in  Cecil,  and 
Fordham  was  glad  enough  to  promote  it,  bringing  in 
his  own  neat  apparatus,  with  only  a  mild  entreaty 
tnat  his  iavounte  pen  might  be  well  treated,  and  the 
sheets  respected.  He  had  written  his  own  letter  of 
explanation  of  his  first  act  of  independence,  and  he 
looked  with  some  wonder  at  his  brother’s  rapid 
writing,  not  without  fear  that  some  sudden  pressure 
foi  a  foolish  debt  might  have  been  the  result  of  his 
tete-a-tete  with  his  dangerous  friend.  Cecil’s  letters 
were  too  apt  to  be  requests  for  money  or  confessions 
of  debts,  and  if  this  were  the  case,  what  would  be 
Mrs.  Evelyn’s  view  of  the  conduct  of  the  whole  party 
in  disregarding  her  wishes  ? 

Had  he  been  with  his  mother,  he  would  have 
probably  been  called  into  consultation  over  the  letter, 
but  he  was  forced  to  remain  without  the  privilege 
here  offered  to  the  reader  • — 
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“  Baden  Hotel ,  Leukerbad,  June  14. 

“  Dearest  Mother, — Duke  has  written  about 
our  falling  in  with  the  Brownlows,  and  how  pluckily 
Friar  caught  us  up.  It  was  a  regular  mercy,  for  the 
little  one  couldn’t  have  lived  without  Dr.  Medlicott, 
and  most  likely  Lucas  is'  in  for  a  rheumatic  fever. 
He  has  been  telling  me  all  about  it,  and  how  frightful 
it  was  to  be  all  night  out  on  the  edge  of  the  glacier 
in  a  thick  fog  with  his  ankle  strained,  and  how  little 
Armine  went  on  with  his  texts  and  hymns  and  wasn’t 
a  bit  afraid,  but  quite  happy.  You  never  would 
believe  what  a  fellow  Brownlow  is.  We  have  had  a 
great  talk,  and  you  will  never  have  to  say  again  that 
he  does  me  harm. 

“  Mammy,  darling,  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  was  a 
horrible  donkey  last  half,  worse  than  you  guessed, 
and  I  am  sorrier  than  ever  I  was  before,  and  this  is  a 
real  true  resolution  not  to  do  it  again.  Brownlow 
and  I  have  promised  to  stand  by  one  another  about 
right  and  wrong  to  our  lives’  end.  He  means  it,  and 
what  Brownlow  means  he  does,  and  so  do  I.  We 
said  your  collect,  and  somehow  I  do  feel  as  if  God 
would  help  us  now. 

“  Please,  dearest  mother,  forgive  me  for  all  I  have 
not  told  you. 

“Duke  is  very  well  and  jolly.  He  is  quite  smitten 
with  Mrs.  Brownlow,  and,  what  is  more,  so  is  Reeves, 
who  says  she  is  ‘  such  a  lady  that  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
do  anything  for  her.’ 

“  Your  loving  son, 

“  C.  F.  E.” 

Cecil’s  letter  went  off  with  his  brother’s  in  early 
morning ;  but  it  was  such  a  day  as  only  mails  and 
postmen  encounter.  Mountains,  pine-woods,  nay, 
even  the  opposite  houses,  were  blotted  out  by  sheets 
of  driving  rain,  and  it  was  impossible  to  think  of 
bringing  Jock  down!  Dr.  Medlicott  heard  and  saw 
with  dismay.  What  would  the  mother  say  to  him 
— nay,  what  ought  he  to  have  done  ?  He  could 
hardly  expect  her  not  to  reproach  him,  and  he  fairly 
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dreaded  meeting  her  eyes  when  they  turned  from  the 
streaming  window. 

But  all  she  said  was,  “We  did  not  reckon  on  this.” 

had - ”  began  the  doctor. 

“Please  don’t  vex  yourself,”  said  she;  “you 
could  not  have  done  otherwise,  and  perhaps  the 

move  would  have  - -  ■'  •  - 

You  have  been 
done  here  !  ” 


hurt  him  more  than  stayin 
so  very  kind.  See  what  you 


g  there, 
have 


For  Armine,  aiter  some  hours  that  had  been  very 
distressing,  had  sunk  into  a  calm  sleep,  and  there  was 
a  tar  less  oppressed  look  on  his  wan  little  face. 

The  doctor  would  have  had  her  take  some  rest,  but 
she  shook  her  head.  The  only  means  of  allaying  the 
gnawing  anxiety  for  Jock,  and  the  despairing  fancies 
about  his  suffering  and  Johnny’s  helplessness,  was  the 
attending  constantly  to  Armine. 

“  Any  way,  I  will  see  him  to-day,”  said  Dr.  Medli- 
cott  impeded  far  more  by  the  patient  silence  with 
which  she  sat,  one  hand  against  her  beating  heart, 
than  he  would  have  been  by  any  entreaty.  But  how 
s  re  thanked  him  when  she  found  him  really  setting 
01  th  .  She  insisted  on  his  taking  a  guide,  as  much  for 
his  own  security  as  to  carry  some  additional  comforts 
to  the  prisoners,  and  she  committed  to  him  two  little 
notes,  one  to  each  boy,  written  through  a  mist  of  tears. 
Yes  ,  teais,  unusual  as  they  were  with  her,  were  called 
forth  as  much  by  the  kindness  she  met  with  as  by  her 
sick  yearning  after  the  two  lonely  boys.  And  when 
she  knew  the  doctor  was  on  his  way,  she  could  yield 
to  Armine’s  signs  of  entreaty,  lie  back  in  her  chair 
and  sleep,  while  Reeves  watched  over  him. 

When  the  doctor,  by  a  strong  man’s  determination, 
had  made  his  way  up  the  pass,  he  found  matters 
bettei  than  he  had  dared  to  expect.  The  patient  was 
certainly  not  worse,  and  the  medicine  had  kept  him  in 
a  sleepy,  tranquil  state,  in  which  he  hardly  realised  the 
situation.  His  young  attendant  was  just  considering 
how  to  husband  the  last  draught,  when  the  welcome, 
dripping  visitor  appeared.  The  patient  was  not  in 
bad  spiiits  considering ,  and  could  not  but  feel  himself 
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reprieved  by  the  weather.  He  was  too  sleepy  to  feel 
the  dulness  of  his  present  position,  and  even  allowed 
that  his  impromptu  nurse  had  done  tolerably  well. 
Johnny  had  been  ready  at  every  call,  had  rubbed 
away  an  attack  of  pain,  hurt  wonderfully  little  in 
lifting  him,  and  was  “  not  half  a  bad  lot  altogether  ” — 
an  admission  of  which  doctor  and  nurse  knew  the 
full  worth. 

Johnny  himself  was  pleased  and  grateful,  and  had 
that  sort  of  satisfaction  which  belongs  to  the  finding 
out  of  one’s  own  available  talent.  He  had  done  what 
was  pronounced  the  right  thing ;  and  not  only  that, 
but  he  had  liked  the  doing  it,  and  he  declared  himself 
not  afraid  to  encounter  another  night  alone  with  his 
cousin.  He  had  picked  up  enough  vernacular  German 
to  make  himself  understood,  and  indeed  was  a  decided 
favourite  with  Fraulein  Rosalie,  who  would  do  any¬ 
thing  for  her  dear  young  Herr.  It  was  possible  to 
get  a  fair  amount  of  sleep,  and  Dr.  Medlicott  felt 
satisfied  that  the  charge  was  not  too  much  for  him, 
and  indeed  there  was  no  other  alternative.  The  doctor 
stayed  as  long  as  he  could,  and  did  his  best  to  enliven 
the  dulness  by  producing  a  pocketful  of  Tauchnitzes, 
and  sitting  talking  while  the  patient  dozed.  Johnny 
showed  such  intelligent  curiosity  as  to  the  how  and 
why  of  the  symptoms  and  their  counteraction,  that 
after  some  explanation  the  doctor  said,  “You  ought 
to  be  one  of  us,  my  friend.” 

“  I  have  sometimes  thought  about  it,”  said  John. 

“  Indeed  !  ”  cried  the  doctor,  like  an  enthusiast  in  his 
profession  ;  and  John,  though  not  a  ready  speaker, 
was  drawn  on  by  his  notes  of  interest  to  say,  “  I  don’t 
really  like  anything  so  much  as  making  out  about 
man  and  what  one  is  made  of.” 

“  Physiology  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  said  the  boy,  who  had  been  shy  of  uttering 
the  scientific  term.  “There’s  nothing  like  it  for 
interest,  it  seems  to  me.  Besides,  one  is  more  sure  of 
being  of  use  that  way  than  in  any  other.” 

“  Capital !  Then  what  withholds  you  ?  Isn’t  it 
swell  enough  ?  ” 
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Johnny  laughed  and  coloured.  “  I’m  not  such  a 
tool,  but  I  am  not  sure  about  my  people.” 

“  I  thought  your  uncle  was  Joseph  Brownlow  ” 

“  My  aunt  would  be  delighted,  but  it  is  my  own 
people.  1  hey  would  say  my  education— Eton  and  all 
that — was  not  intended  for  it.” 

You  may  tell  them  that  whatever  tends  to  make 
you  more  thoroughly  a  man  and  gentleman,  and  less 
of  a  mere  professional,  is  a  benefit  to  your  work.  The 
more  you  are  in  yourself,  the  higher  your  work  will 
be.  1  hope  you  will  go  to  the  university.” 

“I  mean  to  go  up  for  a  scholarship  next  year ;  but 
I  ve  lost  a  great  deal  of  time  now,  and  I  don’t  know 
how  far  that  will  tell.” 


.  “}  think  you  will  find  that  what  you  may  have  lost 
m  time,  you  will  have  gained  in  power.” 

“  I  do  want  to  go  in  for  physical  science,  but  there’s 
another  difficulty.  One  of  my  cousins  does  so,  but 
the  effect  on  him  has  not  made  my  father  like  it  the 
better— and— and  to  tell  the  truth—”  he  half  mum¬ 
bled,  “  it  makes  me  doubt - ” 

“  The  effect  on  his  faith  ?  ” 

“Yes.” 


“  If  faith  is  unsettled  by  looking  deeper  into  the 
mysteries  .  of  God’s  works  it  cannot  have  been  sub¬ 
stantial  faith,  but  merely  outward,  thoughtless  recep¬ 
tion,  said  the  doctor,  as  he  met  two  thoughtful  dark 
eyes  fixed  on  him  in  inquiry  and  consideration. 

“  Thank  you,  sir,”  after  a  pause. 

“  Had  this  troubled  you  ?  ” 

Yes,  said  John  ;  “  I  couldn’t  stand  doubt  there. 
I  would  rather  break  stones  on  the  road  than  set  mv- 
self  doubting  !  ”  ^ 

“  Why  should  you  think  that  there  is  danger  ?  ” 

“  It  seems  to  be  so  with  others.” 

Depend  upon  it,  Doubting  Castle  never  lay  on 
the  straight  road.  If  men  run  into  it,  it  is  not  simple 
study  of  the  works  of  creation  that  leads  them  there  ; 
but  either  they  have  only  acquiesced,  and  never  made 
their  faith  a  living  reality,  or  else  they  are  led  awa y 
by  fashion  and  pride  of  intellect.  One  who  begins 
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a-, id  goes  on  in  active  love  of  God  and  man,  will  find 
faith  and  reverence  not  diminished  but  increased.” 

“  But  aren’t  there  speculations  and  difficulties  ?” 

“  None  which  real  active  religion  and  love  cannot 
regard  as  the  mere  effects  of  half-knowledge — the  dis¬ 
tortions  of  a  partial  view.  *  I  speak  with  all  my  heart, 
as  one  who  has  seen  how  it  has  been  with  many  of 
my  own  generation,  as  well  as  with  myself.” 

Johnny  bent  his  head,  and  the  young  physician, 
somewhat  surprised  at  finding  himself  saying  so  much 
on  such  points,  left  that  branch  of  the  subject,  and 
began  to  talk  to  him  about  his  uncle. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

SHUTTING  THE  STABLE  DOOR. 

Presumptuous  maid,  with  looks  intent, 

Again  she  gazed,  again  she  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  between. 

Grey. 

“Hurrah!  It’s  Johnny!” 

“  Georgie.  Recollect  yourself.” 

“But,  mamma,  it  was  Johnny.” 

“  Johnny  does  not  come  till  evening.  Sit  still, 
children,  or  I  shall  have  to  send  you  to  dine  in  the 
nursery.” 

“  Somebody  did  pass  the  window,  mamma,  but  I 
thought  it  was  Rob,”  said  Jessie,  now  grown  into 
a  very  fine-looking,  tall,  handsome  maiden,  with  a 
grandly-formed  head  and  shoulders,  and  pleasant  soft 
brown  eyes. 

“It  was  Johnny,”  reiterated  little  George;  and  at 
that  moment  the  dining-room  door  opened,  and 
the  decorum  of  the  luncheon  dinner  entirely  giving 
way,  the  three  little  ones  all  precipitated  themselves 
towards  the  entering  figure,  while  Jessie  and  her 
mother  rose  at  their  two  ends  of  the  table,  and  the 
Colonel,  no  luncheon  eater,  came  in  from  the  study. 

“  What,  Johnny,  already  !  ” 

“  The  tidal  train  was  earlier  than  I  expected,  so  I 
have  another  half-day.  “  Well  !  are  you  all  well  ?” 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD.  297 

“  Quite  well.  Why— how  you  are  grown  !  I 
thought  it  was  Rob  when  you  passed  my  window,” 
said  his  father. 

“  So  did  I  at  first,”  added  Jessie,  “  but  Rob  is  much 
broader.” 

“  Yes,”  said  his  mother.  “  I  am  glad  you  are  come 
back,  Johnny;  you  look  thin  and  pale.  Sit  down. 
Some  mutton  or  some  rabbit-pie  ?  No,  no,  let  Jessie 
help  you  ;  you  sha’n’t  have  all  the  carving ;  I’m  sure 
you  are  tired ;  you  don’t  look  at  all  well.” 

“I  was  crossing  all  night,  you  know,”  said  Johnny 
laughing,  “  and  am  as  hungry  as  a  hunter,  that’s  all. 
What  a  blessing  to  see  a  nice  clean  English  potato 
again  without  any  flummery  !  ” 

“Ah  !  I  thought  so,”  said  his  mother  ;  “they  didn’t 
know  how  to  feed  you.  It  was  an  unfortunate  busi¬ 
ness  altogether.” 

“How  did  you  leave  those  poor  boys,  Johnny  ?  ” 
asked  his  father. 

“Better,”  said  Johnny.  “Jock  is  nearly  well, — will 
be  quite  so  after  the  baths  ;  and  Armine  is  getting 
better.  He  sat  up  for  an  hour  the  day  before  I  came 
away.” 

“And  your  aunt  ?”  said  his  father. 

“Wonderful,”  said  John,  with  a  quiver  of  feeling  on 
his  face.  “You  never  saw  anything  like  her.  She 
keeps  up,  but  she  looks  awfully  thin  and  worn.  I 
couldn’t  have  left  her,  if  Dr.  Medlicott  and  Lord 
Fordham  and  his  man  had  not  all  been  bent  on  saving 
her  whatever  they  could.” 

Her  Serene  Highness  virtuously  forbore  a  sigh. 
She  never  could  believe  those  chains  with  which 
Caroline  bound  all  men  to  her  service  to  be  either  un¬ 
conscious  or  strictly  proper.  However,  she  only  said — 

“  It  was  high  time  that  you  came  away  ;  you  were 
quite  knocked  up  with  being  left  a  week  alone  with 
Lucas  in  that  horrid  place.  I  can’t  think  how  your 
aunt  came  to  think  of  it.” 

“She  didn’t  think,”  said  John,  bluntly.  “It  was 
only  a  week,  and  it  couldn’t  be  helped.  Besides  it 
was  rather  jolly.” 
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“  But  it  knocked  you  up.” 

“  Oh  !  that  was  only  a  notion  of  the  doctor  and  my 
aunt.  They  said  I  was  done  up  first  because  I  caught 
cold,  and  I  was  glad  to  wait  a  day  or  two  longer  at 
Leukerbad,  in  hopes  Allen  and  Bobus  would  have 
come  out  before  I  went.”  ' 

“They  come  out!  Not  they!”  said  the  Colonel. 
“  ’Tis  not  the  way  of  young  men  nowadays  to  give 
up  anything  for  their  fathers  and  mothers.  No,  no, 
Bobus  can’t  spare  a  week  from  his  reading-party,  but 
must  leave  his  mother  to  a  set  of  chance  acquaintance, 
and  Allen — whom  poor  Caroline  always  thinks  the 
affectionate  one,  if  he  is  nothing  else — can’t  give  up 
going  to  gape  at  the  sun  at  midnight,  and  Rob  was 
wanting  to  make  one  of  their  freight  of  fools,  but  1 
told  him  it  was  quite  enough  to  have  one  son  wander¬ 
ing  abroad  at  other  people’s  expense,  when  it  couldn’t 
be  helped  ;  and  that  I  wouldn’t  have  another  unless  he 
was  prepared  to  lay  down  his  share  in  the  yacht,  out  of 
his  pay  and  allowance.  I’m  glad  you  are  come  home, 
Johnny  ;  it  was  quite  right  to  come  as  soon  as  your 
aunt  could  spare  you,  poor  thing  !  She  writes  warmly 
about  you  ;  I  am  glad  you  were  able  to  be  of  use  to 
her,  but  you  ought  not  to  waste  any  more  time.” 

“No.  I  wrote  to  my  tutor  that  I  would  be  at 
Eton  to-morrow  night,  in  time  to  begin  the  week’s 
work.” 

“  Papa  !  ”  cried  out  Mrs.  Brownlow,  “you  will  never 
let  him  start  so  soon  ?  He  is  so  pulled  down,  I  must 
have  him  at  home  to  get  him  right  again  ;  and  there 
are  all  his  clothes  to  look  over !  ” 

Colonel  Brownlow  gave  the  odd  little  chuckling 
noise  that  meant  to  all  the  family  that  he  did  not  see 
the  force  of  mamma’s  objections,  and  John  asseverated 
that  he  was  perfectly  well,  and  that  his  Eton  garments 
were  all  at  Hyde  Corner,  where  he  should  take  them 
up.  Meantime,  he  thought  he  ought  to  walk  tc 
Belforest  to  report  to  his  cousins,  and  carry  a  key 
which  his  aunt  had  sent  by  him  to  Janet. 

“They  will  be  coming  in  this  evening,”  said  his 
mother ;  “  you  had  better  stay  and  rest.” 
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'  C1  1  [Tlu!t  over>  tIiank  you,”  said  John.  “There 
is  a  book  Armine  wants  to  have  sent  out  to  him 
J  essie,  will  you  walk  with  me  ?  ” 

“  And  me  !  ”  cried  George. 

“  And  me  !  ”  cried  Edmund. 

And  me  Lina  go  !  ”  cried  the  smallest  voice 
Hut  the  Colonel  disconcerted  the  petitioners  by 
announcing  that  he  had  business  at  Belforest,  and 
would  drive  Johnny  over  in  the  dog-cart.  So  Tessie 
had  to  console  herself  by  agreeing  with  her  mother 
that  Johnny  looked  much  more  manly,  yes,  and  had 
an  air  and  style  about  him  which  both  admired  very 
much,  though,  while  Mrs.  Brownlow  deemed  it  the  true 
outcome  of  the  admixture  of  Friar  and  Brownlow 
Jessie  gave  more  credit  to  Eton  and  Belforest  for 
Jessie  was  really  fond  of  her  aunt,  to  whom  she’ had 
owed  most  of  her  extra  gaieties.  Moreover,  Mrs 
Brownlow,  though  often  chafing  secretly,  had  the  power 
ot  reticence,  and  would  not  set  the  minds  of  her  children 
against  one  who  was  always  doing  them  kindnesses. 

1  rue,  these  favours  were  more  than  she  could  easily 
rook,  since  hei  pride  and  independence  were  not,  like 
her  husband’s,  tempered  by  warm  affection.  It  was 
his  doing  that  the  expenses  of  Johnny’s  education 
had  been  accepted,  and  that  Esther  and  Ellen  had 
been  sent  by  their  aunt  to  a  good  school :  thus 
giatitude,  unpalatable  though  it  were,  prevented 
unguarded,  censure.  She  abstained  from  much  ; 
and  as  there  was  no  quick  intuition  in  the  family’ 
even  Jessie,  the  most  in  her  confidence,  only  vaguely 
knew  that  mamma  thought  Aunt  Caroline  too  clever 
and  fly-away  ;  but  mamma  was  grave  and  wise,  and 
it  was  very  nice  to  have  an  aunt  who  was  young 
and  lively,  and  always  had  pleasant  things  going  on 
in  her  house..  Jessie  always  had  her  full  share,  not 
indeed  appreciating  the  intellect,  but  possessing  beauty 
and  charm  enough  to  be  always  appreciated  there 
“Sweetly  pretty,”  as  Mrs.  Coffinkey  called  her,  was 
exactly  what  she  was,  for  she  was  thoroughly  good  and 
unselfish,  and  a  happy,  simple  nature  looked  out 
through  her  brown  smiling  eyes.  She  was  very  fond 
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of  her  cousins,  had  shared  all  the  anxieties  of  the  last 
fortnight  to  the  utmost,  and  was  a  good  deal  dis¬ 
appointed  at  being  baulked  of  the  walk  with  her 
brother,  in  which  she  would  have  heard  so  much  more 
about  Armine,  Jock,  and  Aunt  Caroline,  than  would 
be  communicated  in  public. 

Johnny,  however,  was  glad  of  the  invitation,  even 
though  a  little  shy  of  it.  Tne  tete-a-tete  drive  was  an 
approach  to  the  serious  business  of  life,  since  it  was 
evidently  designed  to  give  opportunity  for  answering 
a  letter  which  he  had  thought  out  and  written  while 
laid  up  at  Leukerbad  by  a  bad  cold  and  the  reaction 
from  his  exertions  at  Schwarenbach. 

Still  his  father  did  not  speak  till  they  had  driven  up 
the  hill,  and  were  near  the  gates  of  Belforest.  Then 
he  said — 

“  That  was  not  a  bad  letter  that  you  wrote  me, 
Johnny.” 

Johnny  flushed  with  pleasure.  The  letter  had  cost 
him  much  thought  and  pains,  and  commendation  from 
his  father  was  rare. 

“  But  it  will  take  a  great  deal  of  consideration.” 

“Yes,”  said  Johnny.  “You  don’t  disapprove,  do 
you,  papa  ?  ” 

“Well,”  said  the  Colonel,  in  his  ponderous  way, 
“  you  have  advantages,  you  know,  and  you  might  do 
better  for  yourself.” 

There  was  a  quivering  impulse  on  Johnny’s  lips  to 
say  that  it  was  not  to  himself  that  he  wanted  to  do 
good  ;  but  when  his  father  was  speaking  in  that 
deliberate  manner,  he  was  not  to  be  interrupted,  and 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  hear  him  out. 

“Your  aunt  is  providing  you  with  the  best  of 
educations,  you  have  good  abilities  and  industry,  and 
you  will  be  a  well-looking  fellow  besides,”  added  the 
Colonel,  glancing  over  him  with  an  approving  eye  of 
fatherly  satisfaction  ;  “  and  it  seems  to  me  that  you 
could  succeed  in  some  superior  line.  Your  mother  and 
I  had  always  hoped  to  see  you  at  the  bar.  Every 
opportunity  for  distinction  is  given  you,  and  I  do  not 
understand  this  sudden  desire  to  throw  them  up  for 
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a  profession  of  much  greater  drudgery  and  fewer 
chances  of  rising,  unless  it  were  from  some  influence 
of  your  aunt.” 

“  She  never  spoke  of  it.  She  does  not  know  that  I 
have  thought  of  it,  nor  of  my  letter  to  you.” 

“  Then  it  is  simply  from  enthusiasm  for  this  youno- 
doctor  ?  ”  3  & 

Not  exactly,  said  John,  “but  I  always  wished  I 
could  be  like  my  uncle.  I  remember  hearing  mamma 
read  a  bit  ot  one  of  the  letters  of  condolence  which 
said  ‘  His  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  lives  I  have 
ever  known,  and  I  never  forgot  it.  It  stayed  in  my 
mind  like  a  riddle,  till  I  gradually  found  out  that  the 
beauty  was  in  the  good  he  was  always  doing - ” 

“Ah  !  ”  said  the  Colonel,  in  a  tone  betokening  that 
he  was  touched,  and  which  encouraged  John  to  con¬ 
tinue. — 

“  Besides,  I  really  do  like  and  enter  into  scientific 
subjects  better  than  any  others  ;  I  believe  it  is  my 
turn.”  3 

“Perhaps — you  do  sometimes  put  me  in  mind 
of  your  uncle.  But  why  have  you  only  spoken  of 
it  now  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  I  really  considered  what  I  should  be,” 
said  John.  “There  was  quite  enough  to  think  of  with 
work,  and  cricket,  and  all  the  rest,  till  this  spring, 
when  I  have  been  off  it  all,  and  then  when  I  talked  it 
over  with  Dr.  Medlicott,  he  settled  my  mind  about 
various  things  that  I  wanted  to  know.” 

“  Did  he  persuade  you  ?  ” 

“No  more  than  saying  that  I  managed  well  for 
Jock  when  I  was  left  alone  with  him,  and  that 
he  thought  I  had  the  makings  of  a  doctor  in  me. 
He  loves  his  profession  of  course,  and  thinks  it 
a  grand  one.  Yes,  papa,  indeed  I  think  it  is.  To 
be  always  learning  the  ways  of  God’s  working, 
for  the  sake  of  lessening  all  the  pain  and  grief  in 
the  world - ” 

“Johnny!  That’s  almost  what  my  brother  said 
to  me  thirty  years  ago,  and  what  did  it  come  to  ? 
Being  at  the  beck  and  call  night  and  day  of  every 
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beggar  in  London,  and  dying  at  last  in  his  prime,  of 
disease  caught  in  their  service.” 

“Yes,”  said  John,  with  a  low,  gruff  sound  in  his 
voice,  “  but  is  not  that  like  being  killed  in  battle  ?  ” 
“The  world  doesn’t  think  it  so,  my  boy,”  said  the 
soldier.  “  Well !  what  is  it"  you  propose  to  do  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  suppose  it  will  make  much  difference  yet,” 
said  John,  “except  that  at  Oxford  I  should  go  in 
more  for  physical  science.” 

“You  don’t  want  to  give  up  the  university  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  no !  Dr.  Medlicott  said  a  degree  there  is  a 
great  help,  besides  that,  all  the  general  study  one 
can  get  is  the  more  advantage,  lifting  one  above  the 
mere  practitioner.” 

“  That  is  well,”  said  the  Colonel.  “  If  you  are  to  go 
to  the  university,  there  is  no  need  to  dwell  further  on 
the  matter  at  present.  You  will  have  had  time  to  see 
more  of  the  world,  and  you  will  know  whether  this 
wish  only  comes  from  enthusiasm  for  a  pleasant  young 
man  who  has  been  kind  to  you,  or  if  it  be  your  real 
deliberate  choice,  and  if  so,  your  mother  will  have 
had  time  to  reconcile  herself  to  the  notion.  At  any 
rate  we  will  say  no  more  about  it  for  the  present. 
Though  I  must  say,  Johnny,”  he  added,  as  he  turned 
his  horse’s  head  between  the  ribbon  borders  of  the 
approach,  “you  have  thought  and  spoken  like  a 
sensible  lad,  and  so  like  my  dear  brother,  that  I 
could  not  deny  you.” 

Ii  Johnny  could  hardly  believe  in  the  unwonted 
commendation  which  made  his  heart  throb,  and  sent  a 
flood  of  colour  into  his  cheeks,  Colonel  Brownlow  was 
equally  amazed  at  the  boy’s  attainment  of  a  manly 
and  earnest  thought  and  purpose,  so  utterly  unlike 
anything  he  had  hitherto  seen  in  the  stolid  Rob,  or 
the  easy-going  Allen,  or  even  in  Bobus,  who — what¬ 
ever  there  might  be  in  him— never  thought  it  worth 
while  to  show  it  to  his  uncle. 

However,  discussion  was  cut  short  by  a  little  flying 
figure  which  came  rushing  across  the  garden,  and 
Babie  with  sti  earning  hair  clung  to  her  cousin 
gasping— 
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r  a,°,1»!  Johmiy>  Johnny,  tell  me  about  Amiie  and 
Jock ! 

“  They  are  ever  so  much  better,  Babie,”  said  Johnny, 
lifting  the  slim  little  thing  up  in  his  arms,  as  he  had 
lifted  his  own  five-year-old  brother ;  “  I’ve  got  a  thick 
parcel  of  acrostics  for  you,  Armie  makes  them  in  bed 
and  Lord  Fordham  writes  them  out.” 

“  Wil1  you  come  to  the  rosary,  Uncle  Robert  ?  ”  said 
Babie,  recovering  her  manners,  as  Johnny  set  her 
down.  “  It  is  the  coolest  place,  and  they  are 
sitting  there.” 

“  Why,  Babie,  what  a  sprite  you  look,”  said  Johnny. 
“You  look  as  if  you  were  just  off  the  sick-list  too  !  ” 

I  m  all  right,  said  Babie,  shaking  her  hair 
at  him,  and  bounding  on  before  with  the  tidings 
of  their  coming,  while  her  uncle  observed  in  a  low 
voice — 

“  Poor  little  thing !  I  believe  she  has  been  a  good 
deal  knocked  up  between  the  heat  and  the  anxiety  ; 
there  was  no  making  her  eat  or  sleep.  Ah !  Miss' 
Elfie,  are  you  acting  queen  of  roses  ?  ”  as  Babie 
returned  together  with  Elvira,  who  with  a  rich  dark 
red  rose  over  one  ear,  and  a  large  bouquet  at  her 
bosom,  justified  the  epithet  at  which  she  bridled,  and 
half  curtsied  in  her  graceful  stately  archness,  as  she 
gave  her  hand  in  greeting,  and  exclaimed — - 

“Ah,  Johnny!  are  you  come?  When  is  Mother 
Carey  going  to  send  for  us  ?  ” 

“  When  they  leave  Leukerbad  I  fancy,”  said  John. 

“  That’s  a  tiresome  place  for  anyone  who  does  not 
need  to  lead  the  life  of  a  hippopotamus.” 

“  It  can’t  be  more  tiresome  than  this  is,”  said  Elvira, 
with  a  yawn.  “  Lessons  all  day,  and  nobody  to  come 
near  us.” 

“  Isn’t  this  a  dreadful  place?”  said  John,  merrily, 
as  he  looked  into  the  rosary,  a  charming  bowery 
circle  of  fragrance,  inclosed  by  arches  of  trellis-work 
on  which  roses  were  trained,  their  wreaths  now  bear¬ 
ing  a  profusion  of  blossoms  of  every  exquisite  tint, 
from  deep  crimson  or  golden-yellow,  to  purest  white, 
while  their  more  splendid  standard  sisters  bloomed 
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out  in  fragrant  and  gorgeous  magnificence  under 
their  protection. 

At  the  shady  end  there  was  a  little  grass  plat  round 
a  tiny  fountain,  whose  feather  of  spray  rose  and 
plashed  coolness.  Near  it  were  seats  where  Miss 
Ogilvie  and  Janet  were  discovered  with  books  and 
work.  They  came  forward  with  greetings  and  in¬ 
quiries,  which  Johnny  answered  in  detail. 

“Yes,  they  are  both  better.  Armine  sat  by  the 
window  for  an  hour  the  day  before  I  came  away.” 

“  Will  they  be  able  to  come  back  to  Eton  after  the 
holidays  ?  ”  asked  his  father. 

“  Certainly  not  Armine,  but  Jock  seems  to  be  getting 
all  right.  If  he  was  to  catch  rheumatism  he  did  it  at 
the  right  place,  for  that’s  what  Leukerbad  is  good  for. 
Oh,  Babie,  you  never  saw  such  a  lark  !  Fancy  a  great 
room,  and  where  the  floor  ought  to  be,  nothing  but 
muddy  water  or  liquid  mud,  with  steps  going  down, 
and  a  lot  of  heads  looking  out  of  it,  some  with  curly 
heads,  some  in  smoking-caps,  some  in  fine  caps  of 
lace  and  ribbons.” 

“  Oh  !  Johnny  ;  like  women  !  ” 

“  Like  women  !  They  are  women.” 

“  Not  both  together.” 

“Yes,  I  tell  you,  the  whole  boiling  of  them,  male 
and  female.  There’s  a  fat  German  Countess,  who 
always  calls  Jock  her  liebes  Kind,  and  comes  flounder¬ 
ing  after  him,  to  his  very  great  disgust.  The  only 
things  they  have  to  show  they  are  human  still,  and 
not  frogs,  are  little  boards  floating  before  them  with 
their  pocket-handkerchiefs  and  coffee-cups  and  news¬ 
papers.” 

“  Oh  !  like  the  little  blacks  in  the  dear  bright  bays 
at  San  Ildefonso,”  cried  Elvira. 

“You  don’t  mean  that  they  have  no  clothes  on  ?  ” 
said  Babie,  with  shocked  downrightness  of  speech  that 
made  everybody  laugh  ;  and  Johnny  satisfied  her  on 
that  score,  adding  that  Dr.  Medlicott  had  made  a 
parody  of  Tennyson’s  “Merman,”  for  Jock’s  benefit, 
on  giving  him  up  to  a  Leukerbad  doctor,  who  was 
to  conduct  his  month’s  Kur.  It  was  to  go  into 
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the  Travellers  Joy,”  a  manuscript  magazine  the 

t  rS  J}umber  °f  Thich  was  being  concocted  and  illus- 
ated  amongst  the  Leukerbad  party,  for  the  benefit 

of  Babrn  and  Sydney  Evelyn.  As  a  foretaste 
Johnny  produced  from  the  bag  he  still  carried  strapped 

Miss 1  Barba*  dGH  &  Pfcket  of  acrostics  addressed  to 
Janet  B  b  Brownlow>  and  a  smaller  envelope  for 

«  v  lt>,the.keTy  ”  asked  Colonel  Brownlow. 

Yes,  said  Janet,  “the  key  of  her  davenport  and 
directions  m  which  drawer  to  find  the  letters  you  want 
D°  y°u  llke  to  have  them  at  once,  Uncle  Robert  ?” 

m-t-A  you~ yes>  for  then  I  can  go  round  and 
settle  with  that  fellow  Martin,  which  I  can’t  do  with- 

you  Jmothen”  eXact1^  what  between  him  and 

-  Janet  ™e.nt  ofJ  observing — “  I  wonder  whether  that 
is  a  possibility ;  while  Miss  Ogilvie  put  in  an  anxious 
inquiry  for  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  health  and  spirits  and  a 
good  many  more  details  were  elicited  than  Johnny 

nnwfw1  f  h°mT  Sh  had  never  broken  down,  and 
now  that  she  was  hopeful,  was,  in  spite  of  her  fatigue 

as  bright  and  merry  as  ever,  and  was  contributing 
comic  pictures  to  the  “Traveller’s  Joy,”  while  Lord 
Fordham  did  the  sketches.  Those  kind  people  were 
as  careful  of  her  as  any  could  be. 

“And  what  are  her  further  plans  ? ”  asked  Miss 
Ogilvie.  Has  she  been  able  to  form  any  ?  ” 

t  kIafdly/  Said  Joknny-  “They  must  stay  at 
Leukerbad  for  a  month  for  Jock  to  have  the  course  of 
waters  rightly,  and  indeed  Armine  could  hardly  be 
moved  sooner.  I  think  Dr.  Medlicott  wants  them  to 
keep  in  Switzerland  till  the  heat  of  the  weather  is 
over,  and  then  winter  in  the  south.” 

“And  when  may  I  go  to  Armine  ?” 

‘‘  ^ben.sha11  we  get  away  from  here  ?”  asked  Babie 
and  Elfie  in  a  breath. 

don,t  duite  know,”  said  John.  “There  is  not 
much  room  to  spare  in  the  hotel  where  they  are  at 
Leukerbad,  and  it  is  a  dreadfully  slow  place.  Evelyn 
is  growling  like  a  dozen  polar  bears  at  it.” 
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“  Why  isn’t  he  gone  back  with  you  to  Eton  ?  ” 

“  I  believe  it  was  settled  that  he  was  not  to  go  back 
this  half,  for  fear  of  his  lungs,  and  you  see  he  is  a 
swell  who  takes  it  easily.  He  would  have  been 
glad  enough  to  return  with  me  though,  and  would 
scarcely  have  endured  staying,  but  that  he  is  so  fond 
of  Jock.” 

“  What  is  there  to  be  done  there  ?” 

“Nothing,  except  to  wade  in  tepid  mud.  Fordham 
has  routed  out  a  German  to  read  Faust  with,  and  that 
puts  Evelyn  into  a  sweet  temper.  They  go  on  ex¬ 
peditions,  and  do  sketching  and  botany,  which  amuses 
Armine ;  but  they  get  up  some  fun  over  the  queer 
people,  and  do  them  for  the  mag.,  but  it  is  all  deadly 
lively,  not  that  I  saw  much  of  it,  for  we  only  got  down 
from  Schwarenbach  on  Monday,  and  they  kept  me 
in  bed  all  the  two  next  days;  but  Jock  and  Evelyn 
hate  it  awfully.  Indeed  Jock  is  so  down  in  the  mouth 
altogether  I  don’t  know  what  to  make  of  him,  and  just 
when  the  German  doctors  say  the  treatment  makes 
people  particularly  brisk  and  lively.” 

“  Perhaps  what  makes  a  German  lively  makes  an 
Englishman  grave,”  sagely  observed  Babie. 

“Jock  grave  must  be  a  strange  sight,”  said  the 
Colonel ;  “  I  am  afraid  he  can’t  be  recovering  properly.” 

“The  doctor  thinks  he  is,”  said  John;  “but  then 
he  doesn’t  know  the  nature  of  the  Skipjack.  But,” 
he  added,  in  a  low  voice,  “  that  night  was  enough  to 
make  any  one  grave,  and  it  was  much  the  worst  to 
Jock,  because  he  kept  his  senses  almost  all  the  time, 
and  was  a  good  deal  hurt  besides  to  begin  with.  His 
sprain  is  still  so  bad  that  he  has  to  be  carried  up 
stairs  and  to  go  to  the  baths  in  a  chair.” 

“  And  do  you  think,”  said  the  Colonel,  “  that  this 
young  lord  is  going  to  stay  on  all  this  time  in  this 
dull  place  for  the  sake  of  an  utter  stranger  ?  ”  # 

•  “Jock  and  Evelyn  were  always  great  friends  at 
Eton,”  said  John.  “Then  my  uncle  did  something, 
I  don’t  know  what,  that  Medlicott  is  grateful  for, 
and  they  have  promised  to  see  Armine  through 
this  illness.  The  place  agrees  with  Fordham  ;  they 
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say  he  has  never  been  so  well  or  active  since  he  came 

What  is  he  like  ?  ”  inquired  Babie. 

Like,  Babie  ?  Like  anything  long  and  limp  you 
can  thmk  of  He  sits  all  in  a  coil  and  twist,  and  you 
don  t  think  there  s  much  of  him  ;  but  when  he  gets^p 
and  pulls  himself  upright,  you  go  looking  and  looking 
tdl  you  don  t  know  where’s  the  top  of  him,  till  you  see 
a  thin  white  face  in  washed-out  hair.  He  is  a  good 
fellow,  awfully  kind,  and  1  suppose  he  can’t  help  being- 

such  a  tremendous - ”  John  hesitated,  in  deference 

to  his  father  for  a  word  that  was  not  slang,  and  finally 
chose  “  don.  y 

.  “  °.h’”  sighed  Babie,  “  Armie  said  in  his  note  he  was 
jolly  beyond  description.” 

“Well,  so  he  is,”  said  John  ;  “he  plays  chess  with 
Armie,  and  brings  him  flowers  and  books,  and  waits 
on  him  as  you  used  to  do  on  a  sick  doll.  And  that’s 
just  what  he  is ;  he  ought  to  have  been  a  woman,  and 
he  would  have  been  much  happier  too,  poor  fellow. 
Id  rather  be  dead  at  once  than  drag  about  such  a  life 
of  coddling  as  he  does.” 

“  Poor  lad  !  ”  said  his  father.  “ Did  Janet  under¬ 
stand  that  I  was  waiting  for  those  letters,  I  wonder  ?  ” 
“You  had  better  go  and  see,  Babie,”  said  Miss 
Ogilvie.  “  Perhaps  she  cannot  find  them.” 

Babie  set  off,  and  John  proceeded  to  explain  that 
Mrs.  Evelyn  was  still  detained  in  London  by  old  Lady 
Fordham,  who  continued  to  be  kept  between  life  and 
death  by  her  doctors.  Meantime,  the  sons  could  dis¬ 
pose  of  themselves  as  they  pleased,  while  under  the 
care  of  Dr.  Medlicott,  and  were  not  wanted  at  home 
so  that  there  was.  little  doubt  but  that  they  would 
remain  with  Armine  as  long  as  he  needed  their 
physician’s  care. 

.All  the  while  Elfie  was  flitting  about,  pelting  Johnny 
with  handfuls  snatched  from  over-blown  roses  and 
though  he  returned  the  assault  at  every  pause,  his 
giey  travelling  suit  was  bestrewn  with  crimson,  pink, 
cream,  and  white  petals. 

At  last  the  debris  of  a  huge  Eugenie  Grandet  hit 

x  2 
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him  full  on  the  bridge  of  his  nose,  and  caused  him  to 
exclaim — 

“  Nay,  Elfie,  you  little  wretch  ;  that  was  quite  a 
good  rose— not  fair  game,”  and  leaping  up  to  give  her 
chase  in  and  out  among  the  beds,  they  nearly  ran 
against  Janet  returning  With  the  letters,  and  saying 
“  she  was  sorry  to  have  been  so  long,  but  mother’s 
hoards  were  never  easy  places  of  research.” 

Barbara  came  more  slowly  back,  and  looked  some¬ 
what  as  if  she  had  had  a  sharper  rebuke  than  she 
understood  or  relished. 

Poor  child !  she  had  suffered  much  in  this  her  first 
real  trouble,  and  a  little  thing  was  enough  to  overset 
her.  She  had  not  readily  recovered  from  the  petulant 
tone  of  anger  with  which  Janet  told  her  not  to  come 
peeping  and  worrying. 

Janet  had  given  a  most  violent  start  when  she 
opened  the  door  of  her  mother’s  bedroom  where  the 
davenport  stood  ;  and  Janet  much  resented  being 
startled  ;  no  doubt  that  was  the  reason  she  was  so  cross, 
thought  Barbara,  but  still  it  was  very  disagreeable. 

That  room  was  the  child’s  also.  She  had  been  her 
mother’s  bed-fellow  ever  since  her  father’s  death,  and 
she  felt  her  present  solitude.  The  nights  were  sultry, 
and  her  sleep  had  been  broken  of  late. 

That  night  she  was  in  a  slumber  as  cool  as  a 
widely-opened  window  would  make  it,  but  not  so 
sound  that  she  was  not  haunted  all  the  time  by  dread 
for  Armine. 

Suddenly  she  was  awakened  to  full  consciousness 
by  seeing  a  light  in  the  room.  No,  it  was  not  the 
maid  putting  away  her  dresses.  It  was  Janet,  bending 
over  her  mother’s  davenport. 

Babie  started  up. 

“Janet !  Is  anything  the  matter  i ' 

“  Nothing  !  Nonsense  !  go  to  sleep,  child.” 

“What  are  you  about  ?” 

“Never  mind.  Only  mother  keeps  her  things  in 
such  a  mess  ;  I  was  setting  them  to  rights  after  dis¬ 
turbing  them  to  find  the  book.” 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  like  an  apology, 
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Babie  did  not  like  it,  but  she  well  knew  that  she  should 
be  contemptuously  put  down  if  she  attempted  an 
inquiry,  far  less  a  remonstrance,  with  Janet.  Only, 
with  a  puzzled  sort  of  watch-dog  sense,  she  sat  up  in 
bed  and  stared. 

“  Why  don’t  you  lie  down  ?  ”  said  Janet. 

Babie  did  lie  down,  but  on  her  back,  her  head  high 
up  on  the  pillow,  and  her  eyes  well  open  still. 

.  ?ei  haps  Janet  did  not  like  it,  for  she  gave  an 
impatient  shuffle  to  the  papers,  shut  the  drawer  with 
a  jerk,  locked  it,  took  up  her  candle,  and  went  away 
without  vouchsafing  a  “  good-night.” 

Babie  lay  wondering.  She  knew  that  the  daven¬ 
port  contained  all  that  was  most  sacred  and  precious 
to  her  mother,  as  relics  of  her  old  life,  and  that  only 
diic  necessity  would  have  made  her  let  anyone  touch 
it.  What  could  Janet  mean  ?  To  speak  would  be  of 
no  use.  One-and-twenty  was  not  likely  to  listen  to 
thirteen,  though  Babie,  in  her  dreamy  wakefulness, 
found  herself  composing  conversations  in  which  she 
made  eloquent  appeals  to  Janet,  which  she  was  never 
likely  to  utter. 

-A.t  last  the  morning  twitterings  began  outside, 
doves,  cooed,  peacocks  miawed,  light  dawned,  and’ 
Babie’s  perceptions  cleared  themselves.  In  the  wains¬ 
coted  room  was  a  large  closet,  used  for  hanging  up 
cloaks  and  dresses,  and  fortunately  empty.  ^  No 
sooner  did  the  light  begin  to  reflect  itself  in  its 
polished  oak-panelled  door,  than  an  idea  struck 
Babie,  and  bounding  from  her  bed,  she  opened  the 
door,  wheeled  in  the  davenport,  shut  it  in,  turned  the 
big  rusty  key  with  both  hands  and  a  desperate  effort, 
then  repairing  to  her  own  little  inner  room,  disturbed 
the  honourable  retirement  of  the  last  and  best-beloved 
of  her  dolls  in  a  pink-lined  cradle  in  a  disused  doll’s 
house,  and  laying  the  key  beneath  the  mattress,  felt 
heroically  ready  for  the  thumbscrew  rather  than  yield 
it  up.  She  knew  Armine  would  say  she  was  right, 
and  be  indignant  that  Janet  should  meddle  with 
mother’s  private  stores.  So  she  turned  over  on  the 
pillow,  cooled  by  the  morning  breeze,  and  fell  into 
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a  sound  sleep,  whence  she  was  only  roused  by  the 
third  “  Miss  Barbara,”  from  her  maid. 

She  heard  no  more  of  the  matter,  and  but  for  the 
absence  of  the  davenport  could  really  have  thought  it 
all  a  dream. 

She  was  driving  her  two  little  fairy  ponies  to 
Kenminster  with  Elvira,  to  get  the  afternoon  post, 
when  a  quiet,  light  step  came  into  the  bedroom,  and 
Janet  stood  within  it,  looking  for  the  davenport,  as  if 
she  did  not  quite  believe  her  senses.  However,  re¬ 
membering  Babie’s  eyes,  she  had  her  suspicions.  She 
looked  into  the  little  girl’s  room  and  saw  nothing, 
then  tried  the  closet  door,  and  finding  it  locked,  came 
to  a  tolerably  correct  guess  as  to  what  had  become 
of  it,  and  felt  hotly  angry  at  “  that  conceited  child’s 
meddling  folly.” 

For  the  awkward  thing  was  that  the  clasped  memo¬ 
randum-book,  containing  “  Magnum  Bonum,”  was  in 
her  hand,  locked  out  of,  instead  of  into,  its  drawer. 

When  searching  for  the  account-book  for  her  uncle, 
it  had,  as  it  were,  offered  itself  to  her ;  and  though 
so  far  from  being  green,  with  “  Garden  ”  marked  on 
it,  it  was  Russia  leather,  and  had  J.  B.  upon  it.  She 
had  peeped  in  and  read  “  Magnum  Bonum  ”  within 
the  lid.  All  day  the  idea  had  haunted  her,  that  there 
lay  the  secret,  in  the  charge  of  her  little  thoughtless 
mother,  who,  ignorant  of  its  true  value,  and  deterred 
by  uncomprehended  words  and  weak  scruples,  was 
withholding  it  from  the  world,  and  depriving  her  own 
family,  and  what  was  worst  of  all,  her  daughter,  of  the 
chances  of  becoming  illustrious. 

“  I  am  his  daughter  as  much  as  hers,”  thought  she. 
“  Why  should  she  deprive  me  of  my  inheritance  ?  ” 

Certainly  Janet  had  been  told  that  the  great  arcanum 
could  not  be  dealt  with  by  a  woman  ;  but  this  she  did 
not  implicitly  believe,  and  she  was  in  consequence 
the  more  curious  to  discover  what  it  really  was,  and 
whether  it  was  reasonable  to  sacrifice  the  best  years 
of  her  life  to  preparing  for  it.  The  supposed  unfair¬ 
ness  of  her  exclusion  seemed  to  her  to  justify  the  act, 
and  thus  it  v/as  that  she  had  stolen  to  the  davenport 
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when  she  supposed  that  her  little  sister  would  "be 
asieep,  and  finding  it  impossible  to  attend  or  under- 
stand  with  Babie  s  great  brown  eyes  lamping  on  her. 

she  had  carried  off  the  book.  * 

She  had  been  reading  it  even  till  the  morning  light 
lad  surprised  her,  and  had  been  able  to  perceive  the 
general  drift,  though  she  had  leaped  over  the  inter¬ 
mediate  steps.  She  had  just  sufficient  comprehension 
of  the  subject  for  unlimited  confidence  that  the 
achievement  was  practicable,  without  having  know- 
edge  enough  to  understand  a  tithe  of  the  difficulties 
though  she  did  see  that  they  could  hardly  be  sur¬ 
mounted  by  a  woman  unassisted.  However  she 
might  see  her  way  by  the  time  her  studies  'were 
completed  and  in  the  meantime  her  mother  might 
keep  the  shell  while  she  had  the  essence. 

However,  to  find  the  shell  thus  left 'on  her  hands 
was  no  slight  perplexity.  Should  she,  as  eldest 
daughter  left  in  charge,  demand  the  desk,  Barbara 
would  produce  her  reasons  for  its  abstraction,  and  for 
this  Janet  was  not  prepared.  Unless  something  else 
was  wanted  from  it,  so  as  to  put  Babie  in  the  wrong 
J  anet  saw  no  alternative  but  to  secure  the  book  in  her 
own  bureau,  and  watch  for  a  chance  of  smuggling 
it  back.  ss  5 


Thus  Babie  escaped  all  interrogation,  but  she  did 
not  release  the  captive  davenport,  and  indeed  she  soon 
idgot  all  about  it  in  her  absorption  in  Swiss  letters. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE  LOST  TREASURE. 

But  solemn  sound,  or  sober  thought 
The  Fairies  cannot  bear  ; 

They  sing,  inspired  with  love  and  joy, 

Like  skylarks  in  the  air. 

Of  solid  sense,  or  thought  that’s  grave, 

Y ou  find  no  traces  tliere. 

Young  Tamlane. 

When  old  Lady  Fordham’s  long  decay  ended  in 
death,  Mrs.  Evelyn  would  not  recall  her  sons  to  the 
funeral,  but  meant  to  go  out  herself  to  join  them, 
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and  offered  to  escort  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  daughters  to 
the  meeting-place.  This  was  to  be  Engelberg,  for 
Dr.  Medlicott  had  decided  that  after  the  month  at 
Leukerbad  all  his  patients  would  be  much  the  better 
for  a  breath  of  the  pine-woods  on  the  Alpine  height, 
and  undertook  to  see  them  conveyed  thither  in  time 
to  meet  the  ladies. 

This  proposal  set  Miss  Ogilvie  free  to  join  her 
brother,  who  had  a  curacy  in  a  seaside  place  where 
the  season  began  just  when  the  London  season  ended. 
Her  holiday  was  then  to  begin,  and  Janet  was  to 
write  to  Mrs.  Evelyn  and  declare  herself  ready  to 
meet  her  in  London  at  the  time  appointed. 

The  arrangement  was  not  to  Janet’s  taste.  She 
thought  herself  perfectly  capable  of  escorting  the 
younger  ones,  especially  as  they  were  to  take  their 
maid,  a  capable  person  named  Delrio,  daughter  of  an 
Englishwoman  and  a  German  waiter,  and  widow  of 
an  Italian  courier,  who  was  equal  to  all  land  emer¬ 
gencies,  and  could  speak  any  language.  She  be¬ 
longed  to  the  young  ladies.  Their  mother,  not 
liking  strangers  about  her,  had,  on  old  nurse’s  death, 
caused  Emma  to  learn  enough  of  the  lady’s  maid’s 
art  for  her  own  needs  at  home,  and  took  care  of 
herself  abroad. 

Babie  was  enraptured  to  be  going  to  Mother 
Carey  and  Armine,  and  Elvira  was  enchanted  to 
leave  the  schoolroom  behind  her,  being  fully  aware 
that  she  always  had  more  notice  and  indulgence  from 
outsiders  than  at  home,  or  indeed  from  anyone 
who  had  been  disappointed  at  her  want  of  all  real 
affection. 

“You  are  just  like  a  dragon  fly,”  said  Babie  to  her ; 
“  all  brightness  outside  and  nothing  within.” 

This  unusually  severe  remark  came  from  Babie’s  in¬ 
dignation  at  Elvira’s  rebellion  against  going  to  River 
Hollow  to  take  leave.  It  would  be  a  melancholy 
visit,  for  her  grandfather  had  become  nearly  imbecile 
since  he  had  had  a  paralytic  stroke,  in  the  course  of 
the  winter,  and  good  sensible  Mrs.  Gould  had  died 
of  fever  in  the  previous  autumn. 
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.  Elvira,  who  had  never  liked  the  place,  now  loathed 
it,  and  did  not  seem  capable  of  understanding  Babie’s 
outburst. 

Not  like  to  go  and  see  them  when  they  are  ill  and 
unhappy  !  Elfie,  how  can  you  ?  ” 

“  Of  course  I  don’t !  Grandpapa  kisses  me  and 
makes  me  half  sick.” 

“  But  he  is  so  fond  of  you.” 

.  J  wEh  he  wasn’t  then.  Why,  Babie,  are  you 
going  to  cry  ?  What’s  the  matter  ?  ” 

It  is  very  silly,  said  Babie,  winking  hard  to 
get  rid  of  her  tears ;  “  but  it  does  hurt  me  so  to 
tnink  of  the  good  old  gentleman  caring  more  for  you 
than  anybody,  and  you  not  liking  to  go  near  him.” 

“  I  can’t  see  what  it  matters  to  you,”  said  Elvira  ; 

I  wish  you  would  go  instead  of  me,  if  vou  are  so 
fond  of  him.” 

.  “  He  wouldn’t  care  for  me,”  said  Babie  ;  “  I’m  not 
his  ain  lassie.” 

“His  lassie!  I’m  a  lady,”  exclaimed  the  senorita, 
with  the  haughty  Spanish  turn  of  the  neck  peculiar 
to  herself. 

“  That’s  not  what  I  mean  by  a  lady,”  said  Babie. 

“What  do  you  mean  by  it?”  said  Elvira,  with  a 
superior  air. 

“  One  who  never  looks  down  on  anybody,”  said 
Babie,  thoughtfully. 

“What  nonsense!”  rejoined  the  Elf;  “as  if  any 
lady  could  like  to  hear  grandpapa  maunder,  and 
Mary  scold  and  scream  at  the  farm  people,  just  like 
the  old  peahen.” 

“  Miss  Ogilvie  said  poor  Mary  was  overstrained 
with  having  more  to  attend  to  than  she  could  properly 
manage,  and  that  made  her  shrill.” 

“  I  know  it  makes  her  very  disagreeable  ;  and  sc 
.hey  all  are.  I  hate  the  place,  and  I  don’t  see  why  I 
should  go,”  grumbled  Elvira. 

“  You  will  when  you  are  older,  and  know  what 
proper  feeling  is,”  said  Miss  Ogilvie,  who  had  come 
ivithin  earshot  of  the  last  words.  “Go  and  put  on 
your  hat ;  I  have  ordered  the  pony  carriage.” 
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“Shall  I  go,  Miss  Ogllvie?”  asked  Babie,  as  Elfie 
marched  off  sullenly,  since  her  governess  never 
allowed  herself  to  be*:disobeyed. 

“  I  think  I  had  better  go,  my  dear ;  Elfie  may  be 
under  more  restraint  with  me.” 

“  Please  give  old  Mr.  Gould  and  Mary  and  Kate 
my  love,  and  I  will  run  and  ask  for  some  fruit  for  you 
to  take  to  them,”  said  Babie,  her  tender  heart  longing 
to  make  compensation. 

Miss  Ogilvie  and  her  pouting  companion  were 
received  by  a  fashionable — nay,  extra  fashionable¬ 
looking  person,  -whom  Mary  and  Kate  Gould  called 
Cousin  Lisette,  and  the  old  farmer,  Eliza  Gould. 
While  the  old  man  in  his  chair  in  the  sun  in  the  hot 
little  parlour  caressed,  and  asked  feeble  repetitions  of 
questions  of  his  impatient  granddaughter,  the  lady 
explained  that  she  had  thrown  up  an  excellent 
situation  as  instructress  in  a  very  high  family  to  act 
in  the  same  capacity  to  her  motherless  little  cousins. 
She  professed  to  be  enchanted  to  meet  Miss  Ogilvie, 
and  almost  patronised. 

“  I  know  what  the  life  is,  Miss  Ogilvie,  and  how 
one  needs  companionship  to  keep  up  one’s  spirits. 
Whenever  you  are  left  alone,  and  would  drop  me  a 
line,  I  should  be  quite  delighted  to  come  and  enliven 
you  ;  or  whenever  you  would  like  to  come  over  here, 
there’s  no  interruption  by  uncle  ;  and  he,  poor  old 
gentleman,  is  quite — quite  passe.  The  children  I  can 
always  dismiss.  Regularity  is  my  motto,  of  course, 
but  I  consider  that  an  exception  in  favour  of  my  own 
friends  does  no  harm,  and  indeed  it  is  no  more  than 
I  have  a  right  to  expect,  considering  the  sacrifices 
that  I  have  made  for  them.  Mary,  child,  don’t  cross 
your  ankles ;  you  don’t  see  your  cousin  do  that. 
Kate,  you  go  and  see  what  makes  Betsy  so  long  in 
bringing  the  tea.  I  rang  long  ago.” 

“  I  will  go  and  fetch  it,”  said  Mary,  an  honest,  but 
harassed-looking  girl. 

“Always  in  haste,”  said  Miss  Gould,  with  an 
effort  at  good  humour,  which  Miss  Ogilvie  direfully 
mistrusted.  “No,  Mary,  you  must  remain  to  enter- 
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tain  your  cousin.  What  are  servants  for  but  to  wait  on 
On-u  S  tj11?ks  nothmg  can  be  done  without  her  Miss 

^Indeed  1  ai?  forced  to  act  repression  sometimes.” 

Indeed  we  do  not  wish  for  any  tea,”  said  Miss 
t.ilvie,  seeing  Elvira  look  as  black  as  thunder  •  “we 
have  only  just  dined.”  ’  6 

But  Elfie  will  have  some  sweet-cake ;  Elfie  likes 
auntie  s  sweet-cake,  eh  ?  ”  said  the  old  man. 

u  j-j*  lanb  you,  said  Elfie,  glumly,  though  in  fact 

buying  b“;b0rsiderably  for  ^ 

liked  them  And  where  is  Mr.  Allen  now,  my  dear  f” 

Gone  to  Norway.  It’s  the  fifth  time  I’ve  told 
him  so,”  muttered  Elvira. 

“  And  where  is  Mr.  Robert  ?  And  Mr.  Lucas  ?  ”  he 
went  on  “  Fine  young  gentlemen  all  of  them  ;  but 
Mi.  Allen  is  the  pleasant-spoken  one.  Ain’t  he 
coming  down  soon  ?  He  always  looks  in  and  says,  ‘  I 
don  t  forget  your  good  cider,  Mr.  Gould,”’  and  there 
was  a  feeble  chuckling  laugh  and  old  man’s  cough. 

rrierMH  ^  g°  mt°  the  Sarden  i  I’m  quite  faint,” 
cried  Elvira,  jumping  up. 

^1:.  was,  true  that  the  room  was  very  close  rathei 
medicinal,  and  not  improved  by  Miss  Gould’s  per- 
umes  ;  but  there  was  an  alacrity  about  Elfie’s 
movements  and  a  vehemence  in  the  manner  of  her 
1  ejection  of  the  said  essences,  which  made  her 
governess  not  think  her  case  alarming,  and  she  left 
lei  to  the  care  of  the  young  cousins,  while  trying  to 
make  up  for  her  incivility  by  courteously  listening  to 
and  answering  her  grandfather,  and  consuming  the 
tea  and  sweet-cake.  b 

When  she  went  out  to  fetch  her  pupil  to  say  good¬ 
bye  Miss  Gould  detained  her  on  the  way  to obtain 
condolence  on  the  “dreadful  trial  that  old  uncle  was,” 
and  speak  of  her  own  great  devotion  to  him  and  the 
cmldren,  and  the  sacrifices  she  had  made.  She  said 
s  e  had  been  at  school  with  Elvira’s  poor  mamma, 
a  sweetly  pretty  girl,  poor  dear,  but  so  indulged.” 
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And  then  she  tried  to  extract  confidences  as  to 
Mrs.  Brownlow’s  intentions  towards  the  child,  in  which 
of  course  she  was  baffled. 

Elvira  was  found  ranging  among  the  strawberries, 
with  Mary  and  Kate  looking  on  somewhat  dis¬ 
satisfied. 

Both  the  poor  girls  looked  constrained  and  unhappy, 
and  Miss  Ogilvie  wondered  whether  “Cousin  Lisette’s” 
evident  intentions  of  becoming  a  fixture  would  be  for 
their  good  or  the  reverse. 

“  Are  you  better,  my  dear?”  asked  she,  affectionately. 

“  Yes,  it  was  only  the  room,”  said  Elvira. 

“You  are  a  good  deal  there,  are  not  you?”  said 
Miss  Ogilvie  to  Mary,  who  had  the  white  flabby  look 
of  being  kept  in  an  unwholesome  atmosphere. 

“Yes,”  said  Mary,  wistfully,  “but  grandpapa  does 
not  like  having  me  half  so  much  as  Elvira.  He  is 
always  talking  about  her.” 

“You  had  better  come  back  to  him  now,  Elfie,” 
said  Miss  Ogilvie. 

“  It  makes  me  ill,”  said  Elvira,  with  her  crossest 
look. 

Her  governess  laid  her  hand  on  her  shoulder,  and 
told  her  in  a  few  decided  words,  in  the  lowest  possible 
voice,  that  she  was  not  going  away  till  she  had  taken 
a  properly  respectful  and  affectionate  leave  of  her 
grandfather.  Whereupon  she  knew  further  resistance 
was  of  no  use,  and  going  hastily  to  the  door  of  the 
room,  called  out — - 

“  Good-bye,  then,  grandpapa.” 

“  Ah  !  my  little  beauty,  are  you  there  ?  ”  he  asked, 
in  a  tone  of  bewildered  pleasure,  holding  out  the  one 
hand  he  could  use. 

Elvira  was  forced  to  let  herself  be  held  by  it.  She 
hoped  to  kiss  his  brow,  and  escape  ;  but  the  poor 
knotted  fingers  which  had  once  been  so  strong,  would 
not  let  her  go,  and  she  had  to  endure  many  more  kisses 
and  caresses  and  blessings  than  her  proud  thoughtless 
nature  could  endure  before  she  made  her  escape. 
And  then  “  Cousin  Lisette  ”  insisted  on  a  kiss  for  the 
sake  of  her  dear  mamma  ;  and  Elfie  could  only  exhale 
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her  exasperation  by  rushing  to  the  pony-carriage, 
avoiding  all  kisses  to  her  young  cousins,  taking  the 
driving  seat,  and  whipping  up  the  ponies  more  than 
their  tender-hearted  mistress  would  by  any  means 
have  approved. 

Miss  Ogilvie  abstained  from  either  blame  or  argu¬ 
ment,  knowing  that  it  would  only  make  her  worse  ; 
and  recollecting  the  old  Undine  theory,  wondered 
whether  the  Elf  would  ever  find  her  soul,  and  think 
with  tender  regret  of  the  affection  she  was  spurning. 

The  next  day  the  travellers  started,  sleeping  a 
couple  of  nights  in  Hyde  Corner,  for  convenience  of 
purchases  and  preparations. 

They  were  to  meet  Mrs.  Evelyn  at  the  station ;  but 
Janet,  who  foretold  that  she  would  be  another  Serene 
Highness,  soured  by  having  missed  the  family  title, 
retarded  their  start  till  so  late  that  there  could  be  no 
introduction  on  the  platform  ;  but  seats  had  to  be 
rushed  for,  while  a  servant  took  the  tickets. 

However,  a  tall,  elderly,  military-looking  gentleman 
with  a  great  white  moustache,  was  standing  by  the 
open  door  of  a  carriage. 

“  Miss  Brownlow,”  said  he,  handing  them  in— Babie 
first,  next  Janet,  and  then  Elvira. 

He  then  bowed  to  Miss  Ogilvie,  took  his  seat, 
handed  in  the  appurtenances,  received,  showed,  and 
pocketed  the  tickets,  negotiated  Janet’s  purchase  of 
newspapers,  and  constituted  himself  altogether  cavalier 
to  the  party. 

Sir  James  Evelyn  !  Janet  had  no  turn  for  soldiers, 
and  was  not  gratified  ;  but  Elvira  saw  that  her  blue 
eyes  and  golden  hair  were  producing  the  effect  she 
knew  how  to  trace ;  so  she  was  graciously  pleased  to 
accept  Punch,  and  to  smile  a  bewitching  acceptance  of 
the  seat  assigned  to  her  opposite  to  the  old  general. 

Barbara  was  opposite  to  Mrs.  Evelyn,  and  next  to 
Sydney,  a  girl  a  few  months  older  than  herself,  but 
considerably  taller  and  larger.  Mother  and  daughter 
were  a  good  deal  alike,  save  that  the  girl  was  fresh, 
plump,  and  rosy,  and  the  mother  worn,  with  the  red 
colouring  burnt  as  it  were  into  her  thin  cheeks  Yet 
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both  looked  as  if  smiles  were  no  strangers  to  their  lips, 
though  there  were  lines  of  anxiety  and  sorrow  traced 
round  Mrs.  Evelyn’s  temples.  Their  voices  were 
sweet  and  full,  and  the  elder  lady  spoke  with  a  tender 
intonation  that  inspired  Babie  with  trustful  content 
and  affection,  but  caused  Janet  to  pass  a  mental  ver¬ 
dict  of  “  Sugared  milk  and  water.” 

She  immersed  herself  in  her  Pall  Mall,  and  left 
Babie  to  exchange  scraps  of  intelligence  from  the 
brother’s  letters,  and  compare  notes  on  the  journey. 

By-and-by  Mrs.  Evelyn  retired  into  her  book,  and 
the  two  little  girls  put  their  heads  together  over  a 
newly-arrived  acrostic,  calling  on  Elfie  to  assist  them. 

“  Do  you  like  acrostics  ?  ”  she  said,  peeping  up 
through  her  long  eyelashes  at  the  old  general. 

^  “Oh,  don’t  tease  Uncle  James,”  hastily  interposed 
Sydney,  as  yet  inexperienced  in  the  difference  between 
the  importunities  of  a  merely  nice-looking  niece,  and 
the  blandishments  of  a  brilliant  stranger.  Sir  James 
said  kindly — 

“  What,  my  dear  ?  ” 

And  when  Elvira  replied — 

“  Do  help  us  to  guess  this.  What  does  man  love 
most  below  ?  ”  he  put  on  a  droll  face,  and  answered — 

“  His  pipe.” 

“  O  Uncle  James,  that’s  too  bad,”  cried  Sydney. 

“If  Jock  had  made  this  acrostic,  it  might  be  pipe,” 
said  Babie  ;  “  but  this  is  Armine’s.” 

It  was  thereupon  handed  to  the  elders,  who  read,  in 
a  boyish  hand-writing — 

Twins,  parted  from  tlieir  rocky  nest, 

We  run  our  wondrous  race, 

And  now  in  tumult,  now  at  rest, 

Flash  back  heaven’s  radiant  face. 

1.  While  both  alike  this  name  we  bear, 

And  both  like  life  we  flow, 

2.  And  near  us  nestle  sweet  and  fair 

What  man  most  loves  below. 

Alike  it  is  our  boasted  claim 
To  nurse  the  precious  juice 

3.  That  maddened  erst  the  Theban  dame, 

With  streaming  tresses  loose. 
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4.  The  evening  land  is  sought  by  one 

One  rushes  towards  midday, 

One  to  a  vigil  song  has  run, 

One  heard  Red  Freedom’s  lay. 

Tall  castles,  glorious  battlefields 
Graced,  this  in  ages  past, 

But  now  its  mighty  power  that  yields 

5.  1  o  work  my  busy  last. 


Is  that  your  brother  Armine’s  own  ?  ”  asked  Sir 
James,  surprised.  ^,r 

«al1^iveWRaid  nanet  impressive  carelessness, 
“  Not  Blbus^  aWElvte  ^  rh^es'' 

“He  does  not  think  it  worthwhile,”  said  Janet 
again  absoibing-  herself  in  her  paper,  while  the  public 
united  in  guessing  the  acrostic  ;  and  the  only  objection 
the  exact  General,  who  would  not  allow 
t  lat  the  Marseillaise  was  sung  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Rhone,  and  defended  Ino’s  sobriety. 

Earbara  and  Sydney  1^  upon  those  acrostics  in 
their  tiavellmg  bags  till  they  reached  Folkestone,  and 
haa  grown  intimate  over  them.  Sir  James  looked 
after  the  luggage,  putting  gently  aside  Janet’s  strong- 
minded  attempt  to  watch  over  it,  and  she  only  retained 
her  own  leathern  travelling  case,  where  she  carried 
her  personals,  and  which,  heavy  as  it  was,  she  never 
let  out  of  her  immediate  charge. 

I  hey  all  sat  on  deck,  for  there  was  a  fine  smooth 
summer  sea,  and  no  one  was  deranged  except  the  two 
maids,  whom  every  one  knew  to  be  always  disabled 
on  a  voyage. 


Janet  had  not  long  been  seated,  and  was  only  just 
getting  immersed  in  her  Contemporary,  when  she 
received  a  greeting  which  gratified  her.  It  was  from 
somewhat  of  a  lion,  the  author  of  some  startling  poems 
and  more  startling,  essays  much  Admired  by  Bobus 
who  had  bi  ought  him  to  some  evening  parties  of  his 
mother’s,  not  much  to  her  delectation,  since  there  were 
ugly  stories  as  to  his  private  character.  These  were 
as ci ibed  by  Bobus  to  pious  malevolence,  and  Janet 
had  accepted  the  explanation,  and  cultivated  a  bowing 
acquaintance. 
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Hyde  Corner  was  too  agreeable  a  haunt  to  be 
despised,  and  Janet  owed  her  social  successes  more  to 
her  mother’s  attractions  than  her  own.  Conversation 
began  by  an  inquiry  after  her  brothers,  whose  adven¬ 
tures  had  figured  in  the  papers,  and  it  went  on  to 
Janet’s  own  journey  and  prospects.  Her  companion 
was  able  to  tell  her  much  that  she  wanted  to  know 
about  the  university  of  Zurich,  and  its  facilities  for 
female  study.  He  was  a  well-known  advocate  of 
woman’s  rights,  and  she  scrupled  not  to  tell  him  that 
she  was  inquiring  on  her  own  account.  Many  men 
would  have  been  bored,  and  have  only  sought  to  free 
themselves  from  this  learned  lady,  but  the  present  lion 
was  of  the  species  that  prefer  roaring  to  an  intelligent 
female  audience,  without  the  rough  male  argumenta¬ 
tive  interruption,  and  Janet  thus  made  the  voyage 
with  the  utmost  satisfaction  to  herself. 

Mrs.  Evelyn  asked  Babie  who  her  sister’s  friend 
was.  The  answer  was,  “  Do  you  know,  Elfie  ?  You 
know  so  many  more  gentlemen  than  I  do.” 

“  No,”  replied  Elvira,  “  I  don’t.  He  looks  like  the 
stupid  sort  of  man.” 

“  What  is  the  stupid  sort  of  man  ?  ”  asked  the 
General,  as  she  intended. 

“Oh  !  that  talks  to  Janet.” 

“  Is  everyone  that  talks  to  Janet  stupid  ?  ” 

“  Of  course,”  said  Elvira.  “  They  only  go  on  about 
stupid  things  no  better  than  lessons.” 

Sir  James  laughed  at  her  arch  look,  and  shook  his 
head  at  her,  but  then  made  a  tour  among  the  other 
passengers,  leaving  her  pouting  a  little  at  his  desertion. 
On  his  return,  he  sat  down  by  his  sister-in-law  and 
mentioned  a  name,  which  made  her  start  and  glance 
an  inquiry  whether  she  heard  aright.  Then  as  he 
bent  his  head  in  affirmation,  she  asked,  “  Is  there 
anything  to  be  done  ?  ” 

“  It  is  only  for  the  crossing,  and  she  is  quite  old 
enough  to  take  care  of  herself.” 

“And  it  is  evidently  an  established  acquaintance, 
for  which  I  am  not  responsible,”  murmured  Mrs. 
Evelyn  to  herself. 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD.  33 r 

__ ,?e  ^as  in  PerPlexity  about  these  friends  of  her 

pj.  ,  Ev<?r  s}nce  Ceci1  had  been  at  Eton,  his  beloved 
Biownlow  had  seemed  to  be  his  evil  genius  whose  E 
Auence  none  of  his  resolutions  or  promises ^ould  fm  a 
moment  withstand.  If  she  had  a  rted  „  * 

j  udgment,  Cecil  would  never  have  returned  to  Eton  Tut 

the  dltact Trl0'  h“  rem°Va1’ 

e  aistoiace  of  the  champagne  supper  unretrieved  • 

and  his  penitent  letter  had  moved  her  greatly.  Trust¬ 
ing  much  to  her  elder  son  and  to  Dr.  Medhcott  she 
had  permitted  the  party  to  continue  together  feeliit 

boy  inThoL  n  f  deaHl  t0that  otbcf  fatherless 
ooy  in  whom  Duke  was  so  much  interested  •  and 

now  she  was  going  out  to  judge  for  herself  and  Sir 

James  had  undertaken  to  escort  her  that  thev 

might  together  come  to  a  decision  whether  "the  two 

friends  were  likely  to  be  doing  one  another  or 

Mrs.  Evelyn  had  lived  chiefly  in  the  countrv 
her  husband’s  death,  and  knew  nothing  of  Mrs  Joseph 
Brownlow  So  she  looked  with  anxiety  for'  ndica 
tionS  of  the  t0ne  of  the  family  who  had  captivated 
not  only  Cecil  but  Fordham,  and  seemed  in  a  fair 
way  of  doing  the  same  by  Sydney.  The  two  hats 
brown  and  black,  were  almost  locked  together  all  the 
voyage  and  indeed  the  feather  of-  one  once  became 
entangled  with  the  crape  of  the  other,  so  that  they  had 
to  be  extricated  from  above.  There  was  perhaps  a 

C  fcle  maternal  anxiety  at  this  absorption  ;  but  as 
bydney  was  sure  to  pour  out  everything  at  night  her 
mother  could  let  things  take  their  course,  and  watch 
hei  delight  m  expanding,  after  being  long  shut  up  in 
a  melancholy  house  without  young  companions. 

Elvira  had  a  tone  of  arch  simplicity  which  in  such 

m°,St  ^Wfand  she  was  in 
high  spirits  with  the  pleasure  of  being  with  new 

people,  away  from  her  schoolroom  and  from  England 
neither  of  which  she  loved,  so  she  chattered  amiably 

S?r  jainesin^  y’  entertainec*  Mrs.  Evelyn,  and  fascinated 
Janet  and  her  companion  were  less  complacently 
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regarded.  Certainly  the  girl  (though  less  ancient¬ 
looking  at  twenty-one  than  at  fourteen)  had  the  an  o 
one  well  used  to  independence,  so  that  she  was  no 
great  subject  for  responsibility ;  but  she  gave  no 
favourable  impression,  and  was  at  no  pains  to  do  so. 
When  she  rejoined  the  party,  Mrs.  Evelyn  asked 
whether  she  had  known  that  gentleman  long. 

“  He  is  a  friend  of  my  brother  Robert,”  she 
answered.  “  Shall  I  introduce  you  ?” 

Mrs.  Evelyn  declined  in  a  quiet  civil  tone,  that 
provoked  a  mental  denunciation  of  hei  as  sti  ait-laced 
and  uncharitable,  and  as  soon  as  the  gentleman 
returned  to  the  neighbourhood,  Janet  again  sought  his 
company,  let  him  escort  her  ashore,  and  only  came 
back  to  the  others  in  the  refreshment-room,  whither 
she  brought  a  copy  of  a  German  periodical  which  he 
had  lent  her.  With  much  satisfaction  Mrs.  Evelyn 
filled  the  railway  carriage  with  her  own  party,  so 
that  there  was  no  room  for  any  addition  to  their 
number.  Nor  indeed  did  they  see  any  more  of  their 
unwelcome  fellow-traveller,  since  he  was  bound  for 
the  Hotel  du  Louvre,  and,  to  Janet’s  undisguised 
chagrin,  rooms  were  already  engaged  at  the  Hotel 
Castiglione. 

They  came  too  late  for  the  table  d'hote,  and  partook 
of  an  extemporised  nleal  in  their  sitting-room  imme¬ 
diately  on  their  arrival,  as  the  start  was  to  be  early. 
Then  it  was  that  Janet  missed  her  bag,  her  precious 
bag  !  Delrio  was  sent  all  over  the  house  to  make 
inquiries  whether  it  had  been  taken  to  any  other 
person’s  room,  but  in  vain.  Mrs.  Evelyn  said  she  had 
last  seen  it  when  they  took  their  seats  on  board  the 
steamer. 

“  Yes,”  added  Elvira,  “you  left  it  there  wheri  you 
went  to  walk  up  and  down  with  that  gentleman.” 

“  Then  why  did  not  you  take  care  of  it  ?  I  don’t 
mean  Elfie — nobody  expects  her  to  be  of  any  use  ; 
but  you,  Babie  ?  ” 

“You  never  told  me  !  ”  gasped  Babie,  aghast. 

“You  ought  to  have  seen  ;  but  you  never  think  of 
anything  but  your  own  chatter.” 
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kindlviS  «  HeJy  illCOUVenient  ,loss."  Mrs.  Evelyn, 

<<t  '1  H  C  y0U  sent  to  the  station  ?  ”  7 

1  shall,  as  soon  as  I  am  satisfied  that  it  is  not 
here  I  can  send  out  for  the  things  I  want  for  use  • 

my  £yse'are  b°0kS  a‘ld  °{  <*pc£&  Zi 
•wSt&f  c™d  Bab- 

JaneT°sha,$yUld  ’’aVe  attended  t0  k’  said 

Delrio  knocked  at  the  door  with  an  account  of  her 
lsuccessful  mission  and  Sir  Janies,  little  as  the 

sendmo-  to^tl  deser^ed  k>  concerned  himself  about 

coming  there6  f f l°n’  f”d  lf  the  ba&  were  not  forth¬ 
coming  there,  telegraphing  to  Boulogne  the  first 

thing  m  the  morning.  st 

instmcdniantht  ^  Particulars  and  volubly 

mstiucting  the  commissionaire,  Mrs.  Evelyn  saw 

Babie’s  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  her  throat  swellino- 

Z  clZpTld  sobs-  ■  She,held  out  an  arm  and  d^ 

the  child  to  her,  saying  kindly,  “I  am  sure  you 

Tskad  mTdear-"  “*  °f  bag  if  S'0"  had  b«” 
“It’s  not  that,  thank  you,”  said  Babie,  laying  her 
head  on  the  kind  shoulder,  “  for  I  don’t  think  it  was 

It  E^he  kebU  fT°th7  WlU  bC  S°  SOn'y  for  her  key. 

It  is  the  key  of  her  davenport,  and  father’s  picture  is 

there,  and  grandmamma’s,  and  the  card  with  all  our 

haiis,  and  she  will  be  so  sorry.” 

And  Babie  cried  the  natural  tears  of  a  tired  child 
hom  anything  would  overcome  after  her  long  ab¬ 
sence  from  her  mother.  Mrs.  Evelyn  saw  how  it 
d  as,  and,  as  delrio  was  entirely  occupied  with  the 
hue  and  cry,  she  herself  took  the  little  girl  away,  and 
c  ped  her  to  bed,  tenderly  soothing  and  comforting 
her,  and  finding  her  various  needments.  Amoim 
them  were  her  “little  books,”  but  they  could  not  be 
found,  and  her  eyes  looked  much  too  tired  to  use 
them,  especially  as  the  loss  again  brought  the  ready 
moisture  “My  head  feels  so  funny,  I  can’t  think  of 
anything,  she  said. 
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“  Shall  I  do  as  I  used  when  Sydney  was  little  ? 
and  Mrs.  Evelyn  knelt  down  with  her,  and  said  one 
or  two  short  prayers. 

Babie  murmured  her  thanks,  nestled  up  to  her  and 
kissed  her,  but  added  imploringly,  “  My  Psalm. 
Armie  and  I  always  say  our  Psalm  at  bed-time 
and  think  of  each  other.  He  did  it  out  on  the 
moraine.” 

“  Will  it  do  if  you  lie  down  and  I  say  it  to  you  ?  ” 

There  was  another  fond,  grateful  nestling  kiss,  and 
some  of  the  Psalms  were  gone  through  in  the  soft, 
full  cadences  of  a  voice  that  had  gained  unconscious 
pathos  by  having  many  times  used  them  as  a  trustful 
lullaby  to  a  weary  sufferer. 

If  Babie  heard  the  end,  it  was  in  the  sweetness  of 
sleep,  and  when  Mrs.  Evelyn  left  her,  it  was  with  far 
less  judicial  desire  to  inquire  into  the  subject  of  that 
endless  conversation  which  had  lasted,  with  slight 
intermission,  from  London  to  Paris.  She  was  not 
long  left  in  ignorance,  for  no  sooner  had  Sydney  been 
assured  that  nothing  ailed  Barbara  but  fatigue,  than 
she  burst  out,  “  Mamma,  she  is  the  nicest  girl  I 
ever  saw.” 

“  Do  you  like  her  better  than  Elvira  ?  ” 

“  Of  course  I  do,”  most  emphatically.  “  Mamma, 
she  loves  Sir  Kenneth  of  the  Leopard  as  much  as 
I  do.” 

Mrs.  Evelyn  was  satisfied.  While  Sir  Kenneth  of 
the  Leopard  remained  the  object  of  the  young  ladies’ 
passion,  there  was  not  much  fear  of  any  nonsense  that 
was  not  innocent  and  happy. 

No  news  of  the  bag.  Janet  was  disposed  to  go 
back  herself  or  send  Delrio,  but  Sir  James  declared 
this  impossible ;  nor  would  the  Evelyns  consent  to 
disturb  the  plan  of  the  journey,  and  disappoint  those 
who  expected  them  at  Engelberg  on  Saturday  by 
waiting  at  Paris  for  tidings.  Janet  in  vain  told  herself 
that  she  was  not  under  their  control,  and  tried  to 
remain  behind  by  herself  with  her  maid.  They  had 
a  quiet,  high-bred  decisive  way  of  taking  things  for 
granted,  and  arranging  for  her  and  she  found  herself 
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unable  to  resist  ;  but  whenever,  in  after  times  she 

z%7f‘:iz*™inded  of  her  loss' she  -w- 

Mrs^F  b1  lg  > t;  ,gentle  courtesy  and  unselfishness  won 

i«raSs  ehvr'  ^  She  “d  -re  as 

In  fact  Sydney  had  been  made  free  of  Jotapata 

vemsw  th  tahedr0-manCfe  had  bfen  g°ing  °n  aI1  these 
is  with  the  elision  of  several  generations  ;  because 

though  few  members  of  the  family  were  allowed  to 

see  their  twenty-fifth  year,  it  was  impossible  to 

squeeze  them  all  mto  the  crusading  times  •  and 

1  esides  the  reigning  favourites  must  be  treated  ’to  an 

adventure  with  Coeur  de  Lion. 

Even  thus  abridged,  it  bade  fair  to  last  throughout 
ie  journey,  both  the  little  maidens  being  sufficiently 
experienced  travellers  to  care  little  for  the  sights 

totHl  Jr  lailway’  and  bein£  onJy  stimulated 
o  talk  and  listen  the  more  eagerly  when  interrupted 

by  such  trifles  as  meals,  companions,  and  calls  to  look 
at  objects  far  less  interesting. 

TJ  Look>  my  dears  i  we  are  coming  to  the  mountains. 

1  here  is  the  first  snowy  head.” 

.  es>  mamrr>a,”  but  the  hats  were  together  again 
in  the  corner.  5 

“  Co,^e’  SydneL  don’t  lose  this  wonderful  winding- 
valley. 

I  see,  Uncle  James.  Beautiful !  ”  popping  back 
instantly  with,  “Go  on,  Babie,  dear.  '  How  did  Sir 
Gilbert  get  them  out  of  that  horrid  defile  full  of 
I  urks  ?  It  is  true,  you  said.” 

•  J  T1U f  that  Louis  VII.  and  Queen  Eleanor  got 
mto  that  dreadful  mess.  Armine  found  it  in  Sismondi 
but  nobody  knew  who  Sir  Gilbert  was  except  our¬ 
selves  ;  and  we  are  quite  sure  he  was  Sir  Gilbert  of 
the  Ermine,  the  son  of  the  brother  who  thought  it 
his  duty  to  stay  at  home.” 

“  Sir  Philibert  ?  Oh,  yes  !  I  know.” 

There  are  some  verses  about  the  Iconium  Pass, 
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written  out  in  our  spotted  book,  but  I  can  say  some 
of  them.” 

“  Oh,  do  !  ” 

‘ 1  1  The  rock  is  steep,  the  gorge  is  deep. 

Mount  Joye  St.  Denys  ; 

But  King  Louis  bold  his  way  doth  hold, 

Mount  Joye  St.  Denys. 

Ho  ho,  the  ravine  is  narrow  I  ween, 

Lah  billah  el  billah,  hurrah. 

Tire  hills  near  and  far  the  Frank’s  way  do  bar, 

Lah  billah  el  billah,  hurrah.’ 

“It  ought  to  be  'Allah  el  Allah,’  but  you  know 
that  really  does  mean  a  holy  name,  and  Armine 
thought  we  ought  not  to  have  it.  It  was  delightful 
making  the  ballad,  for  all  the  Christian  verses  have 
'  Mount  Joye  St.  Denys’  in  the  different  lines,  and  all 
the  Turkish  ones  ‘  Lah  billah,’  till  Sir  Gilbert  comes 
in,  and  then  his  war-cry  does  instead — 

“  1  On,  on,  ye  Franks,  hew  down  their  ranks, 

Up,  merry  men,  for  the  Ermine  ! 

For  Christian  right  ’gainst  Pagan  might, 

Up,  merry  men,  for  the  Ermine  !’ 

but  one  day  Jock  got  hold  of  it,  and  wrote  a  parody 
on  it.” 

“  Oh  what  a  shame  !  Weren’t  you  very  angry  ?  ” 

“  It  was  so  funny,  one  could  not  help  laughing. 

“  ‘  Come  on,  old  Turk,  you’ll  find  hot  work — 

Pop  goes  the  weasel  ! 

They  cut  and  run  ;  my  eyes,  what  fun  ! — 

Pop  goes  the  weasel !  ’  ” 

“  How  could  you  bear  it  ?  I  won’t  hear  a  bit 
more.  It  is  dreadful.” 

“  Miss  Ogilvie  says  if  one  likes  a  thing  very  much, 
parodies  don’t  hurt  one’s  love,”  said  Babie. 

“  But  what  did  Sir  Gilbert  do  ?  ” 

“He  rode  up  to  where  Louis  was  standing  with 
his  back  against  a  rock,  and  dismounted  savin°' 
‘My  liege - ’”  ’  7  * 

“  I  thought  he  was  an  Englishman  ?  ” 
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“Oh,  but  you  always  called  a  king  'my  liege’ 
whoever  you  were.  ‘My  liege/  he  said _ ” 

“  Look  at  that  charming  little  church  tower.” 

“  I  see,  thank  you.” 

“I  see,  Uncle  James.  No,  thank  you,  I  don’t 
want  to  look  out  any  more.  I  saw  it.  Well  Babie 
‘  My  liege - ’  ”  ’  ’ 

“Never  mind,  James,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn  “one 
can  t  be  more  than  in  Elysium.” 

There  were  fewer  conveniences  for  the  siege  on  the 
last  day  of  the  journey,  when  railroads  were  no  more  • 
but  something  could  be  done  on  board  the  steamer  in 
spite  of  importunities  from  those  who  thought  it  a 
duty  to  look  _  at  the  shores  of  the  Lake  of  Lucerne, 
when  anival  became  imminent,  happy  anticipa¬ 
tion  inclined  Barbara  to  a  blissful  silence.  Mrs. 
Evelyn  saw  her  great  hazel  eyes  shining  like  stars, 
and  began  to  prefer  the  transparent  mask  of  that 
ardent  little  soul  to  the  external  beauty  which  made 
Elvira  a  continual  study  for  an  artist. 

CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE  ANGEL  MOUNTAIN. 

To  your  eager  prayer,  the  Voice 

Makes  awful  answer,  “  Come  to  Me.” 

Once  for  all  now  seal  your  choice 
With  Christ  to  tread  the  boisterous  sea. 

Keble. 

The  Leukerbad  section  of  the  party  had  only  three 
days’  start  of  the  others,  for  Jock  was  not  released 
till  after  a  whole  month’s  course  of  the  baths,  and 
Armine’s  state  fluctuated  so  much  that  the  journey 
would  not  have  been  sooner  possible. 

It  had  been  a  trying  time.  While  Dr.  Medlicott 
thought  he  could  not  rouse  Mrs.  Brownlow  to  the 
sense  of  the  little  fellow’s  precarious  condition,  deadly 
alarm  lay  couched  in  the  bottom  of  her  heart,  only 
kept  at  bay  by  defiantly  cheerful  plans  and  sanguine 
talk. 

Then  Jock  was  depressed,  and  at  his  age  (and,  alas  I 
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at  many  others)  being  depressed  means  being  cross, 
and  very  cross  he  was  to  his  mother  and  his  friend, 
and  occasionally  to  his  brother,  who,  in  some  moods, 
seemed  to  him  merely  a  rival  invalid  and  candidate 
for  attention,  and  whom  he  now  and  then  threatened 
with  becoming  as  frightful  a  muff  as  Fordham.  He 
missed  Johnny,  too,  and  perhaps  longed  after  Eton. 
He  was  more  savage  to  Cecil  than  to  any  one  else, 
treating  his  best  attentions  with  growls,  railings,  and 
occasionally  showers  of  slippers,  books,  and  cushions, 
but,  strange  as  it  sounds,  the  friendship  only  seemed 
cemented  by  this  treatment,  and  this  devoted  slave 
evidently  preferred  being  abused  by  Jock  to  being 
made  much  of  by  any  one  else. 

The  regimen  was  very  disagreeable  to  his  English 
habits,  and  the  tedium  of  the  place  was  great.  His 
mother  thought  it  quite  enough  to  account  for  his 
captiousness,  and  the  doctor  said  it  was  recovery,  but 
no  one  guessed  how  much  was  due  to  the  good  re¬ 
solutions  he  had  made  on  the  moraine  and  ratified 
with  Cecil.  To  no  one  else  had  he  spoken,  but  all  the 
more  for  his  reserve  did  he  feel  himself  bound  by  the 
sense  of  the  shame  and  dishonour  of  falling  back  from 
vows  made  in  the  time  of  danger.  No  one  else  was 
aware  of  it,  but  John  Lucas  Brownlow  was  not  of  a 
character  to  treat  a  promise  or  a  resolution  lightly. 
If  he  could  have  got  out  of  his  head  the  continual 
echo  of  the  two  lines  about  the  monastic  intentions  of 
a  certain  personage  when  sick,  he  would  have  been 
infinitely  better  tempered. 

For  to  poor  Jock  steadiness  appeared  renunciation 
of  all  “jest  and  youthful  jollity,”  and  religion  seemed 
tedious  endurance  of  what  might  be  important,  but, 
like  everything  important,  was  to  him  very  wearisome 
and  uninteresting.  To  him  all  zest  and  pleasure  in 
life  seemed  extinguished,  and  he  would  have  preferred 
leaving  Eton,  where  he  must  change  his  habits  and 
amaze  his  associates.  Indeed,  he  was  between  hopino' 
and  fearing  that  all  this  would  there  seem  folly.  But 
then  he  would  break  his  word,  the  one  thing  that  poor 
half-heathen  Jock  truly  cared  about. 
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„n51era!?ime  he  Was  keePing  k  as  best  lie  knew  how 
.  1  ’  th5  circumstances,  by  minding  his  prayers  more 

partofthed  CVerdone  before,  trying  to  attend  when 
pait  of  the  service  was  read  on  Sundays,  and  endea- 

vounng  to  follow  the  Evelyn  sabbaticaUode,  but  only 
succeeding  in  making  himself  more  dreary  and  savage 
on  Sunday  than  on  any  other  day. 

By  easy  journeys  they  arrived  at  Engelberg  early 

the  and  f°Und  Pleasant  rooms  ^ 

the  laige  hotel,  looking  out  in  front  on  the  grand  old 

monastery,  once  the  lord  of  half  the  Canton,  and  in 

the  rear  upon  pine-woods,  leading  up  to  a  snow- 

u owned  summit.  The  delicious  scent  seemed  to 

bring  mvigoration  in  at  the  windows. 

However,  Jock  and  Armine  were  both  tired  enough 

o  be  sent  to  bed,  if  not  to  sleep,  immediately  after 

the  as  yet,  scantily  filled  table  d'hote.  The  former 

was  lying  dreamily  listening  to  the  evening  bells  of 

the  monastery,  when  Cecil  came  in,  looking  diffident 

and  hesitating. 

“I  say,  Jock,”  he  began,  “did  you  see  that  old 
clergyman  at  the  table  d’hote ?” 

“  Was  there  one  ?  ” 

k  cj  ’  4^ld  tk,ere  is  to  be  a  Celebration  on  Sunday.” 

!  1  hen  Armine  can  have  his  wish.” 

“  Fordham  has  been  getting  the  old  cleric  to  talk 
to  your  mother  about  it.” 

Armine  was  unconfirmed.  The  other  two  had  been 
confirmed  just  before  Easter,  but  on  the  great  Sunday 
Jock  had  followed  his  brother  Robert’s  example  and 
turned  away.  He  had  recollected  the  omission  on 
tnat  terrible  night,  and  when  after  a  pause  Cecil  said 
Do  you  mean  to  stay  ?  ”  he  answered  rather  snap¬ 
pishly,  I  suppose  so.” 

« n  \  fonciecV’  said  Cecil,  with  wistful  hesitation, 
that  if  we  were  together  it  would  be  a  kind  of  seal 
to - 

Jock  actually  forced  back  the  words,  “Don’t 
humbug,  which  were  not  his  own,  but  his  ill-temper’s 
and  managed  to  reply — 

“  Well,  what  ?  ” 
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“  Being  brothers  in  arms,”  replied  Cecil,  with  shy 
earnestness  that  touched  the  better  part  of  Jock,  and 
he  made  a  sound  of  full  assent,  letting  Cecil,  who  had 
a  turn  for  sentiment,  squeeze  his  hand. 

He  lay  with  a  thoughtful  eye,  trying  to  recall 
some  of  the  good  seed  his  tutor  had  tried  to  sow  on 
a  much-trodden  way-side,  very  ready  for  the  birds 
of  the  air.  The  outcome  was — 

“  I  say,  Evelyn,  have  you  any  book  of  preparation  ? 
Mine  is — I  don’t  know  where.” 

Neither  his  mother,  nor  Reeves,  nor,  to  do  him 
justice,  Cecil  himself,  would  have  made  such  an 
omission  in  his  packing,  and  he  was  heartily  glad 
to  fetch  his  manual,  feeling  Jock’s  reformation  his 
own  security  in  the  ways  which  he  really  preferred. 

Poor  Jock,  who,  whatever  he  was,  was  real  in  all  his 
ways,  and  could  not  lead  a  double  life,  as  his  friend 
too  often  did,  read  and  tried  to  fulfil  the  injunctions  of 
the  book,  but  only  became  more  confused  and  unhappy 
than  ever.  Yet  still  he  held  on,  in  a  blind  sort  of 
way,  to  his  resolution.  He  had  undertaken  to  be 
good,  he  meant  therefore  to  communicate,  and  he 
believed  he  repented,  and  would  lead  a  new  life — if — 
if  he  could  bear  it. 

His  next  confidence  was — 

“  I  say,  Cecil,  can  )/ou  get  me  some  writing  things  ? 
We — at  least  I — ought  to  write  and  tell  my  tutor  that 
I  am  sony  about  that  supper.” 

“  Well,  he  was  rather  a  beast.” 

“  I  think,”  said  Jock,  who  had  the  most  capacity 
for  seeing  things  from  other  people’s  point  of  view, 
“  we  did  enough  to  put  him  in  a  wax.  It  was 
more  through  me  than  any  one  else,  and  I  shall 
write  at  once,  and  get  it  off  my  mind  before  to¬ 
morrow.” 

“Very  well.  If  you’ll  write,  I’ll  sign,”  said  Cecil. 
“  Mother  said  I  ought  when  I  saw  her  in  London,  but 
she  didn’t  order  me.  She  said  she  left  it  to  my  proper 
feeling.” 

“  And  you  hadn’t  any  ?  ” 

“  I  was  going  to  stick  by  you,”  said  Cecil,  rather 
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"Si"'1  J°Ck  reWarded  him  something 

“  What  a  donkey  you  can  be  !  ” 

However, _  with  many  writhings  and  grunt  in  ns  the 
letter  was  indited,  and  Jock  was  as  much  wearied 
out  as  if  he  had  taken  a  long  walk  so  that  his 
mother  feared  that  Engelberg  was  going  to  d  s- 
agree  with  him.  He  had  not  energy  enoSgh  to  yo 
out  in  the  evening  of  Saturday  to  meet  the  new 

cf\rJIa  Sf  but ;  stayed  with  Armine,  who  was  in  a 
state  of  restless  joy  and  excitement,  marvelling  at 

1.1m,  and  provoking  him  by  this  surprise  as  if  it  were 
censure. 

With  his  forehead  against  the  window,  Armine 
watched  and  did  his  utmost  to  repress  the  eagerness 
that  seemed  to  irritate  his  brother,  and  at  last  gave 
vent  to  an  irrepressible  hurrah. 

j T!lere  tbe3f  are!  Cecil  has  got  his  sister!  Oh! 
and  there  she  is  !  Babie— holding  on  to  mother,  and 
that  must  be  Mrs.  Evelyn  with  Fordham— and  there’s 
Elf  making  up  already  to  the  Doctor !  Aren’t  you 
coming  down,  Jock  ?”  * 

“  N°*i  \lrl  don,t  want  to  see  you  make  a  fool  of 
yourself  before  everybody  !— I  say— you’ll  have  to 
come  up  stairs  again,  you  know!  Shut  the  door  I 
say .  shouted  Jock,  as  he  found  Armine  deaf  to  all 
his  expostulations,  and  then  getting  up,  he  banged  it 
himself,  and  then  shuffling  back  to  the  sofa,  put  his 
hands  over  his  face  and  exclaimed,  “There'  What 
an  eternal  brute  I  am  !” 

A  few  moments  more  and  the  door  was  open  again, 
and  Cecil,  with  his  arm  round  his  sister,  thrust  her 
forwards,  exclaiming — 

“  Here  he  is,  Syd.” 

Jock  had  recovered  his  gentlemanly  manners  enough 
to  shake  hands  courteously,  as  well  as  to  receive  and 
1  etui  n  Babies  kiss,  when  she  and  Armine  staggered  in 
together,  reeling  under  their  weight  of  delight.  Janet 
kissed  him  too,  and  then,  scanning  both  brothers, 
observed  to  her  mother — 

a  think  Lucas  is  the  more  altered  of  the  two " 
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In  which  sentiment  Elvira  seemed  to  agree,  for  she 
put  her  hands  behind  her  and  exclaimed  - 

“  O  Jock,  you  do  look  such  a  fright ;  I  never  knew 
how  like  Janet  you  were  !  ” 

“  You  are  letting  every  one  know  what  a  spiteful 
little  Elf  you  can'  be,”  returned  Janet,  indignantly. 

“  Can’t  you  give  poor  Jock  a  kinder  greeting  ?  ” 

Whereupon  the  Elf  put  on  a  cunning  look  of  inno¬ 
cence  and  said — - 

“  I  didn’t  know  it  was  unkind  to  say  he  was  like 
you,  Janet.” 

The  Evelyn  pair  had  gone — after  this  introduction 
of  Jock  and  Sydney— to  their  own  sitting-room,  which 
opened  out  of  that  of  the  Brownlows,  and  the  door  was 
soon  unclosed,  for  the  two  families  meant  to  make  up 
only  one  party.  The  two  mothers  seemed  as  if  they 
had  been  friends  of  old  standing,  and  Mrs.  Evelyn 
was  looking  with  delighted  wonder  at  her  eldest  son, 
who  had  gained  much  in  flesh  and  in  vigour  ever 
since  Dr.  Medlicott’s  last  and  most  successful  prescrip¬ 
tion  of  a  more  pressing  subject  of  interest  than  his 
own  cough. 

She  had  an  influence  about  her  that  repressed  all 
discords  in  her  presence,  and  the  evening  was  a  cheer¬ 
ful  and  happy  one,  leaving  a  soothing  sense  upon  all. 

Then  came  the  awakening  to  the  sounds  of  the 
monastery  bells,  and  in  due  time  the  small  English 
congregation  assembled,  and  one  at  least  was  trying 
to  force  an  attention  that  had  freely  wandered  ever 
before. 

The  preacher  was  the  chance  visitor,  an  elderly 
clergyman  with  silvery  hair.  He  spoke  extempore 
from  Job  xxviii. 

Where  shall,  wisdom  be  found  ? 

And  where  is  the  place  of  understanding  ? 

Man  knoweth  not  the  price  thereof.; 

Neither  is  it  found  in  the  land  of  the  living. 

The  depth  saith,  “  It  is  not  in  me 

And  the  sea  saith,  “It  is  not  with  me.” 

It  cannot  be  gotten  for  gold. 

Neither  shall  silver  be  weighed  for  the  price  thereof. 

What  he  said  was  unlike  any  sermon  the  young 
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peop!e  had  heard  before.  It  began  with  a  description 
ot  the  alchemist’s  labours,  seeking  for  ever  for  the  one 
gieat  arcanum,  falling  by  the  way  upon  numerous 
precious  discoveries,  yet  never  finding  the  one  secret 
which  would  have  rendered  all  common  things  capable 
of  being  made  of  priceless  value.  He  drew  this  quest 
mto  a  parable  of  man’s  search  for  the  One  Great  Good, 
he  wisdom  that  is  the  one  thing  necessary  to  give 
weight,  worth,  and  value  to  the  life  which,  without  it, 
is  vanity  of  vanities.  Many  a  choice  gift  of  thought’ 
of  science,  of  philosophy,  of  beauty,  of  poetry,  has 
been  brought  to  light  in  its  time  by  the  seekers,  but 
m  vain.  All  rang  empty,  hollow,  and  heartless,  like 
sounding  brass  or  tinkling  cymbal,  till  the  secret 
should  be  won.  And  it  is  no  unattainable  secret.  It 
is  the  love  of  Christ  that  truly  turneth  all  things  into 
nne  gold.  One  who  has  attained  that  love  has  the 
tiue  transmuting  and  transforming  power  of  m  akin  a- 
ife  golden,  golden  in  brightness,  in  purity,  in  value,  so 
as  to  be  “  a  present  for  a  mighty  King.” 

Then  followed  a  description  of  the  glory  and  worth 
of  the  true,  noble,  faithful  manhood  of  a  “  happy 
warrior,”  ever  going  forward  and  carrying  through 
achievements  for  the  love  of  the  Great  Captain.  Each 
in  turn,  the  piotector  of  the  weak,  the  redresser  of 
uiong,  the  patiiot,  the  warrior,  the  scholar,  the  philo¬ 
sopher,  the  parent,  the  wife,  the  sister,  or  the  child, 
the  healthful  or  the  sick,  whoever  has  that  one  con¬ 
straining  secret,  the  love  of  Christ,  has  his  service 
even  here,  whether  active  or  passive,  veritably  golden, 
the  fruit  unto  holiness,  the  end  everlasting  life. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  cluster  of  young  faces  that  led 
the  pieachei  thus  to  speak,  and  as  he  went  on,  he 
must  have  met  the  earnest  and  responsive  eyes  that 
aie  suie  to.  animate  a  speaker,  and  the  power  and 
beauty  of  his  words  struck  every  one.  To  the  Evelyns 
it  was  a  new  and  beautiful  allegory  on  a  familiar  idea. 
Janet  was  divided  between  discomfort  at  allusions 
reminding  her  of  her  secret,  and  on  criticisms  of  the 
description  of  .alchemy.  Her  mother’s  heart  beat  as  if 
she  were  hearing  an  echo  of  her  husband’s  thoughts 
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about  his  Magnum  Bonum.  Little  Armine  was 
thrilled  as,  in  the  awe  of  drawing  near  to  his  first 
Communion,  this  golden  thread  of  life  was  put  into 
his  hand.  But  it  was  Jock  to  whom  that  discourse 
came  like  a  beam  of  light  into  a  dark  place.  When 
upon  the  dreary  vista  of  dull  abnegation  on  which  he 
had  been  dwelling  for  a  month  past,  came  this  vision 
of  the  beauty,  activity,  victory,  and  glory  of  true 
manhood,  as  something  attainable,  his  whole  soul 
swelled  and  expanded  with  joyful  enthusiasm.  The 
future  that  he  had  embraced  as  lead  had  become 
changed  to  gold  !  Thus  the  whole  ensuing  service 
was  to  him  a  continuation  of  that  blessed  hopeful 
dedication  of  himself  and  all  his  powers.  It  was  as 
if  from  being  a  monk,  he  had  become  a  Red  Cross 
Knight  of  the  Hospital.  Yet,  after  his  soiled,  spoiled, 
reckless  boyhood,  how  could  that  grand  manhood 
be  attained  ? 

Later  in  the  afternoon,  when  the  denizens  of  the 
hotel  had  gone  their  several  ways,  some  to  look  and 
listen  at  Benediction  in  the  Convent  church,  some  to 
climb  through  the  pine-woods  to  the  Alp,  some  to 
saunter  and  rest  among  the  nearer  trees,  the  clergyman, 
with  his  Greek  Testament  in  his  hand,  was  sitting  on 
a  seat  under  one  of  the  trees,  enjoying  the  calm  of  one 
of  his  few  restful  Sundays  ;  when  he  heard  a  move¬ 
ment,  and  beheld  the  pale  thin  lad,  who  still  walked  so 
lame,  who  had  been  so  silent  at  the  table  d'hote ,  and 
whose  dark  eyes  had  looked  up  with  such  intensity  of 
interest,  that  he  had  more  than  once  spoken  to  them. 

“  You  are  tired,”  said  the  clergyman,  kindly  making 
room  for  him. 

“  Thanks,”  said  the  boy,  mechanically  moving 
forward,  but  then  pausing  as  he  leant  on  his  stick, 
and  his  eyes  suddenly  dimmed  with  tears  as  he 
said,  “  Oh,  sir,  if  you  would  only  tell  me'  how  to 
begin - ” 

“  Begin  what  ?  ”  said  the  old  man,  holding  out  his 
hand. 

“To  turn  it  to  gold,”  said  Jock.  "  Can  I,  after  being 
the  mad  fool  I’ve  been  ?” 
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Dr  for.more  than  an  hour;  even  till 

handMon lhT  1’  CTmF,  °Wn  fmm  the  A1P'  laid  his 
hand  on  Jocks  shoulder,  and  told  him  the  evening 

chill  was  coming,  and  he  must  sit  still  no  longer.  And 

w  len  the  boy  looked  up,  the  restless  weary  distress  of 
nis  tace  was  gone. 

of{Zk  nTr  S-fV  that,  ?ld  clefgyman  again,  nor  heard 
of  him,  unless  it  were  his  death  that  he  read  of  in  the 

of  FeLS1fhm°nth.llater-  But  he  never  heard  the  name 
ol  Lngelberg  without  an  echo  of  the  parting  benedic¬ 
tion,  and  feeling  that  to  him  it  had  indeed  been  an 
Angel  mountain. 

llad  been  a  llaPPy  day  to  several  others.  Cecil 
cdtei  ten  minutes  with  his  mother,  which  filled  her 
with  hope  and  thankfulness,  had  gone  to  show  his 
sister  the  charms  of  the  place,  and  Armine  and  Babie, 
on  a  sheltered  seat,  were  free  to  pour  out  their  hearts 
to  one  another,  ranging  from  the  heights  of  pure 
chilchsh  wisdom  to  its  depths  of  blissful  ignorance 

the  futuTe  f°  ^  ^  thCy  talked  over  tlle  Past  and 


Armine  knew  there  was  no  chance  of  an  immediate 
and  entire  recovery  for  him,  and  this  was  a  severe 
stioke  to  Babie,  who  was  quite  unprepared.  And  as 
her  face  began  to  draw  up  with  tears  near  the  surface, 
he  hugged  her  close,  and  consolingly  whispered  that 
now  they  would  be  together  always,  he  should  not 
nave  to  go  away  from  his  own  dear  Babie  Bunting 
and  there  was  a  little  kissing  match,  ending  by  Babie 
saying,  disconsolately,  “  But  you  did  like  Eton  so,  and 
you  were  going  to  get  the  Newcastle  and  the  Prince 
Consorts  prize,  and  to  be  in  the  eleven  and  all — and 
you  were  so  sure  of  a  high  remove  !  Oh,  dear  !  ”  and 
she  let  her  head  drop  on  his  shoulder,  and  was  almost 
crying  again. 

•B>°n  d  ,d°n  .  -Pah'6  •'  or  you’ll  make  me  as  bad 
again,  said  Armine.  “  It  does  come  over  me  now  and 
len,  and  I  wish  I  had  never  known  what  it  was  to 

be  strong  and  jolly,  and  to  expect  to  do  all  sorts 
of  things. 

“  I  shall  always  be  wishing  it,”  said  Babie. 
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“No,  you  are  not  to  cry!  You  would  be  more 
sorry  if  I  was  dead,  and  not  here  at  all,  Babie ;  and 
you  have  got  to  thank  God  for  that.” 

“  I  do — I  have !  I’ve  done  it  ever  since  we  got 
Johnny’s  dreadful  letter.  Oh,  yes,  Armine,  1 11  try 
not  to  mind,  for  perhaps  if  we  aren’t  thankful,  I 
mayn’t  keep  you  at  all,”  said  poor  Babie,  with  her 
arms  round  her  treasure.  “  But  are  you  quite  sure, 
Armine  ?  Couldn’t  Dr.  Lucas  get  you  quite  well  ? 
You  see  this  Dr.  Medlicott  is  very  young,”  added  the 
small  maiden  sapiently 

“Young  doctors  are  all  the  go.  Dr.  Lucas  said 
so  when  mother  wrote  to  ask  if  she  had  better 
bring  me  home  for  advice,”  said  Armine.  “He 
knows  all  about  Dr.  Medlicott,  and  said  he  was  first- 
rate,  and  they’ve  been  writing  to  each  other  about 
me.  The  doctor  stethoscoped  me  all  over,  and  then 
he  did  a  map  of  my  lungs,  Cecil  said,  to  send  in  his 
letter.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  gasped  Babie,  “  didn’t  it  frighten  you  ?  ” 

“  I  wanted  to  know,  for  I  saw  mother  was  in  a 
way.  She  did  talk  and  whisk  about  so  fast,  and  made 
such  a  fuss,  that  I  thought  I  must  be  much  worse  than 
I  knew.  So  I  told  Dr.  Medlicott  I  wished  he  would 
tell  me  right  out  if  I  was  going  to  die,  in  time  to  see 
you,  and  then  I  shouldn’t  mind.  So  he  said  not  now, 
and  he  thought  I  should  get  over  it  in  the  end,  but 
that  most  likely  I  should  have  a  long  time,  years 
perhaps,  of  being  very  careful.  And  when  I  asked 
if  I  should  be  able  to  go  back  to  Eton,  he  said  he 
hardly  expected  it ;  and  that  he  believed  it  was  kinder 
to  let  me  know  at  once  than  let  me  be  straining  and 
hoping  on.” 

“Was  it?”  said  Babie. 

“  I  thought  not,”  said  Armine,  “  when  I  shut  my 
eyes  and  the  playing-fields  and  the  trees  and  the 
river  stood  up  before  me.  I  thought  if  I  could  have 
hoped  ever  so  little,  it  would  have  been  nice.  And 
then  to  think  of  never  being  able  to  run,  or  row,  or 
stay  out  late,  and  always  to  be  bothering  about  one’s 
stockings  and  wraps,  and  making  a  miserable  muff  of 
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oneself  just  to  keep  in  a  bit  of  uncomfortable  life 
and  being  a  nuisance  to  everybody.” 

Babie  fairly  shrieked  and  sobbed  her  protest  that  he 
could  never  be  a  nuisance  to  her  or  mother. 

fW1/<?U/-reJSabie’  and  mother  is  mother,  I  know 
that;  but  it  did  seem  such  a  long  burthen  and  bore 

and  when  oh,  Babie — don’t  you  know— _ ” 

How  we  always  thought  you  would  go  on  and 
T,c  s°methmg  great,  and  do  something  great  like 
Bishop  Selwyn,  or  like  that  Mr.  Denison  that  Miss 
Ogilvie  has  a  book  about,”  said  Babie.  “  But  you  will 
get  well  and  do  it  when  you  are  a  man,  Arrnie ! 

ti  ldnt in°U  ?rUlk  about  !t  when  you  heard  all  about 
-  deU  •  111  the  sermon  to-day  ?  I  thought, 

I  hats  going  to  be  Armies  life,”  and  I  looked  at 
you,  but  you  were  looking  down.  Were  you  think¬ 
ing  how  it  was  all  spoilt,  Armie,  poor  dear  Arrnie 
b  or  perhaps  it  isn’t.” 

“  No,  I  know  nobody  can  spoil  it  but  myself,”  said 
Ann  me.  “And  you  know  he  said  that  one  mio-Jit 
make  weaklmess  and  sickness  just  as  golden,  by  that 
great  Love,  as  being  up  and  doing.  I  was  going  to 
tell  you,  Babie,  I  was  horridly  wretched  and  dismal 
one  day  at  Leukerbad  when  I  thought  mother  and 
all  were  out  of  the  way— gone  out  driving,  I  believe 
—and  then  F ordham  came  in.  He  had  stayed  in 
1  do  believe,  on  purpose - ” 

But  but, .  said  Ba.bie,  not  so  much  impressed  as 
lei  bi other  wished  ;  “isn’t  he  rather  a  spoon  ?  Johnny 
said  he  ought  to  have  been  a  girl.” 

“I  didn’t  think  Johnny  was  such  a  stupid,”  said 
Armine,  'I  only  know  he  has  been  no  end  of  a  com- 
foi  t  to  me,  though  he  says  he  only  wants  to  hinder 
me  from  getting  like  him.” 

t  “Don’t  then,”  said  Babie,  “though  I  don’t  under¬ 
stand.  i  thought  you  were  so  fond  of  him.” 

“S°  must  you  be,”  said  Armine;  “I  never  got  on 
with  anybody  so  well.  He  knows  just  how  it  is  1  He 
says  if  God  gives  one  such  a  life,  Fie  will  help  one  to 
rind  out  the  way  to  make  the  best  of  it  for  oneself  and 
other  people,  and  to  bear  to  see  other  people  doing 
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what  one  can’t,  and  we  are  to  help  one  another.  Oh, 
Babie  !  you  must  like  Fordham  S  ” 

“  I  must  if  you  do  !  ”  said  Babie.  “  But  he  is  awfully 
old  for  a  friend  for  you,  Armie.” 

“  He  is  nineteen,”  said  Armine,  “  but  people  get  more 
and  more  of  the  same  age  as  they  grow  older.  And 
he  likes  all  our  books,  and  more  too,  Babie.  He  had 
such  a  delicious  book  of  French  letters,  that  he  lent 
me,  with  things  in  them  that  were  just  what  I  wanted. 
If  we  are  to  be  abroad  all  the  winter,  he  will  get  his 
mother  to  go  wherever  we  do.  Suppose  we  went  to 
the  Holy  Land,  Babie  !  ” 

“  Oh  !  then  we  could  find  Jotapata  !  Oh,  no,”  she 
added,  humbly,  “  I  promised  Miss  Ogilvie  not  to  talk 
of  Jotapata  on  a  Sunday.” 

“  And  going  to  the  Holy  Land  only  to  look  for 
it  would  be  much  the  same  thing,”  said  Armine. 
“  Besides,  I  expect  it  is  up  among  the  Druses,  where 
chib  can’t  go.” 

“  Armie,”  in  the  tone  of  a  great  confession,  “  I’ve 
told  Sydney  all  about  it.  Have  you  told  Lord 
Fordham  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  Armine,  who  was  less  exclusively  devoted 
to  the  great  romance.  “  I  wonder  whether  he  would 
read  it  ?  ” 

“I’ve  brought  it.  Nineteen  copybooks  and  a  dozen 
blank  ones,  though  it  was  so  hard  to  make  Delrio 
pack  them  up.” 

“  Hurrah  for  the  new  ones  !  We  did  so  want  some 
for  the  ‘Traveller’s  Joy,’  the  paper  at  Leukerbad  was 
so  bad.  You  should  hear  the  verses  the  Doctor  wrote 
on  the  mud  baths.  They  are  as  stunning  as  ‘  Fly 
Leaves.’  Mr.  Editor,  I  say,”  as  Lord  Fordham’s  tall 
figure  strode  towards  them,  “  she  has  brought  out  a 
dozen  clean  copybooks.  Isn’t  that  a  joy  for  the  ‘Joy’  ?” 

“Had  you  no  other  intentions  for  them?”  said 
Fordham,  detecting  something  of  disappointment  in 
Babie’s  face.  “You  surely  were  not  going  to  write 
exercises  in  them  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  no  !  ”  said  Babie,  “  only - ” 

“  She  can’t  mention  it  on  Sunday,”  said  Armine,  a 
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Ihe  OI*'*  3  B°nderful  W  story  able 

Of  y  added  ArmineUgl,t  °Ut  “ineteen  coPybooks  full 

S^K !fd^ave  hal?theei^veVCkout”“  wl 
to^iS  ‘-ibut 

17  11  e  edfr°r  °f  a  popular  magazine  “  if  I  nrrl 

Fordham  would  be  so  kind  as  to  look  at  it  a  • 
thought  it  might  do  what  people  ca, I  I  ’bd™? 
upplymg  the  serial  element  of  fiction,  and  I  should 

wellh:Sgl?.COPy  “  0Ut  f0r  ^  f  “rite 

The  word  “happy,”  was  so  genuine,  and  the  speech 
so  comical,  that  the  Editor  had  much  ado  to  keep hX 
countenance  as  he  gave  considerable  hopes  that  the 

magaazinement  ^  be  thuS  suPPlied  ^  the  MS. 

.  Meantime,  the  two  mothers  were  walking  about  and 
res  mg  ogether,  keeping  their  young  people  in  some 
degree  in  view,  and  discussing  at  first  the  subject 
most  on  their  minds,  their  sons'  bodily  health  and 
-ne  past  danger,  for  which  Caroline  found  a  deeply 

of  Trmme  ^  0116  Wh°  t0°k  a  hoP^l  view 

Mrs  Evelyn  was  indeed  naturally  disposed  to  au-ur 
well  whenever  the  complaint  was  not  hereditary,  and 
she  was  besides  m  excellent  spirits  at  the  very  Jfeible 
progress  of  both  her  sons,  the  one  in  physical,  the 
ler  m  moral  health,  and  she  could  not  but  attribute 
botli  to  the  companionship  that  she  had  been  so 
anxious  to  prevent.  She  had  never  seen  Duke  look 
so  well,  nor  seem  so  free  from  languor  and  indifference 
since  he  was  a  mere  child,  and  all  seemed  due  to  his 
devotion  to  Armine ;  while  as  to  Cecil,  he  seemed  to 
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have  a  new  spring  of  improvement,  which  he  ascribed 
altogether  to  his  friend. 

“It  is  strange  to  me  to  hear  this  of  my  poor  Jock/’ 
said  Caroline,  “always  my  pickle  and  scapegrace, 
though  he  is  a  dear  good-hearted  boy.  His  uncle 
says  it  is  that  he  wants  a.  strong  hand,  but  don’t  you 
think  an  uncle’s  strong  hand  is  much  worse  than  any 
mother’s  weakness  ?” 

“Not  than  her  weakness,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn.  “It 
is  her  love,  I  think,  that  you  mean.  There  are  some 
boys  with  whom  strong  hands  are  vain,  but  who  will 
o'uicle  themselves  for  love,  and  that  we  mothers  are 

o  m  ' 

surely  the  ones  to  infuse.” 

“  My  boys  are  affectionate  enough,  dear  fellows,” 
said  Caroline  proudly,  forgetting  her  sore  disappoint¬ 
ment  that  neither  Allen  nor  Robert  had  chosen  to 
come  to  her  help. 

“  I  did  not  only  mean  love  of  oneself,”  said  Mrs. 
Evelyn,  gently.  “  I  was  thinking  of  the  fine  gold  we 
heard  of  this  morning.  When  our  boys  once  have 
found  that  secret,  the  chief  of  our  work  is  done.” 

“Ah!  and  I  never  understood  how  to  give  them 
that,”  said  Caroline.  “  We  have  been  all  astray  ever 
since  their  father  left  us.” 

“  Do  you  know,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  with  a  certain 
sweet  shyness,  “  I  can’t  help  thinking  that  your  dear 
Lucas  found  that  gold  among  the  stones  of  the  moraine, 
and  will  help  my  poor  weak  Cecil  to  keep  a  fast 
hold  of  it.” 

Mrs.  Evelyn’s  opinion  was  confirmed,  when  a  few 
days  later  came  the  answer  to  Jock’s  letter  to  his  tutor, 
pleasing  and  touching  both  friends  so  much  that  each 
showed  it  to  his  mother.  Another  important  piece  of 
intelligence  came  in  a  letter  from  John  to  his  cousin, 
namely  that  the  present  Captain  of  the  house,  with 
two  or  three  more  “  fellows,”  were  leaving  Eton  at  the 
Midsummer  holidays,  and  that  his  tutor  had  been 
talking  to  him  about  becoming  Captain. 

Jock  and  Cecil  greatly  rejoiced,  for  the  departing 
Captain  had  been  a  youth  whose  incapacity  for  govern¬ 
ment  had  been  much  better  known  to  his  subordinates 
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than  to  his  master,  and  the  other  two  had  been  the 
special  tempters  and  evil  geniuses  of  the  house,  those 
who  above  all  had  set  themselves  to  make  obedience 
and  religion  seem  contemptible,  and  vice  daring;  and 
manly. 

“  I  should  have  hated  the  notion  of  being  Captain  ” 
wrote  John,  “if  those  impracticable  fellows  had  stayed 
on,  and  if  I  did  not  feel  sure  of  you  and  Evelyn.  You 
are  such  a  fellow  for  getting  hold  of  the  others,  but 
with  you  two  at  my  back,  I  really  think  the  house  may 
get  a  different  tone  into  it.” 

“  And  every  one  told  us  what  an  excellent  character 
it  had,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  when  the  letter,  through  a 
chain  of  strict  confidence,  came  round  to  her,  the  boys 
little  knowing  how  much  it  did  to  decide  their  con¬ 
tinuance  together,  and  at  Eton.  Sir  James  had  never 
been  willing  that  Cecil  should  be  taken  away,  and  he 
had  become  as  sensible  as  any  of  the  rest  to  the 
Brownlow  charm. 

That  was  a  very  happy  time  in  the  pine-woods  and 
the  Alp.  The  whole  of  the  nineteen  copy  books  were 
actually  read  by  Babie  to  Sydney  and  Armine  ;  and 
Lord  Fordham,  over  his  sketches,  submitted  to  hear  a 
good  deal.  He  told  his  mother  that  the  story  was  the 
most  diverting  thing  he  had  ever  heard,  with  its  queer 
mixture  of  childish  simplicity  and  borrowed  romance, 
of  natural  poetry  and  of  infantine  absurdity,  of  extra¬ 
ordinary  knowledge  and  equally  comical  ignorance,  of 
originality  and  imitation,  so  that  his  great  difficulty 
had  been  not  to  laugh  in  the  wrong  place,  when  Babie 
had  tears  in  her  eyes  at  the  heights  of  pathos  and 
sublimity,  and  Sydney  was  shedding  them  for  company. 
It  was  funny  to  come  to  places  where  Armine’s 
slightly  superior  age  and  knowledge  of  the  world  began 
to  tell,  and  when  he  corrected  and  criticised,  or  laughed, 
with  appeals  to  his  elder  friend.  Babie  was  so  perfectly 
good-humoured  about  the  sacrifice  of  her  pet  passages, 
and  even  of  her  dozen  copybooks,  that  the  editor  of 
the  “Traveller’s  Joy”  could  not  help  encouraging  the 
admission  of  “Jotapata”  into  the  magazine,  in  spite  of 
the  remonstrances  of  the  rest  of  his  public,  who 
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declared  it  was  merely  making  the  numbers  a  great 
deal  heavier  for  postage,  and  all  for  nothing. 

The  magazine  was  well  named,  for  it  was  a  great 
resource.  There  were  illustrations  of  all  kinds,  from 
Lord  Fordham’s  careful  water-colours,  and  Mrs. 
Brownlow’s  graceful  figures  or  etchings,  to  the  doctor’s 
clever  caricatures  and  grotesque  outlines,  and  the 
contributions  were  equally  miscellaneous.  There  were 
descriptions  of  scenery,  fragmentary  notes  of  history 
and  science,  records  more  or  less  veracious  or  absurd 
of  personal  adventures,  and  conversations,  and  adver¬ 
tisements,  such  as — - 

Stolen  or  strayed. — A  parasol,  white  above,  black  below,  minus  a 
ring,  with  an  ivory  loop  handle,  and  one  broken  whalebone.  Who¬ 
ever  will  bring  the  same  to  the  Senora  Donna  Elvira  de  Menella,  will 
be  handsomely  rewarded  with  a  smile  or  a  scowl,  according  to  her 
mood. 

Lost. — On  the  walk  from  the  Alp,  of  inestimable  value  to  the 
owner,  and  none  to  any  one  else,  an  Idea,  one  of  the  very  few 
originated  by  the  Honble.  C.  F.  Evelyn. 

Small  wit  went  a  good  way,  and  personalities  were 
by  no  means  prohibited,  since  the  editor  could  be 
trusted  to  exercise  a  safe  discretion  in  the  riddles, 
acrostics,  and  anagrams  deposited  in  the  bag  at  his 
door ;  and  immense  was  the  excitement  when  the 
numbers  were  produced,  with  a  pleasing  irregularity 
as  to  time,  depending  on  when  they  became  bulky 
enough  to  look  respectable,  and  not  too  thick  to  be 
sewn  up  comfortably  by  the  great  Reeves,  who  did 
not  mind  turning  his  hand  to  anything  when  he  saw 
his  lordship  so  merry. 

The  only  person  who  took  no  interest  in  the 
“Traveller’s  Joy  ”  was  Janet,  who  could  not  think  how 
reasonable  people  could  endure  such  nonsense.  Her 
first  affront  had  been  taken  at  a  most  absurd  descrip¬ 
tion  which  Jock  had  illustrated  by  a  fancy  caricature 
of  “The  Fox  and  the  Crow,”  “Woman’s  Progress,”  in 
which  “Mr.  Hermann  Dowsterswivel  ”  was  represented 
as  haranguing  by  turns  with  her  on  the  steamer,  and, 
during  her  discourse,  quietly  secreting  her  bag.  It 
was, such  wild  fun  that  Lord  Fordham  never  dreamt 
of  its  being >an  affront,  nor  perhaps  would  it  have  been, 
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if  Dr,  Medlicott  would  have  chopped  logic  science  and 
philosophy  with  her  in  the  way  she  thouyht  her  d  e 

h«“n  faete°llectmaHWhh°  be  S“pposed  ‘°  aPP™ch 
Hof  n,ltlct  He  however  took  to  chaff.  He  would 

defend  every  popular  error  that  she  attacked  and 

with  an  acumen  and  ease  that  baffled  her  even 

herefeeSl  like’Th  ^  7“  ”  earnest’  and  ’  ™de 

s  trn:  is 

proved  to  be  a  solar  myth.  The  pocketJof  rye  was 
yifd  of.tlie  earth,  and  the  twenty-four  bladcbirds 
sang  at  sunrise  while  the  king  counted  out  the  golden 
drops  of  the  rain,  and  the  "queen  ate  the  produce 
while  the  maid  s  performance  in  the  garden  was 
beyond  all  doubt,  symbolic  of  the  clouds  suddenly 
broken  m  upon  by  the  lightning !  } 

mi^tmtederhl,hd-mail-0f  JhessaJy  was  beautifully 
illustrated,  blinding  himself  by  jumping  into  the 

7d  S  °f  SdenCe’  Where  each  gooseberry  was 
labelled  with  some  pseudo  study.  When  he  saw  his 

eyes  were  out,  he  stood  wondrously  gazing  after  them 
with  his  sockets  while  they  returned  a  ludicrous  stare 
bom  the  points  of  thorns,  like  lobsters.  In  his  final 

d  nep?"  ^ t0  truth’  lle  scratched  them  in  again, 
nd  walked  oft,  in  a  crown  of  laurels,  triumphant. " 

Janet  was  none  the  less  disposed  to  leap  into  her 
special  gooseberry-bush ;  and  her  importunity  pre¬ 
vailed,  so  that  before  Dr.  Medlicott  returned  to 
England  he  escorted  her  and  her  mother  to  Zurich. 

1  hen  after  full  inquiries  it  was  decided'  that  she  should 
have  her  will,  and  follow  out  her  medical  course  of 
study,  provided  she  could  find  a  satisfactory  person 
to  board  with.  7  ^ 

She  proposed,  and  her  mother  consented,  that  the 
two  Miss  Rays  should  be  her  chaperons,  of  course  with 
liberal  payment  Nita  could  carry  on  her  studies  in 

m?de  the  PIan  agreeable  to  Janet,  while  old 
Miss  Rays  eyes,  which  had  begun  to  suffer  fronq 


344  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

the  copying,  would  have  a  rest,  and  Mrs.  Brownlow 
had  as  much  confidence  in  her  as  in  any  one  Janet 
would  endure. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  LAND  OF  AFTERNOON. 

And  all  at  once  they  sang,  “  Our  island  home 
Is  far  beyond  the  wave,  we  will  no  longer  roam.” 

Tennyson. 

We  must  pass  over  three  more  years  and  a  half,  and 
take  up  the  scene  in  the  cloistered  court  of  a  Moorish 
house  in  Algeria,  adapted  to  European  habits.  The 
slender  columns  supporting  the  horse-shoe  arches  were 
trained  with  crimson  passion-flower  and  bougainvillia, 
while  orange  and  gardenia  blossom  scented  the  air, 
and  in  the  midst  of  a  pavement  of  mosaic  marbles  was 
a  fountain,  tinkling  coolness  to  the  air  which  was 
already  heated  enough  to  make  it  impossible  to  cross 
the  court  without  protection  from  the  sunshine  even 
at  nine  o’clock,  in  the  morning. 

Mrs.  Brownlow  had  a  black  lace  veil  thrown  over 
her  head  ;  and  both  'she  and  the  clergyman  with  her, 
in  muslin-veiled  hat,  had  large  white  sunshades. 

“  Little  did  we  think  where  we  should  meet  again, 
and  why,  Mr.  Ogilvie.  Do  you  feel  as  if  you  had  got 
into  ‘  Tales  of  the  Alhambra,’  or  into  the  ‘Tempest’  ?  ” 

“I  hope  not  to  continue  in  the  ‘Tempest,’  at  any 
rate,  after  this  Argier  wedding.” 

“  Though  no  doubt  you  feel,  as  I  do,  that  the  world 
goes  very  like  a  game  at  consequences.  Who  would 
ever  have  put  together  The  Vicar  of  Benneton  and 
Mary  Ogilvie  in  the  amphitheatre  at  Constantina, 
eating  lion-steaks.  Consequence  was,  an  engaged 
ring.  What  the  world  said,  ‘  Who  would  have 
thought  it  ?  ’  ” 

“  The  world  in  my  person  should  say  you  have  been 
Mary’s  kindest  friend,  Mrs.  Brownlow.  Little  did  I 
think,  when  I  persuaded  Charles  Morgan  to  give  him¬ 
self  six  months’  rest  from  his  parish  by  reading  with 
Armine,  that  this  was  to  be  the  end  of  it,  though  I  am 
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suie  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  world  to  whom  I  am  so 
glad  to  give  my  sister.” 

“And  is  it  not  delightful  to  see  dear  old  Mary? 
She  looks  younger  now  than  ever  she  did  in  her 
whole  life,  and  has  broken  out  of  all  her  priinmy 
governessy  crust.  Oh !  it  has  been  such  *  fun  to 
watch  it,  so  entirely  unconscious  as  both  of  them 
weie.  Mrs.  Evelyn  and  I  gloated  over  it  together, 
all  the  more  that  the  children  had  not  a  suspicion.  I 
cion  t  think  Babie  and  Sydney  realise  any  one  being 
in  love  nearer  our  own  times  than  ‘  Waverley  ’  at  the 
very  latest.  They  received  the  intelligence  quite  as  a 
shock.  Allen  said,  as  if  they  had  "heard  that  the 
Gieek  lexicon  was  engaged  to  the  French  grammar! 
It  will  be  their  first  bridesmaid  experience." 

“  Did  they  miss  the  wedding  at  Kenminster  ?  ” 

Yes  ;  Jessie’s  old  General  chose  to  marry  her  in 
the  depth  of  winter,  when  we  could  not  think  of  going 
home.  You  know  I  have  not  been  at  Belforest  for 
four  years.” 

“  Four  years !  I  suppose  I  knew,  but  I  did  not 
realise  it.” 

“Yes.  You  know  there  was  the  first  summer, 
when,  just  as  we  got  back  to  London  after  our  Italian 
winter,  poor  Armie  had  such  a  dreadful  attack  on  the 
lungs,  that  Dr.  Medlicott  said  he  was  in  more  danger 
than  when  he  was  at  Schwarenbach  ;  and,  as  soon  as 
he  could  move,  we  had  to  take  him  to  Bournemouth, 
to  get  strength  for  going  to  the  Riviera.  I  can  say 
now  that  I  never  did  expect  to  bring  him  back  again  ! 
But  I  am  thankful  to  say  he  has  been  getting  stronger 
ever  since,  and  has  scarcely  had  a  real  drawback.” 

“  Yes,  I  was  astonished  to  see  him  looking  so  well. 
He  would  scarcely  give  a  stranger  the  impression  of 
being  delicate.” 

“  They  told  me  last  summer  in  London  that  the 
damage  to  the  lungs  had  been  quite  outgrown,  and 
that  he  would  only  need  moderate  care  for  the  future. 
Indeed,  we  should  have  stayed  at  home  this  year,  but 
last  summer  twelvemonth  there  was  a  fever,  and  that 
set  on  foot  a  perquisition  into  our  drains  at  Belforest, 
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and  it  was  satisfactorily  proved  that  we  ought  by 
good  rights  to  have  been  all  dead  of  typhoid  long 
ago.  So  we  turned  the  workmen  in,  and  they  could 
not  of  course  be  got  out  again.  And  then  Allen  fell 
in  love  with  parquet  and  tiles,  and  I  was  weak  enough 
to  think  it  a  good  opportunity  when  all  the  floors 
were  up.  But  when  a  man  of  taste  takes  to  originality, 
there’s  no  end  of  it.  Everything  has  had  to  be  made' 
on  purpose,  and  certain  little  tiles  five  times  over ;  for 
when  they  did  come  out  the  right  shape,  they  were 
of  a  coloui  that  Allen  pronounced  utter  demoralisa¬ 
tion.  However,  we  are  quite  determined  to  get  home 
this  summer,  and  you  and  Mary  must  meet  there,  and 
show  old  Kenminster  to  Mr.  Morgan.  Ah  !  here  she 
comes,  and  I  shall  leave  you  to  enjoy  this  lucid 
interval  of  her  while  Mr.  Morgan  is  doing  his  last 
lessons  with  the  children.” 

“  How  exactly  like  herself!  ”  exclaimed  Mr.  Ogilvie, 
as  Mrs.  Brownlow  vanished  under  one  of  the  arches. 

“ Llke  !  yes  i  but  much  more,  much  better,”  said 
Mary,  eagerly. 

“Ah,  do  you  remember  when  you  told  me  comino- 
to  her  was  an  experiment,  and  you  thought  it  micflit 
be  better  for  the  old  friendship  if  you  did  not  accept 
the  situation  ?  ”  1 

“You  triumph  at  last,  David;  but  I  can  confess 
now  that  for  the  first  foui  years  I  held  to  that  opinion 
and  felt  that  my  poor  Carey  and  I  could  have  loved 
each  other  better  if  our  relative  situations  had  been 
cliffei  ent,  and  we  had  not  seen  so  much  of  one 
another.  My  life  used  to  seem  to  me  half-unspoken 
remonstrance,  half-truckling  compliance,  and  nothin®1 
but  our  mutual  loyalty  to  old  times,  and  dear  little 
Babie’s  affection,  could  have  borne  us  through  ” 

And  her  exuaordinary  sweetness  and  humilitv 
Mary.  J  ’ 

Yes,  I  allow  that.  Very  few  employers  would 
have  treated  me  as  she  did,  knowing  how  I  re¬ 
gretted  much  that  went  on  in  her  household  How 
ever,  when  I  met  her  at  Pontresina,  after  the  boys’ 
terrible  adventure  in  Switzerland,  there  was  an 
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indefinable  change.  I  cannot  tell  whether  it  is  owing 
to  the  constant  being  with  such  a  boy  as  Armine 
while  he  was  for  more  than  a  year  between  life  and 
death  or  whether  it  was  from  the  influence  of  livino- 
nith  Mrs.  Evelyn;  but  she  has  certainly  ever  since 
nad  the  one  thing  that  was  wanting  to  all  her  sweet¬ 
ness  and  charm.” 

“  I  never  thought  so  !  ” 

“  No  ;  but  you  were  never  a  fair  judge.  I  think  she 
has  owed  unspeakably  much  to  Mrs.  Evelyn,  who  so 
ar  as  I  can  see,  is  the  first  person  who,  at  any  rate 
since  the  break-up  of  the  original  home,  made  con¬ 
scientiousness,  or  indeed  religion,  appear  winning  to 
her,  neither  stiff,  nor  censorious,  nor  goody  ” 

“ Is  close  combination  of  the  two  families 

rather  odd  ? 

r  }  ^r°A  L  ^  N  P°or  Lord  Fordham  is  very 

fond  or  Armine,  and  he  hates  the  being  driven  abroad 
every  winter  so  much,  that  the  meeting  Armine  is 
the  only  pleasant  ingredient.  And  it  has  been 
convenient  for  Sydney  to  join  our  school-room  party 
\  was  very  glad  also,  that  these  last  two  summers’ 
there  have  been  visits  at  Fordham.  Staying  there 
has  given  Mrs.  Brownlow  and  the  younger  ones  some 
insight  into  what  the  life  at  Belforest  might  be  but 
never  has  been  ;  and  they  will  not  be  kept  out  'of  it 
any  longer.” 

“  Then  they  are  going  home  !  ” 

“  After  the  London  season.” 

WIly,  httle  Barbara  is  surely  not  comma-  out 
vet  ?  ^ 


“  No  ;  but  Elvira  is.” 

“Ah  !  by  the  bye,  was  I  not  told  that  I  was  to  have 
two  weddings  ? 

Allen  wished  it,  but  the  Elf  won't  hear  of  it.  She 
says  she  had  no  notion  of  turning  into  a  stupid  old 
married  woman  before  she  has  had  any  fun.” 

“  Does  she  care  for  him  ?  ” 

I  don  t  think  she  is  capable  of  caring  for  any  one 
much.  I  don  t  know  whether  she  may  ever  soften 
with  age  ;  but- - 
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“  Say  it,  Mary— out  with  it.” 

“  I  never  saw  such  a  heartless  little  butterfly  !  She 
did  not  care  a  rush  when  her  good  old  grandfather 
died,  and  I  don’t  believe  she  has  one  fraction  more 
love  for  Mrs.  Brownlow,  or  Allen,  or  anybody  else. 
The  best  thing  I  can  see  is  that  she  is  too  young  to 
perceive  the  prudence  of  securing  Allen  ;  but  perhaps 
that  is  only  frivolity,  and  he,  poor  fellow,  is  so  devoted 
to  her,  that  it  is  quite  provoking  to  see  how  she 
trifles  with  and  torments  him.” 

“  Isn’t  it  rather  good  for  the  great  Mr.  Brownlow  ? 
Not  much  besides  has  contradicted  him,  I  should 
imagine.” 

“  His  mother  thinks  that  it  is  the  perpetual  restless¬ 
ness  in  which  Elvira  keeps  him  that  renders  him  so 
unsettled,  and  that  if  they  were  once  married  he 
would  have  some  peace  of  mind,  and  be  able  to  begin 
life  in  earnest.  But  to  hurry  on  the  marriage  is  such 
a  fearful  risk,  with  such  a  creature  as  that  sprite,  that 
she  has  persuaded  him  to  wait,  and  let  the  child 
be  satisfied  by  this  season  in  London,  that  she 
may  not  think  they  are  cheating  her  of  her  young 
lady  life.” 

“  It  is  on  the  cards,  I  suppose,  that  she  might  see 
some  one  whom  she  preferred  to  him  ?  ” 

“  Which  might,  in  some  aspects  of  the  matter,  be 
the  best  thing  possible ;  but  Mrs.  Brownlow  would 
have  many  conscientious  scruples  about  the  property, 
and  Allen  would  be  in  utter  despair.” 

"Though,  of  course,  all  this  would  be  far  better 
than  exposing  that  tropical-natured  Spanish  butterfly 
to  meeting  the  subject  of  a  grand  passion  too  late,’ 
said  Mr.  Ogilvie. 

“  Yes  ;  of  course  that  must  be  in  his  mother’s  mind, 
though  I  don’t  suppose  she  expresses  it  even  to  her¬ 
self.  Miss  Evelyn  is  coming  out  too,  and  is  to  be 
presented,  which  reconciles  the  younger  ones  to 
putting  off  all  their  schemes  for  working  at  Belforest, 
after  the  true  Fordham  and  story-book  fashion* 
Besides,  Mrs.  Brownlow  always  feels  that  she  has  a 
duty  towards  Elvira,  even  apart  from  Allen.” 
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“  And  what  do  you  think  of  Allen  ?  He  seems 
very  pleasant  and  gentlemanly.” 

That  s  just  what  he  is  !  He  has  always  been 
as  agreeable  and  nice  as  possible  all  these  eio-ht 
years  that  I  have  been  with  them,  and  has  treated 
me  entire  y  as  his  mother’s  old  friend.  I  can’t  help 
nkmg  Allen  very  much,  and  wondering  what  he 
would  have  been  if— if  he  had  had  to  work  for  his 
living— or  if  Elvira  had  not  been  such  a  little  torment¬ 
ing  goose— or  if,  all  manner  of  ifs— indeed  ;  but  they 
all  resolve  themselves  into  one  question  if  there  be 

much  stuff  in  him!” 

“If  not,  he  is  the  only  one  of  the  family  without 
except,  perhaps,  Jock.” 

+w0lV'  lt,yOU1Saw  Jock  now,  you  would  not  doubt 
that  there  s  plenty  of  substance  in  him'  He  has 

been  a  very  different  person  ever  since  his  illness' in 
Switzerland,  as  full  of  life  and  fun  as  ever,  but 
thoroughly  in  earnest  about  doing  right.  He  had  an 
immense  number  of  marks  for  the  army  examination 
and  seems  by  all  accounts  to  be  keeping  up  to  regular 
work,  now  that  it  is  more  voluntary.” 

“  Is  he  not  rather  wasted  on  the  Guards  !  ” 

“  Well,  that  was  Sir  James  Evelyn’s  doing.  They 
are  glad  enough  to  have  him  there  to  look  after  his 
friend,  Mr.  Evelyn,  and  it  was  one  of  the  cases  where 
the  decision  for  life  has  to  be  made  before  the  youth 
is  old  enough  to  understand  his  full  capabilities.  I 
expect  Lucas,  to  give  him  his  right  name,  will  do 
something  distinguished  yet,  perhaps  be  a  great 
General ;  and  I  hope  Sir  James  has  interest  enough  to 
get  him  employment  before  he  has  eaten  his  heart 
out  on  drill  and  parade.  Now  that  Armine’s  health 
is  coming  round,  I  do  leave  Caroline  very  happy 
about  the  younger  half  of  her  family.” 

“And  the  elder  half?  ” 


“Well!  I  sometimes  think  that  there  must  have 
been  something  defective  in  the  management  of  that 
excellent  doctor  and  his  mother,  as  if  they  had  never 
taught  the  children  proper  loyal  respect  for  her !  The 
three  younger  ones  have  it  all  right,  and  the  two 
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elder  sons  are  as  fond  of  her  as  possible  ;  but  she 
never  had  any  authority  over  those  three  from  the 
first.  Only  Allen  is  too  gentle  and  has  too  much 
good  taste  to  show  it  ;  while  as  to  the  other  two, 
Bobus’s  contempt  is  of  a  kindly,  filial,  petting  descrip¬ 
tion  ;  J anet’s,  a  nasty,  defiant,  overt  disregard.” 

“Impossible!  They  could  not  dare  to  despise 
her.” 

“  They  do,  for  the  very  things  that  are  best  in  her ; 
and  so  far  I  think  the  Evelyn  intercourse  has  been 
unlucky,  since  they  ascribe  her  greater  religiousness 
to  what  it  suits  their  democratic  notions  to  scorn. 
Not  that  there  is  much  to  complain  of  in  Bobus’s 
manner  when  we  do  see  him.  He  only  uses  little 
stings  of  satire,  chiefly  about  Lord  Fordham.  I 
don’t  think  he  would  knowingly  pain  his  mother  if  he 
could  help  it  ;  and  for  that  reason  there  is  a  reserve 
between  them.” 

“He  is  eating  his  terms  in  the  Temple,  is  he  not  ? 
And  Janet?  Is  she  studying  medicine  still?  Does 
she  mean  to  practise  ?  ” 

“  I  can’t  make  out.  She  has  only  been  with  us 
twice  in  these  four  years,  once  at  Sorrento  and  once 
in  London  ;  but  she  has  a  very  active  dislike  to  Mrs. 
Evelyn,  and  vexes  her  mother  by  making  no  secret 
of  it.  I  believe  she  is  to  take  her  degree  at  Zurich 
this  spring,  but  I  don’t  think  she  means  to  practise. 
She  is  too  well  off  for  the  drudgery,  but  she  is  bent  on 
making  researches  of  some  kind,  and  I  think  I  heard 
of  some  plan  of  her  going  to  attend  lectures,  to  which 
her  degree  may  admit  her,  but  I  am  not  sure  where. 
The  two  Miss  Rays  seem  to  be  happy  to  escort  her 
anywhere,  and  that  is  a  sort  of  comfort  to  Mrs.  Brown- 
low.  Miss  Ray  keeps  us  informed  of  their  comings 
and  goings,  for  Janet  seldom  deigns  to  write.” 

“  It  is  very  strange  that  there  should  be  such  alien¬ 
ation,  and  from  such  a  mother.” 

“  The  two  characters  are  as  unlike  as  can  be,  but  I 
have  always  thought  there  must  be  some  cause  that 
no  one  but  Janet  herself  could  perhaps  explain.  I 
cannot  help  thinking  that  she  has  some  definite 
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purpose  in  this  study  of  medicine  •  for  t  n 
is  for  the  sake  either  of  the  ^  5  1  do  not  thinl<  it 

of  general  philShrool  Th  ”  Tl”  °f  Wome" 
Miss  Ray  attends  toThl  J  1  Tst  be  an  odd  Party, 
clothes,  and  pays  the  Mis  N-  '0'!  ”atters'  “ends  the 
libraries,  a.h  Sks  at  t l  e  atthe 

minded  woman,  as  she  is  -  and  if, l  *e  a,  str011e- 

S  to^aslvith 'great  ’gusto  nc 

her  other  side  came  out’  and  sat  d°wn  on 

not  mucfoMe™  and "had  stayed^' at  Oxford 

&fhahde  th"  ‘'t? 

organising  and  he  had  accepted  the  easy  SX  1 
leading  with  Armine  Brownlow  for  fh  ESy,task  of 
perfect  climate,  as  a  welcome  mode  of  er  111  a 
strength.  He  had  truly  remitedf  in  a^™  'k 
manner,  and  was  abouf  to  take  home  with  I?P  d 

ttoztedshtffi^ 

heavily  on  him,  and  removXsomeXf  them  entfrely  ” 

to  the  soirif  of  pi  ms  pupil,  and  likewise 

desultory  hfb  ol  IXthSg  mdlll-talthtanT'  ^ 
made  him  nearly  so  much  behindhand  as m”h  T"g 

f„er“thXPeCt!d-  W  he  had  health  to  wX  f stead.lv 
f  the  ,next  ‘»o  years,  he  would  be  n*  as 
prepared  to  matriculate  at  the  university  as  all  M 
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other  end  of  the  court,  sheltered  by  a  great  orange- 
tree,  a  committee  of  the  “  Traveller’s  Joy  ”  was  held. 

For  that  serial  still  survived,  though  it  could  never 
be  called  a  periodical,  since  it  was  an  intermittent,  and 
sometimes  came  out  very  rapidly,  sometimes  with  in¬ 
tervals  of  many  months  ;  but  it  was  always  sent  to, 
and  greatly  relished  by,  the  absent  members  of  the 
original  party,  at  first  at  Eton,  and  later,  two  in  their 
barracks,  and  one  at  his  college  at  Oxford,  whither, 
to  his  great  satisfaction,  he  had  gone  by  means  of  a 
well-won  scholarship,  not  at  his  aunt’s  expense. 

Jotapata’s  lengthy  romance  had  died  a  natural 
death  in  the  winter  that  had  been  spent  between 
Egypt  and  Palestine.  So  far  from  picking  up  ideas 
from  it  there,  Babie,  in  the  actual  sight  of  Mount 
Hermon’s  white  crown,  had  begged  not  to  be  put  in 
mind  of  such  nonsense,  and  had  never  recurred  to  it  ; 
but  the  wells  of  fancy  had  never  been  dried,  and  the 
young  people  were  happily  putting  together  their  bits 
of  journal,  their  bits  of  history,  the  description  of  the 
great  amphitheatre,  a  poem  of  Babie’s  on  St.  Louis’s 
death,  a  spirited  translation  in  Scott-like  metre  of 
Armine’s  of  the  opening  of  the  SEneid,  also  one  from 
the  French,  by  Sydney,  on  Arab  customs,  and  all 
Lord  Fordham  had  been  able  to  collect  about  Hippo, 
also  “  The  Single  Eye,”  by  Allen,  and  “  Marco’s 
Felucca,”  by  Armine  and  Babie  in  partnership,  and  a 
fair  proportion  of  drollery. 

“  There  was  a  space  left  for  the  wedding,  the 
greatest  event  the  ‘Traveller’s  Joy’  had  ever  had  on 
record,”  said  Sydney,  as  she  touched  up  the  etching 
at  the  top  of  her  paper,  sitting  on  a  low  stool  by  a  low 
mother-of-pearl  inlaid  Eastern  table. 

“  The  greatest  and  the  last,”  chimed  in  Babie,  as 
she  worked  away  at  the  lace  she  was  finishing  for 
the  bride. 

“  I  don’t  see  why  it  should  be  the  last  of  the  poor 
old  ‘Joy,’”  said  Lord  P'ordham,  sorting  the  MSS. 
which  were  scattered  round  him  on  the  ground. 

“Well,  somehow  I  feel  as  if  we  had  come  to  the 
end  of  a  division  of  our  lives,”  returned  Babie. 
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“Having  done  with  swaddling  bands  eh  Infant 
sald  Lord  Fordham,  while  Armme  hastily  sketched  L 

Bab-le’  Wlth  her  hair  flying  and  swaddlino- 
bands  off;  executing  a  war-dance.  She  did  not  like  it 
For  shame,  Armine  !  Don’t  you  know  how  dread  ’ 
ful  it  is  to  lose  dear  Miss  Ogilvie  ?  ” 

“  0f  c°nrse,  Babie,”  said  her  brother,  “  I  didn’t  think 
Babie  as  not  to  — 

LordVordhaJ.6"""  *  SP°‘  f°r  ^  Armie."  -id 

“Well/’  Said  Armine,  “I  shall  be  obliged  to  do 
S0^hing  outrageous  presently,  so  look  out !  ” 

Not  really  !  said  Sydney. 

he<ZansreaIRe”  SaicJ  ,B1a,bie'  covering  ;  “I  see  what 
means  He  would  like  to  do  anything  rather  than 

£  and.,Lllink  tha.t  tkls  is  the  last  time  we  shall  all 
be  together  again  in  this  way.” 

Im  sure  I  don’t  see  why  we  should  not,”  said 
Sydney  “To  say  nothing  of  meetings  in  England  • 
Duke  and  Armine  have  only  to  cough  three  times  in 
October  and  we  should  all  go  off  together  again,  and 
be  as  jolly  as  ever.  &  ’ 

“  I  don't  mean  to  cough,”  said  Armine,  gravely, 

1  ve  wasted  enough  of  my  life  alreadv.” 

.  “In,  °ur  company,  eh  ?”  said  Sydney,  “or  are  you 
to  be  taken  by  contraries  ?  ”  J 

“  No>”  said  Armine.  “  One  has  duties,  and  lotus 
eating  is  uncommonly  nice,  but  it  won’t  do  to  «-0  on 

a  n  GV<lr'  1  \  w°uldn,t  have  gNen  in  to  it  this  winter  if 
Allen  hadn  t  floored  us.” 

/I1611  when  you  thought  I  had  got  a  tutor 
and  should  do  some  good  with  him,”  chimed  in  Babie 
he  must  needs  go  and  fall  in  love  and  spoil  our  Miss 
Ogilvie.” 

The  disgust  with  which  she  uttered  the  words  was 
so  comic,  that  all  the  others  burst  out  laughinp- 
And  Fordham  said — 

Land  of  Afternoon  was  too  strong  for  him. 
ohall  you  really  pine  much  for  Miss  Ogilvie,  Infanta  ?” 

“I  shall  miss  her  dreadfully,.”  said  Babie,  “and  I 

2  A 
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think  it  is  very  stupid  of  her  to  leave  mother,  whom 
she  has  known  all  her  life,  and  all  of  us,  for  a  strange 
man  she  never  saw  till  four  months  ago.” 

“  Oh,  Babie,  you  to  be  the  author  of  a  chivalrous 
romance  !  ”  said  Fordham. 

“  I  was  young  and  silly  then,”  said  the  young  lady, 
who  was  within  a  month  of  sixteen. 

“  And  all  your  romances  are  to  be  henceforth 
without  love,”  said  Armine. 

“  I  think  they  would  be  much  more  sensible,”  said 
Babie.  “  Why  do  you  all  laugh  so  ?  Don't  you  see 
how  stupid  poor  Allen  always  is  ?  And  it  can  even 
spoil  Miss  Ogilvie,  and  make  her  inattentive.” 

“  Poor  Allen,”  echoed  one  or  two  voices,  in  the  same 
low  tone,  for  as  they  peeped  out  beyond  the  orange- 
tree,  Allen  might  be  seen,  extended  on  a  many- 
coloured  rug,  in  an  exceedingly  deplorable  attitude. 

“  O  yes,”  said  Sydney  ;  “  but  if  one  has  such  a — - 
such  a — such  an  object  as  that,  one  must  expect  to  be 
stupid  and  miserable  sometimes  !  ” 

“  She  must  have  been  worrying  him  again,”  said 
Babie. 

“O  yes,  didn’t  you  see  ?”  said  Armine.  “No,  I 
remember  you  didn’t  go  out  riding  early  to-day.” 

“No,  I  was  finishing  Miss  Ogilvie’s  wedding  lace.” 

“Well,  that  French  captain,  that  Elfie  went  on  with 
at  the  commandant’s  ball,  came  riding  up  in  full 
splendour,  and  trotted  alongside  of  her,  chattering 
away,  she  bowing  and  smiling,  and  playing  off  all  her 
airs,  and  at  last  letting  him  give  her  a  great  white 
flower.  Didn’t  you  see  it  in  her  breast  at  breakfast  ? 
Poor  Allen  was  looking  as  if  he  had  eaten  wormwood 
all  the  time  when  he  was  forced  to  fall  back  upon 
me,  and  I  suppose  he  has  been  having  it  out  with  her 
and  has  got  the  worst  of  it.” 

“  O,  it  is  that,  is  it  ?  ”  said  Lord  Fordham  ;  “  I 
thought  she  wanted  to  pique  Allen,  she  was  so 
empressie  with  me.” 

“  If  people  will  be  so  foolish  as  to  care  for  a  pretty 
face,”  sagely  said  Sydney. 

“You  know  it  is  not  only  that,”  said  Babie  ;  “Allen 
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injustice,  '“it' "P* 
now  at  once,  but  /thin/slfe  if  afraid1  be 
you  know,  she  would  get  to  have  a  soul  I'L^tt  ^en’ 
and  she  doesn’t  want  one  yet.”  ’  lke  Undine, 

That  s  a  new  vicw^  of  tlip  r-ocp  }*  •  it  i  t-* 

in  his  peculiar  lazy  manner  “and  take^n  For^ham 
it  may  be  the  true' one*  '  aIIeSonca% 

“  But  °ne  would  like  to  have  a  snul  ”  emu  c  , 

■  0«uld  wBaf  < s™ *  »  1°4  “awe. 

o/  th°" 

l  the  souI>”  said  Armine. 

.  Which  is  the  soul  ?  ”  said  Babie,  “our  understand 
mg,  or  our  feelings,  or  both  ?  ”  understand- 

S,a*b  Sydney,  undoubtingly. 

I  don  t  know,”  said  Babie.  “  Poor  little  r  1  ;  i 
double  the  heart  of  his  mistress.”  1  °  haS 

•  f  i?  qU1,tG  ,true’”  said  Fordham.  “We  mav  share 
intellect  with  demons,  but  we  do  share  what  is  ca  led 
heart  with  animals.”  caIlecl 

Armine.ink  g°°d  animals  have  a  Sort  of  S0UV’  observed 

“And  of  course,  Elvira  has  a  soul,”  said  Svdnev 
who  was  getting  bewildered.  Sydney, 

,h  “  Tho°iogically  speaking— yes,”  said  Armine  making- 
them  all  laugh,  “  and  I  suppose  Undine  hadn’t.  But 
!t  ™sei?e  an^  lleart  that  was  wanting.” 

Fnr  n  6  he«Tt  !W°UId  bring  the  sense/’  said  Lord 
oidham  and  so.  we  have  come  round  to  the 

antas  hist  assertion  that  the  young  lady  shrinks 
from  the  awakening.”  s  y  nnKS 

•r  1 11  ( ted  you  what  she  really  does  care  for,”  said 
Bubie  and  what  I  believe  would  waken  up  her  soul 
much  better  than  marrying  poor  Allen  ” 

ro1d°e„eXtra°rdinary  ^ 

“  / TwT  blacb  m!rs<;  at  San  Ldefonso,”  said  Babie. 
in  the  world°mg  WOuld  do  her  aI1  the  Sood 
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“  There’s  something  in  that  notion,”  said  Armine, 

“  She  is  always  better-tempered  in  a  hot  country.” 

“  Yes,”  added  Babie,  “  and  you  didn’t  see  her  when 
somebody  advised  our  trying  the  West  Indies  for  the 
winter.  Her  eyes  gleamed,  and  she  panted,  and  I 
didn’t  know  what  she  was  going  to  do.  I  told  mother 
at  night,  but  she  said  she  was  afraid  of  going  there, 
because  of  the  yellow  fever,  and  that  San  Ildefonso 
had  been  made  a  coaling  station  by  the  Americans,  so 
it  would  only  disappoint  her.  But  Elfie  looked — I 
never  saw  any  one  look  as  she  did — fit  to  kill  some 
one  when  she  found  it  was  given  up,  and  she  did  not 
get  over  it  for  ever  so  long.” 

“  Take  care  ;  here’s  an  apparition,”  said  Armine, 
as  a  brilliant  figure  darted  out  in  a  Moorish  dress, 
rich  jacket,  short  full  white  tunic,  full  trousers  tied  at 
the  ankles,  coins  pendulous  on  the  brow,  bracelets, 
anklets,  and  rows  of  pearls.  It  was  a  dress  on  which 
Elvira  had  set  her  heart  in  readiness  for  fancy  balls  ; 
it  had  been  procured  with  great  difficulty  and  expense, 
and  had  just  come  home  from  the  French  modiste 
who  had  adapted  it  to  European  wear. 

Allen  started  up  in  admiration  and  delight.  Even 
Mr.  Morgan  was  roused  to  make  an  admiring  inspec¬ 
tion  of  the  curious  ornaments  and  devices  ;  and  Elvira, 
with  her  perfect  features,  rich  complexion,  dark  blue 
eyes,  Titian  coloured  hair,  fine  figure,  and  Oriental  air, 
formed  a  splendid  study. 

Lord  Fordham  begged  her  to  stand  while  he 
sketched  her  ;  and  Babie,  with  Sydney,  was  summoned 
to  try  on  the  bridesmaids’  apparel. 

The  three  girls,  Elvira,  Sydney,  and  Barbara  acted 
as  bridesmaids  the  next  day,  when,  in  the  English 
chapel,  Mr.  Ogilvie  gave  his  sister  to  his  old  friend, 
to  begin  her  new  life  as  a  clergyman’s  wife. 

What  could  be  called  Elvira  de  Menella’s  cha¬ 
racter  ?  Those  who  knew  her  best,  such  as  Barbara 
Brownlow,  would  almost  have  soon  have  thought  of 
ascribing  a  personal  character  to  a  cloud  as  to  her. 
She  smiled  into  glorious  loveliness  when  the  sun 
shone  ;  she  was  gloomy  and  thunderous  when  dis- 
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J-rfcTk  aUd,  thou^h  she  had  a  passionate  temper  and 

with  the  ™IeilVhe  ha,d  n°  fixed  PurPose>  but  drifted 
,  external  impulse  of  the  moment.  She  had 

■  1  much  mind  or  power  of  learning,  and  was  entirely 

had  notT  t0  hing,  intellectual,  so  that  education 
f  t  1  beei?  able  at  the  utmost  to  do  more  than  fit 
Per  to  pass  in  the  crowd,  and  could  get  no  deeper 

Nnf  H  latt  Pnn^PIes  she  liad  it  was  not  easy  to  tell’ 

sTe  had  n  r6  dld  ?  Said  obJect^able  things,  siSe 

seemed  to  h  ^0'™  Chlldish  outbreaks  ;  but  she 
seemed  to  have  no  substance,  and  to  be  kept  right  by 

InvhtrioCBC,TStannCueS-  ShG  had  the  selfishness  & 
fn  h  "f  C!!r’  ,and  though  she  had  never  been  known 
be  untiu  hful,  this  might  be  because  there  was  not 
the  slightest  temptation  to  deceive.  She  was  just  as 
much  the  spoilt  child,  to  all  intents  and  purposes  as  if 
she  had  been  the  heiress  ;  perhaps  more  so,  fo?  Mrs 
lownlow  had  always  been  so  remorseful  for  the 

foS;mPatl°n,  T  t0t  be  extra  indulgent— lenient  to  her 
foibles,  and  lavish  in  gifts  and  pleasures,  even  incon¬ 
veniencing  herself  for  her  fancies ;  whilst  Allen  had 
rom  the  first  treated  her  with  the  devotion  of  a  lover’ 
No  stranger  had  ever  supposed  that  she  was  not  the 
equal  m  all  respects  of  the  rest  of  the  family,  nor  had 
she  realised  it  herself  7 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


MOONSHINE. 


But  still  the  lady  shook  her  head, 

And  swore  by  yea  and  nay 
My  whole  was  all  that  he  had  said, 

And  all  that  he  could  say. 

W.  M.  Praed. 


Mrs_  Brownlow  had  intended  to  go  at  once  to 
return  to  England,  but  the  joint 
entreaties  of  Aimme  and  Barbara  prevailed  on  her  to 
give  them  one  week  at  Belforest,  now  in  that  early 
spring  beauty  in  which  they  had  first  seen  it. 

How  delightful  the  arrival  was  !  Easter  had  been 
ver>  -ate,  so  it  was  the  last  week  of  the  vacation,  and 
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dear  old  Friar  John’s  handsome  face  was.  the  first 
thing  they  saw  at  the  station,  and  then  his  fathers 
portly  form,  with  a  tall  pretty  creature  on  each  side 
of  him,  causing  Babie  to  fall  back  with  a  cry  of  glad 
amazement,  “  Oh  !  Essie  and  Ellie  !  Such  women  ! 

Then  the  train  stopped,  and  there  was  a  tumult  of 
embracings  and  welcomes,  in  the  midst  of  which  Jock 
appeared,  having  just  come  by  the  down  train. 

“You’ll  all  come  to  dinner  this  evening  ?”  entreated 
Caroline.  “  My  love  to  Ellen.  Tell  her  you  must  all 
of  you  come.” 

It  was  a  most  delightsome  barouche  full  that  drove 
from  the  station.  Jock  took  the  reins,  and  turned 
over  coachman  and  footman  to  the  break,  and  in 
defiance  of  dignity,  his  mother  herself  sprang  up 
beside  him.  The  sky  was  blue,  the  hedges  were 
budding  with  pure  light-green  above,  and  resplendent 
with  rosy  campion  and  white  spangles  of  stitchwort 
below.  Stars  of  anemone,  smiling  bunches  of  prim¬ 
rose,  and  azure  clouds  of  bluebell  made  the  young 
hearts  leap  as  at  that  first  memorable  sight.  Armine 
said  he  was  ready  to  hurrah  and  throw  up  his  hat, 
and  though  Elvira  declared  that  she  saw  nothing  to 
be  so  delighted  about,  they  only  laughed  at  her. 

Gorgeous  rhododendrons  and  gay  azaleas  rose  in 
brilliant  masses  nearer  the  house,  beds  of  hyacinths 
and  jonquils  perfumed  the  air,  judiciously  arranged 
parterres  of  gay  little  Van  Thol  tulips  and  white 
daisies  flashed  on  the  eyes  of  the  arriving  party,  while 
the  exquisite  fresh  green  provoked  comparisons  with 
parched  Africa. 

Bobus  was  standing  on  the  steps  to  receive  them, 
and  when  they  had  crossed  the  hall,  with  due  respect 
to  its  Roman  mosaic  pavement,  they  found  the 
Popinjay  bowing,  dancing,  and  chattering  for  joy,  and 
tea  and  coffee  for  parched  throats  in  the  favourite 
Dresden  set  in  the  morning  room,  the  prettiest  and 
cosiest  in  the  house. 

“  Flow  nice  it  is  !  We  are  all  together  except 
Janet,’  exciaimed  Babie. 

“And  Janet  is  coming  to  us  in  London,”  said  her 
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boys1?”  "  Dkl  y°U  S£e  hei‘  °n  Iler  Way  to  Edinburgh, 

there^”  Said  ^°Ck‘  "  She  neVGr  let  US  know  she  was 

yo^Tan  odd  thin§'  1  have  just  found 
out,  said  Bobus.  It  seems  she  came  down  here  on 

tier  way,  unknown  to  anyone,  got  out  at  the  Woodside 
siation,  and  walked  across  here.  She  told  Brock 
that  she  wanted  something  out  of  the  drawers  of  her 
library-table,  01  which  the  key  had  been  lost,  and 
desired  him  to  send  for  Higg  to  break  it  open  but 
Brock  wouldnt  hear  of  it.  He  said  his  Missus  had 
eft  him  in  charge,  and  he  could  not  be  answerable  to 
her  for  having  locks  picked  without  her  authority— or 
leastways  the  Colonel’s.  He  said  Miss  Brownlow 
was  m  a  way  about  it,  and  said  as  how  it  was  her 
own  private  drawer  that  no  one  had  a  right  to  keep 
lei  oul  of,  but  he  stood  to  his  colours  ;  he  said  the 
louse  was  Mrs.  Brownlow’s,  and  under  his  care,  and 
he  would  have  no  tampering  with  locks,  except  by 
her  authority  or  the  Colonel’s.  He  even  offered  to 
send  to  Kenmmster  if  she  would  write  a  note  to  my 
uncle,  but  she  said  she  had  not  time,  and  walked 

oft  again,  forbidding  him  to  mention  that  she  had 
been  here.” 


“  Janet  always  was  a  queer  fish  !  ”  said  Jock. 

“Poor  Janet,  I  suppose  she  wanted  some  of  her 
notes  of  lectures,”  said  her  mother.  “  Brock’s  sound 
old  house-dog  inscinct  must  have  been  very  incon¬ 
venient  to  her.  I  must  write  and  ask  what  she 
wanted.” 

“  But  she  forbade  him  to  mention  it,”  said  Bobus. 

Of  course  that  was  only  to  avoid  the  fuss  there 
would  have  been  if  it  had  been  known  that  she  had 
been  here  without  coming  to  Kencroft.  By  the  bye, 
I  didnt  tell  Block  those  good  people  were  coming  to 
dinner.  How  well  the  dear  old  Monk  looks,  and  how 
charming  Essie  and  Ellie  !  But  I  shall  never  know 
them  apart,  now  they  are  both  the  same  size.” 

“You  won’t  Heel  that  difficulty  long,”  said  Bobus. 

‘  There  really  is  no  comparison  betw-en  them.” 
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“  Just  the  insipid  English  Mees,”  said  Elvira.  “You 
should  hear  what  the  French  think  of  the  ordinary 
English  girl  !  ” 

“  So  much  the  better,”  said  Bobus.  “No  respectable 
English  girl  would  wish  for  a  foreigner’s  insulting 
admiration.” 

“  Well  done,  Bobus  !  I  never  heard  such  an  old- 
fashioned  insular  sentiment  from  you.  One  would 
think  it  was  your  namesake.  By  the  bye,  where  is 
the  great  Rob  ?  ” 

“At  Aldershot,”  said  Jock.  “I  assure  you  he 
improves  as  he  grows  older.  I  had  him  to  dine  the 
other  day  at  our  mess,  and  he  cut  a  capital  figure  by 
judiciously  holding  his  tongue  and  looking  such  a  fine 
fellow,  that  people  were  struck  with  him.” 

“  There,”  said  Armine,  slyly,  “  he  has  the  seal  of 
the  Guards’  approval.” 

Jock  could  afford  to  laugh  at  himself,  for  he  was 
entirely  devoid  of  conceit,  but  he  added,  good 
humouredly — 

“  Well,  youngster,  I  can  tell  you  it  goes  for  some¬ 
thing.  I  wasn’t  at  all  sure  whether  the  ass  mightn’t 
get  his  head  out  of  the  lion-skin.” 

“  Oh,  yes  !  they  are  all  lions  and  no  asses  in  the 
Guards,”  said  Babie  ;  whereupon  Jock  fell  on  her,  and 
they  had  a  playful  skirmish. 

Nobody  came  to  dinner  but  John  and  his  two 
sisters.  It  had  turned  out  that  the  horse  had  been  too 
much  worked  to  be  used  again,  and  there  was  a  fine 
moon,  so  that  the  three  had  walked  over  together. 
Esther  and  Eleanor  Brownlow  had  always  been  like 
twins,  and  were  more  than  ever  so  now,  when  both 
were  at  the  same  height  of  five  feet  eight,  both  had 
the  .same  thick  glossy  dark-brown  hair,  done  in  the 
very  same  rich  coils,  the  same  clearly-cut  regular 
profiles,  oval  faces,  and  soft  carnation  cheeks,  with 
liquid  brown  eyes,  under  pencilled  arches.  Caroline 
was  in  confusion  how  to  distinguish  them,  and  trusted 
at  first  solely  to  the  little  coral  charms  which  formed 
Esther’s  ear-rings,  but  gradually  she  perceived  that 
Esther  was  less  plump  and  more  mobile  than  her 
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sistei--lier  colour  was  more  variable,  and  she  seemed 
as  timid  as  ever,  while  Eleanor  was  developing  th- 
sturdy  briar  texture.  Their  aunt  had  been  the 
means  of  sending  them  to  a  good  school,  and  they 
had  a  much  more  trained  and  less  homely  appearance 
than  Jessie  at  the  same  age,  and  seemed  able  to  take 
tAeii  part  in  conversation  with  their  cousins,  though 
Essie  was  manifestly  afraid  of  her  aunt.  They  had 
a  ways  een  fond  of  Barbara,  and  took  eager  posses- 
sion  of  her,  while  John’s  Oxford  talk  was  welcome  to 
ail  and  it  was  a  joyous  evening  of  interchange  of 
travellers  anecdotes  and  local  and  family  news  but 
without  any  remarkable  feature  till  the  time  came  for 
the  cousins  to  return.  They  had  absolutely  implored 
not  to  be  sent  home  in  the  carriage,  but  to  walk 
across  the  park  in  the  moonlight ;  and  it  was  such  a 
lovely  night  that  when  Bobus  and  Jock  took  up  their 
hats  to  come  with  them,  Babie  begged  to  go  too,  and 
the  same  desire  strongly  possessed  her  mother,  above 
all  when  John  said,  “Do  come,  Mother  Carey  •  ”  and 
“rowed  her  in  a  plaidie.” 

That  youthful  inclination  to  frolic  had  come  on  her 
and  she  only  waited  to  assure  herself  that  Armine 
did  not  partake  of  her  madness,  but  was  wisely  goino- 
to  bed.  Allen  was  holding  out  a  scarf  to  Elvira  but 
she  protested  that  she  hated  moonlight,  and  that  it 
was  a  sharp  frost,  and  she  went  back  to  the  fire. 

As  they  went  down  the  steps  in  the  dark  shadow 
of  the  house, _  John  gave  his  aunt  his  arm,  and  she 
felt  that  he  liked  to  have  her  leaning  on  him,  as  they 
walked  in  the  strong  contrasts  of  white  light  and  dark 
shade  in  the  moonshine,  and  pausing  to  look  at  the 
wonderful  snowy  appearance  of  the  white  azaleas,  the 
sparkling  of  the  fountain,  and  the  stars  struggling  out 
in  the  pearly  sky ;  but  John  soon  grew  silent,  and 
after  they  had  passed  the  garden,  said — 

Aunt  Caroline,  if  you  don’t  mind  coming  on  a 
little  way,  I  want  to  ask  you  something.” 

The  name,  Aunt  Caroline,  alarmed  her,  but  she 
professed  her  readiness  to  hear. 

“You  have  always  been  so  kind  to  me  ”  (still  more 
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alarming,  thought  she)  ;  ?  indeed,”  he  added,  “  I  may 
say  I  owe  everything  to  you,  and  I  should  like  to 
know  that  you  would  not  object  to  my  making 
medicine  my  profession.” 

“  My  dear  Johnny  !  ”  in  an  odd,  muffled  voice. 

“  Had  you  rather  not  ?  ”  'he  began. 

“  Oh,  no !  Oh,  no,  no  !  It  is  the  very  thing. 
Only  when  you  began  I  was  so  afraid  you  wanted 
to  marry  some  dreadful  person  !  ” 

“You  needn’t  be  afraid  of  that.  Ars  Medico,  will 
be  bride  enough  for  me  till  I  meet  another  Mother 
Carey,  and  that  I  sha’n’t  do  in  a  hurry.” 

“You  silly  fellow,  you  aren’t  practising  the  smooth¬ 
ness  of  tongue  of  the  popular  physician.” 

“Don’t  you  think  I  mean  it?”  said  John,  rather 
hurt. 

“  My  dear  boy,  you  must  excuse  me.  It  is  not 
often  one  gets  so  many  compliments  in  a  breath, 
besides  having  one  of  the  first  wishes  of  one’s  heart 
granted.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  you  really  wished  this  ?  ” 

“  So  much  that  I  am  saying,  ‘  Thank  God  !  ’  in  my 
heart  all  the  time.” 

“Well,  my  father  and  mother  thought  you  might 
be  wishing  me  to  be  a  barrister,  or  something  swell.” 

“As  if  I  could — as  if  I  ever  could  be  so  glad  of 
anything,”  said  she  with  rejoicing  that  surprised  him. 
“  It  is  the  only  thing  that  could  make  up  for  none  of 
my  own  boys  taking  that  line.  I  can’t  tell  you  now 
how  much  depends  on  it,  John,  you  will  know  some 
day.  Tell  me  what  put  it  into  your  head - 

He  told  her,  as  he  had  told  his  father  nearly  four 
years  before,  how  the  dim  memory  of  his  uncle  had 
affected  him,  and  how  the  bent  had  been  decidedly 
given  by  his  attendance  on  Jock,  and  his  intercourse 
with  Dr.  Medlicott.  At  Oxford,  he  had  availed 
himself  of  all  opportunities,  and  had  come  out 
honourably  in  all  examinations,  including  physical 
science,  and  he  was  now  reading  for  his  degree,  mean¬ 
ing  to  go  up  for  honours.  His  father,  finding  him 
steady  to  his  purpose,  had  consented,  and  his  mother 
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1  • /  b.ut  sail  hoped  his  aunt  would  persuade 
him  out  of  it  She  was  so  far  from  any  such  intention 
that  a  hint  of  the  Magnum  Bonum  had  very  nearly 
been  surprised  out  of  her.  For  the  first  time  since 
-belforest  had  come  to  her,  did  she  feel  in  the  course  of 
carrying  out  her  husband’s  injunctions  ;  and  she  felt 
strengthened  against  that  attack  from  Janet  to  which 
she  looked  forward  with  dread.  She  talked  with 
J  ohn  of  his  plans  till  they  actually  reached  the  lodge 
gaie,  and  there  found  jock,  Babie,  and  Eleanor  chatter¬ 
ing  merrily  about  fireflies  and  glowworms  a  little  way 
behind,  and  Bobus  and  Esther  paired  together  much 
further  back.  When  all  had  met  at  the  gate  and  the 
pai  ting  good-nights  had  been  spoken,  Bobus  became 
his  mother’s  companion,  and  talked  all  the  way  home 
of  his  great  satisfaction  at  her  wandering  time  beino- 
apparently  over,  of  his  delight  in  her  coming  to  settle 
at  home  at  last,  his  warm  attachment  to  the  place 
and  his  desire  to  cultivate  the  neighbouring  borough 
with  a  view  to  representing  it  in  Parliament,  since 
Allen  seemed  to  be  devoid  of  ambition,  and  so  much 
to  hate  the  mud  and  dust  of  public  life,  that  he  was 
not  likely  to  plunge  into  it,  unless  Elvira  should  wish  for 
distinction.  Then  Bobus  expatiated  on  the  awkward 
connection  che  Goulds  would  be  for  Allen,  stigmatising 
the  amiable  Lisette,  who  of  course  by  this  time  had 
mairied  poor  George  Gould,  as  an  obnoxious,  pre¬ 
suming  woman,  whom  it  would  be  very  difficult  to 
keep  in  her  right  position.  It  was  not  a  bad  thin  a 
that  Elvira  should  have  a  taste  of  London  society,  to 
make  her  less  likely  to  fall  under  her  influence. 

“  That  is  not  a  danger  I  should  have  apprehended  ” 
said  Caroline. 


“  t  he  woman  can  fawn,  and  that  is  exactly  what  a 
haughty  being  like  Elvira  likes.  She  is  always  pining 
for  a  homage  she  does  not  get  in  the  family/' 

“  Except  from  poor  Allen.” 

“  Except  from  Allen,  but  that  is  a  matter  of  course. 
He  is  a  slave  to  be  flouted !  Did  you  ever  see  a 
greater  contrast  than  that  between  her  and  our 
evening  guests  ?  ” 
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“  Esther  and  Eleanor  ?  They  have  grown  up  into 
very  sweet-looking  girls.” 

“Not  that  there  can  be  any  comparison  between 
them.  Essie  has  none  of  the  ponderous  Highness  in 
her — only  the  Serenity.” 

“Yes,  there  is  a  very- pleasant  air  of  innocent 
candour  about  their  faces - ” 

“Just  what  it  does  a  man  good  to  look  at.  It  is 
like  going  out  into  the  country  on  a  spring  morning. 
And  there  is  very  real  beauty  too - ” 

“Yes,  Kencroft  monopolises  all  the  good  looks  of 
the  family.  What  a  fine  fellow  the  dear  old  Friar  has 
grown.” 

“  If  you  bring  out  those  two  girls  this  year,  you  will 
take  the  shine  out  of  all  the  other  chaperons  !  ” 

“  I  wonder  whether  your  aunt  would  like  it.” 

“  She  never  made  any  objection  to  Jessie’s  going 
out  with  you.” 

“No.  I  should  like  it  very  much  ;  I  wonder  I  had 
not  thought  of  it  before,  but  I  had  hardly  realised  that 
Essie  and  Ellie  were  older  than  Babie,  but  I  remember 
now,  they  are  eighteen  and  seventeen.” 

“  It  would  be  so  good  for  you  to  have  something 
human  and  capable  of  a  little  consideration  to  go  out 
with,”  added  Bobus,  “  not  to  be  tied  to  the  tail  of  a 
will-of-the-wisp  like  that  Elf — I  should  not  like  that 
for  you.” 

“I  am  not  much  afraid,”  said  Caroline.  “You 
know  I  don’t  stand  in  such  awe  of  the  little  donna, 
and  I  shall  have  my  Guardsman  to  take  care  of  me 
when  we  are  too  frivolous  for  you.  But  it  would  be 
very  nice  to  have  those  two  girls,  and  make  it 
pleasanter  for  my  Infanta,  who  will  miss  Sydney  a 
good  deal.” 

“  I  thought  the  Evelyns  were  to  be  in  town.” 

“Yes,  but  their  house  is  at  the  other  end  of  the  park, 
What  are  Jock  and  the  Infanta  looking  at  ?” 

Jock  and  Babie,  who  were  on  a  good  way  in  advance 
in  very  happy  and  eager  conversation,  had  come  to  a 
sudden  stop,  and  now  turned  round,  exclaiming  “  Look, 
mother  !  Here’s  the  original  Robin  Goodfellow.” 
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.  on  tke  walk  there  was  a  most  ludicrous  shadow 

m  the  moonlight,  a  grotesque,  dancing  figure,  with  one 
long  ear,  and  a  hand  held  up  in  warning.  It  was  of 
course  the  shadow  of  the  Midas  statue,  which  the  boys 
had  never  permitted  to  be  restored  to  its  pristine  state. 
One  ear  had  however  crumbled  away,  but  in  the 
shadow  this  gave  the  figure  the  air  of  cocking  the  other, 
m  the  most  indescribably  comical  manner,  and  the 
whole  four  stood  gazing  and  laughing  at  it.  There  was 
a  certain  threatening  attitude  about  its  hand,  which, 
Jock  said,  looked  as  if  the  ghost  of  old  Barnes  had  come 
to  threaten  them  for  the  wasteful  expenditure  of  his 
hoards.  Or,  as  Babie  said,  it  was  more  like  the  ghastly 
notion  of  Bertram  Risingham  in  Rokeby,  of  some 
phantom  of  a  murdered  slave  protecting  those  hoards. 

“  I  don’t  wonder  he  threatens,”  said  Caroline.  “  I 
always  thought  he  meant  that  audacious  trick  to  have 
forfeited  the  hoards.” 

“Very  lucky  he  was  balked,”  said  Bobus,  “not  only 
toi  us,  but  for  human  nature  in  general.  Fancy  how 
insufferable  that  Elf  would  have  been  if  she  had  been 
dancing  on  gold  and  silver.” 

“Take  care!”  muttered  jock,  under  his  breath. 

“  There’s  her  swain  coming  ;  I  see  his  cigar.” 

“And  we  really  shall  have  it  Sunday  morning 
presently,”  said  his  mother,  “and  I  shall  get  into  as 
great  a  scrape  as  I  did  in  the  old  days  of  the  Folly.” 

It  was  a  happy  Sunday  morning.  The  Vicar  of 
Woodside  had  much  improved  the  Church  and  services 
with  as  much  assistance  in  the  way  of  money  as  he 
chose  to  ask  for  from  the  lady  of  Belforest,  though 
hitherto  he  had  had  nothing  more  ;  but  he  and  his 
sister  augured  better  things  when  the  lady  herself  with 
her  daughter  and  her  two  youngest  sons  came  across 
the  park  in  the  freshness  of  the  morning  to  the  early 
Celebration.  The  sister  came  out  with  them  and  asked 
them  to  breakfast.  Mrs.  Brownlow  would  not  desert 
Allen  and  Bobus,  but  she  wished  Armine  to  spare  him¬ 
self  more  walking.  Moreover,  Babie  discovered  that 
some  desertion  of  teachers  would  render  their  aid  at 
the  Sunday  School  desirable  on  that  morning. 
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This  was  at  present  her  ideal  of  Sunday  occupation, 
and  she  had  gained  a  little  fragmentary  experience 
under  Sydney’s  guidance  at  Fordham.  So  she  was  in 
a  most  engaging  glow  of  shy  delight,  and  the  tidy 
little  well-trained  girls  who  were  allotted  to  her  did 
not  diminish  her  satisfaction.  To  say  that  Armine’s 
positive  enjoyment  was  equal  to  hers  would  not  be 
true,  but  he  had  intended  all  his  life  to  be  a  clergyman, 
and  he  was  resolved  not  to  shrink  from  his  first 
experience  of  the  kind.  The  boys  were  too  much  im¬ 
pressed,  by  the  apparition  of  one  of  the  young  gentle¬ 
men  from  Belforest,  to  comport  themselves  ill,  but  they 
would  probably  not  have  answered  his  questions  even 
had  they  been  in  their  own  language,  and  they  stared 
at  him  in  a  stolid  way,  while  he  disadvantageous^ 
contrasted  them  with  the  little  ready-tongued  peasant 
boys  of  Italy.  However,  he  had  just  found  the  touch 
of  nature  which  made  the  world  kin,  and  had  made 
their  eyes  light  up  by  telling  them  of  a  scene  he  had 
beheld  in  Palestine,  illustrating  the  parable  they  had 
been  repeating,  when  the  change  in  the  Church  bells 
was  a  signal  for  leaving  off. 

Very  happy  and  full  of  plans  were  the  two  young 
things,  much  pleased  with  the  clergyman  and  his 
sister,  who  were  no  less  charmed  with  the  little,  bright, 
brown-faced,  lustrous-eyed  girl,  with  her  eager  yet 
diffident  manner  and  winning  vivacity,  and  with  the 
slender,  delicate,  thoughtful  lad,  whose  grave  courtesy 
of  demeanour  sat  so  prettily  upon  him. 

Though  not  to  compare  in  numbers,  size,  or  beauty 
with  the  Kencroft  flock,  the  Belforest  party  ranged 
well  in  their  seat  at  Church,  for  Robert  never  failed 
to  accompany  his  mother  once  a  day,  as  a  concession 
due  from  son  to  mother.  It  was  far  from  satisfyino- 
her.  Indeed  there  was  a  dull,  heavy  ache  at  her  heart 
whenever  she  looked  at  him,  for  however  he  miafit 
endeavour  to  conform,  like  Marcus  Aurelius  sacrificmo- 
to  the  gods,  there  was  always  a  certain  halF 
patronising,  half-criticising  superciliousness  about  his 
countenance.  Yet,  if  he  came  for  love  of  her,  still 
something  might  yet  strike  him  and  win  his  heart  ? 
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Had  her  years  of  levity  and  indifference  been  fatal  to 
him  ?  was  ever  her  question  to  herself  as  she  knelt 
and  prayed  for  him. 

She  felt  encouraged  when,  at  luncheon,  she  asked 
Jock  to  walk  with  her  to  Kenminster  for  the  evening 
sei  vice,  alter  looking  in  at  Ivencroft,  Robert  volunteered 
to  be  of  the  party. 

Caroline,  however,  did  not  think  that  he  was  made 
quite  so  welcome  at  Rencroft  as  his  exertion  deserved. 
Colonel  and  Mrs.  Brownlow  were  sitting  in  the  draw¬ 
ing-room  with  the  blinds  down,  presumably  indulging 
in  a  Sunday  nap  in  the  heat  of  the  afternoon,  for  the 
Colonel  shook  himself  in  haste,  and  his  wife’s  cap  was 
a  little  less  straight  than  suited  her  serene  dignity,  and 
though  they  kissed  and  welcomed  the  mother,  they 
were  rather  short  and  dry  towards  Bobus.  They  said 
the  children  had  gone  out  walking,  whereupon  the  two 
lads  said  they  would  try  to  meet  them,  and  strolled 
out  again. 

This  left  the  field  free  for  Caroline  to  propose  the 
taking  the  two  girls  to  London  with  her. 

“  I  am  sure,”  said  Ellen,  “  you  have  always  been 
very  kind  to  the  children.  But  indeed,  Caroline,  I  did 
not  think  you  would  have  encouraged  it.” 

“ It  •— I  don’t  quite  understand,”  said  Caroline, 
wondering  whether  Ellen  had  suddenly  taken  an 
evangelically  serious  turn. 

“  There  ]  ”  said  the  Colonel,  “  I  told  you  she  was 
not  aware  of  it,”  and  on  her  imploring  cry  of  inquiry 
Ellen  answered,  “  Of  this  folly  of  Robert.” 

“  Bobus,  do  you  mean,”  she  cried.  “  Oh  !  ”  as  con¬ 
viction  flashed  on  her,  “  I  never  thought  of  that." 

“  I  am  sure  you  did  not,”  said  the  Colonel  kindly. 

“  But — but,”  she  said,  bewildered,  “  if— if  you  mean 
Esther— why  did  you  send  her  over  last  night,  and  let 
nim  go  out  to  find  her  now.” 

“  She  is  safe,  reading  to  Mrs.  Coffinkey,”  said  Ellen. 

1  I  did  not  know  Robert  was  at  home,  or  I  should  not 
nave  let  her  come  without  me.” 

“  Esther  is  a  very  dear,  sweet-looking  girl,”  said 
Caroline.  “  If  only  she  were  any  one  else’s  daughter  1 
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Though  that  does  not  sound  civil  !  But  I  know  my 
dear  husband  had  the  strongest  feeling  about  first 
cousins  marrying.” 

“Yes,  I  trusted  to  your  knowing  that,”  said  the 
Colonel.  “And  I  rely  on  you  not  to  be  weak  nor 
to  make  the  task  harder  to  us.  Remembering,  too,” 
he  added  in  a  voice  of  sorrow  and  pity  that  made  the 
words  sound  not  unkind,  “that  even  without  the 
relationship,  we  should  feel  that  there  were  strong 
objections.” 

“  I  know  !  My  poor  Bobus  !  ”  said  Caroline,  sadly. 
“  That  makes  it  such  a  pity  she  is  his  cousin.  Other¬ 
wise  she  might  do  him  so  much  good.” 

“  I  have  not  much  faith  in  good  done  in  that 
manner,”  said  the  Colonel. 

Caroline  thought  him  mistaken,  but  could  not  argue 
an  abstract  question,  and  came  to  the  personal  one. 
“  But  how  far  has  it  gone  ?  How  do  you  know  about 
it  ?  I  see  now  that  I  might  have  detected  it  in 
his  tone,  but  one  never  knows,  when  one’s  children 
grow  up.” 

“  The  Colonel  was  obliged  to  tell  him  in  the  autumn 
that  we  did  not  approve  of  flirtations  between  cousins,” 
said  Mrs.  Brownlow. 

“And  he  answered - ?  ” 

“That  flirtation  was  the  last  thing  he  intended,” 
said  the  Colonel.  “  On  which  I  told  him  that  I  would 
have  no  nonsense.” 

“  Was  that  all  ?  ” 

“  Except  that  at  Christmas  he  sent  her,  by  way  of 
card,  a  drawing  that  must  have  cost  a  large  sum,” 
said  the  Colonel.  “We  thought  it  better  to  let  the 
child  keep  it  without  remark,  for  fear  of  putting  things 
into  her  head  ;  though  I  wrote  and  told  him  such 
expensive  trumpery  was  folly  that  I  was  much 
tempted  to  forbid.  So  what  does  he  do  on  Valentine’s 
Day  but  send  her  a  complete  set  ol  ornaments  like 
little  birds,  in  Genoa  silver — exquisite  things.  Well, 
she  was  very  good,  dear  child.  We  told  her  it  was 
not  nice  or  maidenly  to  take  such  valuable  presents  ; 
and  she  was  quite  contented  and  happy  when  her 
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writ't™'  f VT  her  a  ri,lg  of  her  ow".  we  have 
from  Ind!a...JeSSle  ‘°  S“d  her  s0"«  P«ty  things 

...  'C'i.S'Ud  S^e  did  not  care  for  anything  that  Ellie 
did  not  have  too,”  added  her  mother.  g  ht 

1  hen  you  returned  them  ?  ” 

replieseS,thTtd  h?7‘  gCntlcman  patronisingly 

replies  that  he  ‘appreciates  my  reluctance  and 
reserves  them  for  a  future  time.'  ”  ’  and 

Just  like  Bobus !  ”  said  Caroline.  “  He  never 

Est1ierU?P  ThlS  PurP°se!  But  how  about  dear  little 

I  hope  so,”  replied  her  mother.  “So  far  it  has 

no^sh'  PUt  UP°n  pr°Priety.  and  so  on.  I  told  her 
ow  she  was  grown  up  and  come  home  from  schoo' 

Sd  Thn  TAteV  hCr  C°Usins  as  used  to  do 
d  I  have  called  her  away  sometimes  when  he  has 

ned  to.  get  her  alone.  Last  evening,  she  told  me  in 

a  very  simple  way-like  the  child  she  is-that  Robert 

would  walk  home  with  her  in  the  moonlight  and 

hindered  her  when  she  tried  to  join  the  others  tellino- 

me  she  hoped  I  should  not  be  angry  with  her  He 

rm-Ttokir0  tal"6d  t0  her  about  this  London  plan  • 
but  I  told  her  on  the  spot  it  was  impossible.” 

.  a^aid  Jt  L!”  sighed  Caroline.  “  Dear 

Essie.  I  will  do  my  best  to  keep  her  peace  from 
being  ruffled,  for  I  know  you  are  quite  right  ;  but  I 
can  t  help  being  sorry  for  my  boy,  and  he  is  so 
determined  that  I  don’t  think  he  will  give  up  easily” 
You  may  let  him  understand  that  nothing  will 
ever  make  me  consent,”  returned  the  Colonel 

1  will  if  he  enters  on  it  with  me,”  said  Caroline  • 
but  I  think  it  is  advisable  as  long  as  possible  to 
prevent  it  from  taking  a  definite  shape  ”  P  " 

Caroline  was  much  better  able  now  to  hold  her  own 
with  her  brother  and  sister-in-law.  Not  only  did  her 
position  and  the  obligations  they  were  under  give  her 
weight,  but  her  character  had  consolidated  itself  in 
these  years,  and  she  had  much  more  force,  and 
appearance  of  good  sense.  Besides,  John  was  a 
weight  m  the  family  now,  and  his  feeling  for  his  aunt 

2  B 
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was  not  without  effect.  They  talked  of  his  prospects 
and  of  Jessie’s  marriage,  over  their  early  tea.  The 
elders  of  the  walking  party  came  in  with  hands  full  of 
flowers,  namely,  the  two  Johns  and  Eleanor,  but 
ominously  enough,  Bobus  was  not  there.  He  had 
been  lost  sight  of  soon  after  they  had  met. 

Yes,  and  at  that  moment  he  was  loitering  at  a  safe 
distance  from  the  door  of  the  now  invalid  and  half¬ 
blind  Mrs.  Cofflnkey,  to  whom  the  Brownlow  girls 
read  by  turns.  She  lived  conveniently  up  a  lane  not 
much  frequented.  This  was  the  colloquy  which 
ensued  when  the  tall,  well-proportioned  maiden, 
with  her  fresh,  modest,  happy  face,  tripped  down  the 
steps : — 

“  So  the  Cofflnkey  is  unlocked  at  last !  Stern 
Proserpine  relented !  ” 

“  Robert !  You  here  ?  ” 

“  You  never  used  to  call  me  Robert.” 

“  Mamma  says  it  is  time  to  leave  off  the  other.” 

“  Perhaps  she  would  like  you  to  call  me  Mr.  Robert 
Otway  Brownlow.” 

“  Don’t  talk  of  mamma  in  that  way.” 

“  I  would  do  anything  my  queen  tells  me  except 
command  my  tones  when  there  is  an  attempt  to 
stiffen  her.  She  is  not  to  be  made  into  buckram.” 

“  Please,  Robert,”  as  some  one  met  and  looked  at 
them,  “  let  me  walk  on  by  myself.” 

“  What  ?  Shall  I  be  the  means  of  getting  you  into 
trouble  ?  ” 

“  No,  but  I  ought  not - ” 

“  The  road  is  clear  now,  never  mind.  In  town  there 
are  no  gossips,  that’s  one  comfort.  Mother  Carey  is 
propounding  the  plan  now.” 

“  Oh,  but  we  shall  not  go.  Mamma  told  me  so  last 
night.” 

“That  was  before  Mother  Carey  had  talked  her 
over.” 

“  Do  you  think  she  will  ?  ” 

“I  am  certain  of  it!  You  are  a  sort  of  child  of 
Mother  Carey’s  own,  you  know,  and  we  can’t  do 
without  you.” 
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usefu[°ther  W°Uld  ”iSS  “S  S°-  j“St  as  we  are  getting 
‘'Yes,  but  Ellie  might  stay.” 
be.”°h  !  WC  haV£  nCVer  been  parted-  We  couldn't 

you  for  Em l  E  thel'e  n°  °ne  t,1£“  “«M  ma^e  up  to 

“  ETo,  indeed  !  ”  indignantly. 

Ah  Essie,  you  are  too  much  of  a  child  yet  to 
understand  the  force  of  the  love  that _ ”  > 

-  “DoijV  bl'oke  in  Esther,  “that  is  just  like  people 
m  novels  ;  and  mamma  would  not  like  it.”  P 

“  But  if  I  feel  ten  times  far  more  for  you  than  ‘  the 
people  m  novels  attempt  to  express  ?  ” 

“  f§‘ain  cried  Esther.  “ It  is  Sunday.” 

queen1?*”  °f  ^  my  most  scriptural  little 

“  It  isn’t  a  time  to  talk  out  of  novels,”  said  Esther 
quickening  her  pace,  to  reach  the  frequented  road  and 
throng  of  church-goers.” 

I  am  not  talking  out  of  any  novel  that  ever  was 

oTton^f  Sa^d  ®obuf  seriously  1  but  she  was  speeding- 
on  too  fast  to  heed  him,  and  started  as  he  laid  a  hand 
on  her  arm. 

“  Stay,  Essie  ;  you  must  not  rush  on  like  a  frightened 
fawn,  or  people  will  stare,”  he  said  ;  and  she  slackened 
hei  P^ce,  though  she  shook  him  off  and  went  on 
through  the  numerous  passengers  on  the  footpath 
with  her  pretty  head  held  aloft  with  the  stately  grace 
of  the  startled  pheasant,  not  choosing  to  seem  to  hear 
his  attempts  at  addressing  her,  and  taking  refuge  at 
last  in  the  innermost  recesses  of  the  family  seat  at 
Chuich,  though  it  was  full  a  quarter  to  five 
There  the  rest  of  the  party  found  her,  and  as  they 
did  not  find  Bobus,  they  concluded  that  all  was  safe. 

H';’":cgr-  whc“  the  two  Johns  were  walking  home 
w.th  Mother  Carey,  Bobus  joined  them,  and  soon 
made  his  mother  fall  behind  with  him,  asking  Imr  “  I 
hope  your  eloquence  prevailed.” 

"  Far  from  it,  Bobus,”  she  said,  "  In  fact  you  have 
alarmed  them.” 
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“  H.S.H.  doesn’t  improve  with  age,”  he  replied 
carelessly.  “  She  never  troubled  herself  about  Jessie.” 

“  Perhaps  no  ©ne  gave  her  cause.  My  dear  boy,  I 
am  very  sorry  for  you,”  and  she  laid  her  hand  within 
his  arm. 

“  Have  they  been  baiting  you  ?  Poor  little  Mother 
Carey  !”  he  said.  “Force  of  habit,  you  know,  that’s 
all.  Never  mind  them.” 

“  Bobus,  my  dear,  I  must  speak,  and  in  earnest.  I 
am  afraid  you  may  be  going  on  so  as  to  make  your¬ 
self  and — some  one  else  unhappy,  and  you  ought  to 
know  that  your  father  was  quite  as  determined  as 
your  uncle  against  marriages  between  first  cousins.” 

“  My  dear  mother,  it  will  be  quite  time  to  argue 
that  point  when  the  matter  becomes  imminent.  I  am 
not  asking  to  marry  any  one  before  I  am  called  to 
the  bar,  and  it  is  very  hard  if  we  cannot,  in  the 
meantime,  live  as  cousins.” 

“  Yes,  but  there  must  be  no  attempt  to  be  ‘a  little 
more  than  kin.’  ” 

“  Less  than  kind  comes  in  on  the  other  side  !  ”  said 
Bobus,  in  his  throat.  “  I  tell  you  the  child  is  a  child 
who  has  no  soul  apart  from  her  sister,  and  there’s  no 
use  in  disturbing  her  till  she  has  grown  up  to  have  a 
heart  and  a  will  of  her  own.” 

“  Then  you  promise  to  let  her  alone  ?  ” 

“  I  pledge  myself  to  nothing,”  said  Bobus,  in  an 
impracticable  voice.  “  I  only  give  warning  that  a 
commotion  will  do  nobody  any  good.” 

She  knew  he  had  not  abandoned  his  intention,  and 
she  also  knew  she  had  no  power  to  make  him  abandon 
it,  so  that  all  she  could  say  was,  “  As  long  as  you 
make  no  move  there  will  be  no  commotion,  but  I  only 
repeat  my  assurance  that  neither  your  uncle  nor  I, 
acting  in  the  person  of  your  dear  father,  will  ever 
consent.” 

“To  which  I  might  reply,  that  most  people  end  by 
doing  that  against  which  they  have  most  protested. 
However,  I  am  not  going  to  stir  in  the  matter  for 
some  time  to  come,  and  I  advise  no  one  else  to 
do  so.” 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

Bluebeard’s  closet. 

A  moment  then  the  volume  spread, 

And  one  short  spell  therein  he  read. 

Scott. 

The  reality  of  John’s  intention  to  devote  himself  to 
medicine  made  Caroline  anxious  to  look  again  at  the 
terms  of  the  trust  on  which  she  held  the  Magnum 
-Donum  secret. 

Moreover,  she  wanted  some  papers  and  accounts 
and  therefore  on  Monday  morning,  while  getting 
up,  she  glanced  towards  the  place  where  her  daven¬ 
port  usually  stood,  and  to  her  great  surprise  missed 
it.  ohe  asked  Emma,  who  was  dressing  her,  whether 
it  had  been  moved,  and  found  that  her  maid  had 
been  as  much  surprised  as  herself  at  its  absence 

and  that  the  housekeeper  had  denied  all  knowledge’ 
of  it. 

^  “Other  things  is  missing,  ma’am,”  said  Emma; 

there  s  the  key  of  the  closet  where  your  dresses 
hangs.  I  ve  hunted  high  and  low  for  it,  and  nobody 
hasn’t  seen  it.” 

“Keys  are  easily  lost,”  said  Caroline,  “but  my 
davenport  is  very  important.  Perhaps  in  some  clean- 
mg  it  has  been  moved  into  one  of  the  other  rooms 
and  forgotten  there.  I  wish  you  would  look.  You 
know  I  had  it  before  I  came  here.” 

Not  only  did  Emma  look,  but  as  soon  as  her 
mistress  was  ready  to  leave  the  room  she  went  herself 
on  a  voyage  of  discovery,  peeping  first  into  the  little 
dressing-room,  where  seeing  Babie  at  her  morning 
players,  she  said  nothing  to  disturb  her,  and  then 
going  on  to  look  into  some  spare  rooms  beyond, 
wnere  she  thought  it  might  have  been  disposed  of, 
as  being  not  smart  enough  for  my  lady’s  chamber. 
Coming  back  to  her  room  she  found,  to  her  extreme 
amazement,  the  closet  open,  and  Babie  pushing  the 
davenport  out  of  it,  with  her  cheeks  crimson  and  a 
look  of  consternation  at  being  detected. 
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“  My  dear  child  !  The  davenport  there  !  Did  you 
know  it  ?  How  did  it  get  there  ?” 

“  I  put  it,”  said  Barbara,  evidently  only  forced  to 
reply  by  sheer  sincerity. 

“You!  And  why  ?  ” 

“  I  thought  it  safer,”  mumbled  Babie. 

“  And  you  knew  where  the  key  of  the  closet  was  ?  ’ 

“  Yes.” 

“  Where  ?  ” 

“  In  my  doll’s  bed,  locked  up  in  the  baby-house.” 

“This  is  most  extraordinary.  When  did  you  do 
this  ?  ” 

“  J ust  before  we  came  out  to  you  at  Leukerbad,” 
said  Babie,  each  reply  pumped  out  with  great 
difficulty. 

“Four  years  ago!  It  is  a  very  odd  thing.  I 
suppose  you  had  a  panic,  for  you  were  too  old  then 
for  playing  monkey  tricks.” 

To  which  Babie  made  no  answer,  and  the  next 
minute  her  mother,  who  had  become  intent  on  the 
davenport,  exclaimed,  “  I  suppose  you  haven’t  got  the 
key  of  this  in  your  doll’s  bed  ?  ” 

“  Don’t  you  remember,  mother,”  said  Barbara,  “  you 
sent  it  home  to  Janet,  and  it  was  lost  in  her  bag  on 
the  crossing  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  !  And  it  is  a  Bramah  lock, 
more’s  the  pity.  We  must  have  the  locksmith  over 
from  Kenminster  to  open  it.” 

The  man  was  sent  for,  the  davenport  was  opened, 
desk,  drawers,  and  all.  Caroline  was  once  more  in 
possession  of  her  papers.  She  turned  them  over  in 
haste,  and  saw  no  book  of  Magnum  Bonum.  Again, 
more  carefully  she  looked.  The  white  slate,  where 
those  precious  last  words  had  been  written,  was  there 
proving  to  her  that  her  memory  had  not  deceived  her, 
but  that  she  had  really  kept  her  treasure  in  that 
davenport. 

Then,  in  her  distress,  she  thought  of  Barbara’s 
strange  behaviour,  went  in  quest  of  her,  and  calling  her 
aside,  asked  her  to  tell  her  the  real  reason  why  she 
had  thought  fit  to  secure  the  davenport  in  the  closet 
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_  Why,  .  asked  Babie,  her  eyes  growing-  large  and 
shining,  “  is  anything  missing  ?  ” 

Teil  me  first,  said  Caroline,  trembling, 
hen  Babie  told  how  she  had  wakened  and  seen 
Janet  with  the  desk  part  raised  up,  reading  something 
and  how  when  _  she  lay  watching  and  wondering’ 
Janet  had  shut  it  up  and  gone  away.  “  And  I  did 
not  feel  comfortable  about  it,  mother,”  said  Babie,  “so 
1  thought  I  would  lock  up  the  davenport,  so  that 
nobody  could  get  at  it.” 

“  Y°u  did  not  see  her  take  anything  away  ?  ” 

“No  I  can’t  at  all  tell,”  said  Babie.  “Is  anythin^ 
gone  ?  J  ^ 


A  ~ook  I  valued  very  much.  Some  memoranda 
of  your  father  were  in  that  desk,  and  I  cannot  find 
tnem  now.  You  cannot  tell,  I  suppose,  whether  she 
was  reading  letters  or  a  book  ?  ” 

“It  was  not  letters,”  said  Babie,  “  but  I  could  not 
see  whether  it  was  print  or  manuscript.  Mother  I 
think  she  must  have  taken  it  to  read  and  could  not 
put  it  back  again  because  I  had  hidden  the  daven¬ 
port.  _  Oh  !  I  wish  I  hadn’t,  but  I  couldn’t  ask  any 
one,  it  seemed  such  a  wicked,  dreadful  fancy  that  she 
could  meddle  with  your  papers.” 

You  acted  to  the  best  of  your  judgment,  my 
dear,  said  Caioline.  u  I  ought  never  to  have  let  it 
out  of  my  own  keeping.” 

“  Do  you  think  it  was  lost  in  the  bag,  mother  ?  ” 

“  I  hope  not.  That  would  be  worst  of  all  !  ”  said 
Caioline.  I  must  ask  Janet.  Don’t  say  anything 
about  it,  my  dear.  Let  me  think  it  over.” 

When  Caroline  recollected  Janet’s  attempt,  as  re¬ 
lated  by  Robert,  to  break  open  her  bureau,  she  had 
very  little  doubt  that  the  book  was  there.  It  could 
not  have  been  lost  in  the  bag,  for,  as  she  remembered, 
lefeience  had  been  made  to  it  when  Janet  had 
extoi  ted  permission  to  go  to  Zurich,  and  she  had 
warned  her  that  even  these  studies  would  not  be  a 
qualification  for  the  possession  of  the  secret.  Janet 
had  then  smiled  triumphantly,  and  said  she  would 
make  her  change  her  mind  yet ;  had  looked,  in  fact 
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veiy  ffluch  as  Bobus  did  when  he  put  aside  her 
remonstiances.  It  was  not  the  air  of  a  person  who 
had  lost  the  records  of  the  secret  and  was  afraid  to 
confess,  though  it  was  possible  she  might  have  them  in 
her  own  keeping.  Caroline  longed  to  search  the  bureau, 
but  however  dishonourably  Janet  might  have  acted 
towaids  herself,  she  could  not  break  into  her  private 
lecepiacles  without  warning.  So  after  some  con¬ 
sideration,  she  made  Barbara  drive  her  to  the  station, 
and  send  the  following  telegraphic  message  to  Janet’s 
address  at  Edinburgh  : — 

Come  home  at  once.  Father’s  memorandum 
book  missing.  Must  be  searched  for.” 

All  that  day  and  the  next  the  sons  wondered  what 
was  amiss  with  their  mother,  she  was  so  pensive,  with 
staits  of  flightiness.  Allen  thought  she  was  going  to 
have  an  illness,  and  Bobus  that  it  was  a  very  strange 
and  foolish  way  of  taking  his  resistance,  but  all  the 
time  Armme  was  going  about  quite  unperceiving,  in  a 
blissful  state.  The  vicar’s  sister,  a  spirited,  active,  and 
very  winning  woman  of  thirty-five,  had  captivated 
him,  as  she  did  all  the  lads  of  the  parish.  He  had 
been  walking  about  with  her,  being  introduced  to  all 
t  le  needs  of  the  parish,  and  his  enthusiastic  nature 
throwing  itself  into  the  cause  of  religion  and  benefi¬ 
cence,  which  was  in  truth  his  congenial  element ;  he 
was  ready  to  undertake  for  himself  and  his  mother 
whatever  was  wanted,  without  a  word  of  solicitation 
nay  rather,  the  vicar,  who  thought  it  all  far  too  good 
to  be  true,  held  him  back. 

And  when  he  came  in  and  poured  out  his  narrative 
le  was,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  even  petulant 
that  his  _  mother  was  too  much  preoccupied  to 
confirm  his  promises,  and  angry  when  Allen  laughed 
at  his  vehemence,  and  said  he  should  beware  of 
model  parishes. 


By  dinner-time  the  next  day  Janet  had  actually 
arrived.  She  looked  thin  and  sharp,  her  keen  black 
eyes  roamed  about  uneasily,  and  some  indescribable 
change  had  passed  over  her.  Her  brothers  told  her 
study  had  not  agreed  with  her,  and  she  did  not,  as  of 
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and  all  the  evening  talked  in  a  woman-of-the-world 
manner,  cleverly,  agreeably,  not  putting  out  her 
pnckies,  but  like  a  stranger,  and  as  if  on  her  guard. 

Of  course  there  was  no  speaking  to  her  till  bed¬ 
time,  and  Caroline  at  first  felt  as  if  she  ought  to  let 
one  night  pass  in  peace  under  the  home  roof;  but 
s  re  soon  felt  that  to  sleep  would  be  impossible  to 
i ci self,  and  she  thought  it  would  be  equally  so  to  her 
daughter  without  coming  to  an  understanding.  She 
yearned  for  some  interchange  of  tenderness  from  that 
first-born  child  from  whom  she  had  been  so  lon°- 
sepai  ated,  and  watched  and  listened  for  a  step 
approaching  her  door  ;  till  at  last,  when  the  maid  was 
gone,  and  no  one  came,  she  yielded  to  her  impulse  ; 
and  in  her  white  dressing-gown,  with  softly-slippered 
feet,  she  glided  along  the  passage  with  a  strange 
mixed  feeling  of  maternal  gladness  that  Janet  was  at 
home .  again,  and  of  painful  impatience  to  have  the 
interview  over. 

She  knocked  at  the  door.  There  was  no  answer. 
She  opened  it.  There  was  no  one  there,  but  the  light 
on  the  teirace  below,  thrown  from  the  windows  of  the 
lower  room,  was  proof  to  her  that  Janet  was  in  her 
sitting-ioom,  and  she  began  to  descend  the  private 
stairs,  that  led  down  to  it.  She  was  as  light  in  figure 
and  in  step  as  ever,  and  her  soft  slippers,  made  no 
noise  as  she  went  down.  The  door  in  the  wainscot 
was  open,  and  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs  she  had  a 
strange  view.  Janet’s  candle  was  on  the  chair  behind 
her,  in  front  of  it  lay  half-a-dozen  different  keys,  and 
she  herself  was  kneeling  before  the  bureau,  trying  one 
of  the  keys  into  the  lock.  It  would  not  fit,  and  in 
turning  to  try  another,  she  first  saw  the  white  figure, 
and  started  violently  at  the  first  moment,  then,  as  the 
trembling,  pleading  voice  said,  “Janet,”  she  started  to 
her  feet,  and  cried  out  angrily — 

“  Am  I  to  be  always  spied  and  dogged  ?  ” 

“Hush,  Janet,”  said  her  mother,  in  a  voice  of  grave 
reproof,.  “  I  simply  came  to  speak  to  you  about  the 
distressing  loss  of  what  your  father  put  in  my  charge." 
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“  And  why  should  I  know  anything  about  it  ? n 
demanded  Janet. 

“You  were  the  last  person  who  had  access  to  the 
davenport,”  said  her  mother. 

“This  is  that  child  Barbara’s  foolish  nonsense," 
muttered  Janet  to  herself. 

“Barbara  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  fact  that  I 
sent  you  the  key  of  the  davenport  where  the  book 
was.  It  is  now  missing.  Janet,  it  is  bitterly  painful 
to  me  to  say  so,  but  your  endeavours  to  open  that 
bureau  privately  have  brought  suspicion  upon  you, 
and  I  must  have  it  opened  in  my  presence.” 

“  I  have  a  full  right  to  my  own  bureau.” 

“  Of  course  you  have ;  but  I  had  these  notes  left  in 
my  trust.  It  is  my  duty  towards  your  father  to  use 
every  means  for  their  recovery.” 

“You  call  it  a  duty  to  my  father  to  shut  up  his 
discovery  and  keep  it  useless  for  the  sake  of  a  lot  of 
boys  who  will  never  turn  it  to  profit.” 

“Of  that  I  am  judge.  My  present  duty  is  to 
recover  it.  Your  conduct  is  such  as  to  excite  sus¬ 
picion,  and  I  theiefoie  cannot  allow  you  to  take  any¬ 
thing  out  of  that  bureau  except  in  my  presence,  till  I 
have  satisfied  myself  that  his  memoranda  are  not 
there.  I  would  not  search  your  drawers  in  your 
absence,  and  therefore  telegraphed  for  you.” 

“  Thank  you.  Since  you  like  to  treat  your  daugh¬ 
ter  like  a  maidservant,  you  may  go  on  and  search  my 
boxes,”  said  Janet,  sulkily. 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  poor  child,  if  I  am  unjustly 
causing  you  this  humiliation,”  said  Caroline  humbly, 
as  Janet  sullenly  dumped  down  into  a  chair  without 
answering..  She  took  up  the  keys  that  Janet  had 
bi ought  with  hei,  and  tried  them  one  by  one,  where 
Janet  had  been  using  them.  The  fourth  turned  in 
the  lock,  and  the  drawer  was  open  ! 

“I  will  disarrange  nothing  unnecessarily”  said 
Caroline.  “  Look  for  yourself.” 

Janet  would  not,  however,  move  hand  foot  or  eye 
while  her  mother  put  in  her  hand  and  took  out  what 
lay  on  the  top.  It  was  the  Magnum  Bonum.  She 
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held  it  to  the  light  and  was  sure  of  it ;  but  she  had 

feh  mi  theTdrinVel°Pe,at  ^  Same  time’  and  her  eye 

to—M^n6  cdHreSS  aSwhC  ,faS  layin£  k  down-  was 
James  Baines,  Esq.  And  as  her  eye  caught 

t  e  pencilled  words  "My  Will,”  a  strange  electric 

th through  her,  as  she  exclaimed,  “What  is 
this,  Janet  ?  How  came  it  here  ?  ” 

Oh!  take  it  if  you  like,”  said  Janet.  “I  put  it 
there  to  spare  you  worry  ;  but  if  you  will  pursue  your 
leseaiches,  you  must  take  the  consequences.” 

Caroline,  thus  defied,  still  instinctively  holding 
guum  Bonum  close  to  her,  drew  out  the  contents  of 
the  envelope,  and  caught  in  the  broken  handwriting  of 
tne  old  man  the  words-"  Will  and  Testament— 
j-eoige  Gould  —  Wakefield  —  Elvira  de  Menella  — 
vnole  estate.”  Then  she  saw  signature,  seal,  witnesses 
—date,  “April  24th,  1862.” 

“ What  Is  tllis  ?  Where  did  it  come  from  ?  ”  she 
asked. 

“I  found  it-in  his  table  drawer;  I  saw  it  was  not 
valid,  so  I  kept  it  out  of  the  way  from  consideration 
lor  you,”  said  Janet. 

"  How  do  you  know  it  was  not  valid  ?  ” 

“Oh— why— 1  (didn’t  look  much,  or  know  much 
about  it  either,  said  J anet,  in  an  alarmed  voice.  “  I 
was  a  mere  child  then,  you  know.  I  saw  it  was  only 
scrawled  on  letter-paper,  and  I  thought  it  was  only 

a  rough  draft,  which  would  just  make  you  uncom¬ 
fortable.” 


“  I  hope  you  did,  Janet.  I  hope  you  did  not  know 
what  you  were  doing  J  ” 

“  You  don’t  mean  that  it  has  been  executed  ?  ” 
“Here  are  witnesses,”  said  Caroline— her  eyes 
swam  too  much  to  see  their  names.  “  It  must  be  for 
bettei  heads  than  ours  to  decide  whether  this  is  of 
oice  ,  but,  oh,  Janet!  if  we  have  been  robbing  the 
orphan  all  these  years  !  ” 

The  orphan  has  been  quite  as  well  off  as  if  it  had 
been  all  hers,”  said  Janet.  “Mother,  just  listen! 
Give  me  the.  keeping  of  my  father’s  secret,  and — even 
if  we  lose  this  place — it  shall  make  up  for  all _ ” 
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“  You  do  not  know  what  you  are  talking  of,  Janet, 1 
said  Caroline,  pushing  back  those  ripples  of  white 
hair  that  crowned  her  brow,  “  nor  indeed  I  either  !  I 
only  know  you  have  spoken  more  kindly  to  me,  and 
that  you  are  under  my  own  roof  again.  Kiss  me,  my 
child,  and  forgive  me  if  I  have  pained  you.  You  did 
not  know  what  you  did  about  the  will,  and  as  to  this 
book,  I  know  you  meant  to  put  it  back  again.” 

“  I  did — I  did,  mother — if  Barbara  had  not  hidden 
the  desk,”  cried  Janet.  And  as  her  mother  kissed  her, 
she  laid  her  head  on  her  shoulder,  and  wept  and 
sobbed  in  an  hysterical  manner,  such  as  Caroline  had 
never  seen  in  her  before.  Of  course  she  was  tired  out 
by  the  long  journey,  and  the  subsequent  agitation  ; 
and  Caroline  soothed  and  caressed  her,  with  the  sole 
elfect  of  making  her  cry  more  piteously  ;  but  she 
would  not  hear  of  her  mother  staying  to  undress  and 
put  her  to  bed,  gathered  herself  up  again  as  soon  as 
she  could,  and  when  another  kiss  had  been  exchanged 
at  her  bedroom  door,  Caroline  heard  it  locked  after  her. 

Very  little  did  Caroline  sleep  that  night.  If  she 
lost  consciousness  at  all,  it  was  only  to  know  that 
something  strange  and  wonderful  was  hanging  over 
her.  _  Sometimes  she  had  a  sense  that  her  trust  and 
mission  as  a  rich  woman  had  been  ill-fulfilled,  and 
therefore  the  opportunity  was  to  be  taken  away  ;  but 
more  often  there  was  a  strange  sense  of  relief  from 
what  she  was  unfit  for.  She  remembered  that  strange 
dream  of  her  children  turning  into  statues  of  gold, 
and  the  Magnum  Bonum  disenchanting  them,  and  a 
fancy  came  over  her  that  this  might  yet  be  realised, 
a  fancy  to  whose  lulling  effect  she  was  indebted  for 
the  sleep  she  enjoyed  in  the  morning,  which  made 
her  unusually  late,  but  prevented  her  from  looking  as 
haggard  as  Janec  did,  with  eyelids  swollen,  as  if  she 
had  cried  a  good  deal  longer  last  night. 

The  postbag  was  lying  on  the  table,  and  directly 
after  family  prayers  (which  she  had  for  some  years 
begun  when  at  home),  Mrs.  Brownlow  beguiled  her 
nervousness  by  opening  it,  and  distributing  the  letters. 

The  first  she  opened  was  such  a  startling  one,  that 
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her  head  seemed  to  reel,  and  she  doubted  whether  the 
shock  of  last  night  was  confusing  her  senses. 

“  My  dear  Mrs.  Brownlow,— What  will  you 

think  of  us  now  that  the  full  truth  has  burst  on  you  ? 
Of  me  especially,  to  whom  you  entrusted  your  dear 
daughter.  I  never  could  have  thought  that  Nita 
would  have  lent  herself  to  the  transaction,  and  alas !  I 
let  the  two  girls  take  care  of  themselves  more  than 
was  right.  However,  I  can  at  least  give  you  the 
comfort  of  knowing  that  it  was  a  perfectly  legal 
marriage,  for  Nita  was  one  of  the  witnesses,  and 
looked  to  all  that - 

Here  Caroline  could  read  no  more.  Sick  and 
stunned,  she  began  to  dispense  her  teacups,  and  even 
helped  herself  to  some  of  the  food  that  was  handed 
round,  but  her  hand  trembled  so,  and  she  looked  so 
white  and  bewildered,  that  Allen  exclaimed — 

“  Mother,  you  are  really  ill.  You  should  not  have 
come  down.” 

She  could  not  bear  the  crowd  and  buzz  of  voices 
and  all  the  anxious  eyes  any  longer.  She  pushed 
back  her  chair,  and  as  sons  came  hurrying  round  with 
offered  arms,  she  took  the  nearest,  which  was  Jock’s, 
let  him  take  her  to  the  morning-room,  and  there 
assured  him  she  was  not  ill,  only  she  had  had  a  letter. 
She  wanted  nothing,  only  that  he  should  go  back,  and 
send  her  Janet.  She  tried  once  more  to  master  the 
contents  of  Miss  Ray’s  letter,  but  she  was  too  dizzy ; 
and  when  Janet  came  in,  she  could  only  hold  it  out 
to  her. 

“Oh  !  ”  said  Janet,  “poor  old  Maria  has  forestalled 
me.  Yes,  mother,  it  is  what  I  meant  to  tell  you, 
only  I  thought  you  could  not  bear  a  fresh  shock 
last  night.” 

“  Married  !  Oh,  Janet  ;  why  thus  ?  ” 

“  Because  we  wished  to  avoid  the  gossip  and 
conventionality.  My  uncle  and  aunt  were  to  be 
avoided.” 

“  Let  me  hear  at  once  whc  it  is,”  said  Caroline, 
with  the  sharpness  of  misery. 
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“ is  Professor  Demetrius  Hermann,  a  most  able 
lecturer,  whose  course  we  have  been  following.  I 
met  him  a  year  ago,  at  the  table  d'hote ,  at  Zurich, 
wheie  he  delivered  a  series  of  lectures  on  physiology 
on  a  new  and  original  system.  He  is  now  going  on 
with  them  in  Scotland,  where  his  wonderful  acuteness 
and  originality  have  produced  an  immense  sensation 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that  in  his  hands  this  discovery 
of  my  fathers  will  receive  its  full  development.” 

There  was  no  apology  in  her  tone ;  it  was  rather 
that  of  one  who  was  defying  censure  ;  and  her  mother 
could  only  gasp  out — 

“  How  long  ?  ” 

“  1  hree  weeks.  When  we  heard  you  were  return¬ 
ing,  we  thought  it  would  save  much  trouble  and 
difficulty  to  secure  ourselves  against  contingencies 
and  profit  by  Scottish  facilities.”  Wherewith  Janet 
handed  her  mother  a  certificate  of  her  marriage  at 
Glasgow,  before  Jane  Ray  and  another  witness,  and 
taking  hei  wedding-ring  from  her  purse,  put  it  on 
adding,  “When  you  see  him,  mother,  you  will  be 
more  than  satisfied.” 

“  Where  is  he  ?  ”  interrupted  Caroline. 

“  At  the  Railway  Hotel,  waiting  till  you  are 
prepared  to  see  him.  He  brought  me  down,  but  he 
is  to  give  a  lecture  at  Glasgow  the  day  after  to¬ 
morrow,  so  we  can  only  remain  one  night.” 

“  Oh,  Janet— Janet,  this  is  very  fearful  !  ” 

At  that  moment,  Johnny  strolled  up  to  the  window 
from  the  outside,  and,  as  he  greeted  Janet  with  some 
surprise,  he  observed — 

“There’s  a  most,  extraordinary  looking  foreign 
fellow  loitering  about  out  here.  I  warned  him  he  was 
on  pnvate  ground,  and  he  made  me  a  bow  as  if  I 
not  he,  were  the  trespasser.”  ’  ’ 

On  this  Janet  darted  out  at  the  window  without 
another  word,  and  John  exclaiming,  in  dismav _ 

“  Mother  Carey  !  what  is  the  matter  ?  ” 

,  .  S1;e  fsP“|  °“t,.  "0h-  Johnny  I  she’s  married  to 
him!  And  the  children  don’t  know  it.  Send  them 
m— Allen  and  Bobus  I  mean— make  haste;  I  must 


prepare 

know.” 
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Take  that  letter,  and  let  the  others 


John  saw  the  truest  kindness  was  implicit  obedi¬ 
ence ;  and  Allen  and  Bobus  instantly  joined  her  the 
latter  asking  what  new  tomfoolery  Janet  had  brought 
Rome,  Allen  following  with  a  cup  of  coffee. 

Caroline’s  lips  felt  too  dry  to  speak,  and  she  held 
out  the  certificate. 


It  was  received  by  Allen,  with  the  exclamation— 

By  Jove  ! 

And  by  Bobus,  with  an  odd,  harsh  laugh— 

I  thought  she  would  do  something  monstrous  one 
of  these  days.” 

Did  y°u  ever  hear  of  him,  Bobus  ?  ”  she  found 
voice  to  say,  after  swallowing  a  mouthful  of  coffee. 

“I  fancy  I  have.  Yes,  I  remember  now;  he  was 
lecturing  and  vapouring  about  at  Zurich  ;  he  is  half 
Creek,  I  believe,  and  all  charlatan.  Well,  Janet  has 
been  and  gone  and  done  for  herself  now  and  no 
mistake.”  ’ 

“  But  he  is  a  professor,”  pleaded  Caroline.  “  He 
must  be  of  some  university.” 

Don  t  make  too  sure,  said  Allen,  “A  professor 
may  mean  a  writing  master.  Good  heavens  !  what  a 
connection.” 

It  can  t  be  so  bad  as  that,”  said  Caroline.  “  Re¬ 
member,  your  sister  is  not  foolish.” 

“  Flatter  an  ugly  woman,”  said  Bobus,  “  and  it’s  a 
regular  case  of  fox  and  crow.” 

“  Mercy  !  here  they  come  !  ”  cried  Allen. 

“  Mother,  do  you  go  away !  This  is  not  work  for 
you.  Leave  us  to  settle  the  rascal,”  said  Bobus. 

‘  No,  Bobus,”  she  said;  “this  ought  to  be  settled 
by  JR6.  Remember  that,  whatever  the  man  may  be 
he  is  Janet’s  husband,  and  she  is  your  sister.” 

“  Worse  luck  !  ”  sighed  Allen. 

And,,  she  added,  “  he  has  to  go  away  to-morrow, 
at  latest,”  a  sentence  which  she  knew  would  serve  to 
pacify  Allen. 

They  had  crossed  the  parterre  by  this  time,  and 
were  almost  at  the  window. 
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It  was  Bobus  who  took  •- the  initiative,  bowing 
formally  as  he  spoke,  in  German — 

“Good  morning,  Herr  Professor.  You  seem  to  have 
a  turn  for  entering  houses  by  irregular  methods.” 

The  new-comer  bowed  with  suavity,  saying,  in 
excellent  English — 

“  It  is  to  your  sister  that  in  both  senses  I  owe  my 
entrance,  and  to  the  lady,  your  mother,  that  I  owe  my 
apology.” 

And  before  Caroline  well  knew  what  was  going  on, 
he  had  one  knee  to  the  ground,  and  was  kissing  her 
hand. 

“The  tableau  is  incomplete,  Janet,”  said  Bobus, 
whom  Caroline  heartily  wished  away.  “You  ought 
to  be  on  your  knees  beside  him.” 

“  I  have  settled  it  with  my  mother  already,”  said 
J  anet. 

Both  Caroline  and  her  eldest  son  were  relieved  by 
the  first  glance  at  the  man.  He  was  small,  and  had 
much  more  of  the  Greek  than  of  the  German  in  his 
aspect,  with  neat  little  features,  keen  dark  eyes,  and 
no  vulgarity  in  tone  or  appearance.  His  hands  were 
delicate  ;  there  was  nothing  of  the  “  greasy  foreigner  ” 
about  him,  but  rather  an  air  of  finesse ,  especially  in  his 
exquisitely  trimmed  little  moustache  and  pointed 
beard,  and  his  voice  and  language  were  persuasive 
and  fluent.  It  might  have  been  worse,  was  the 
prominent  feeling,  as  she  hastily  said — 

“  Stand  up,  Mr.  Hermann ;  I  am  not  used  to  be 
spoken  to  in  that  manner.” 

“  Nor  is  it  an  ordinary  occasion  on  which  I  address 
madame,”  said  her  new  son-in-law,  rising.  “  I  am 
aware  that  I  have  transgressed  many  codes,  but  my 
anxiety  to  secure  my  treasure  must  plead  for  me ;  and 
she  assured  me  that  she  might  trust  to  the  goodness 
of  the  best  of  mothers.” 

“  There  is  such  a  thing  as  abusing  such  goodness,” 
said  Bobus. 

“  Sir,”  said  Hermann,  “  I  understand  that  you  have 
rights  as  eldest  son,  but  I  await  my  sentence  from  the 
lips  of  madame  herself.” 
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“Nof  ^  1S  the  eldest/’  interrupted  Janet. 
This  is  Allen  Allen,  you  were  always  good-natured 
oannot  you  say  one  friendly  word  ?  ” 

Something  in  the  more  childish,  eager  tone  of 
Janets  address  softened  Allen,  and  he  answered— 

It  is  for  mother  to  decide  on  what  terms  we 


to 


stand,  Janet,  and  strange 


are 


-  -  .  - ge  as  all  this  has  been,  I 

have  no  desire  to  be  at  enmity.” 

Caroline  had  by  this  time  been  able  to  recover  her¬ 
self  and  spoke. 


Mi.  Hermann  can  hardly  expect  a  welcome  in  the 
family  into  which  he  has  entered  so  unexpectedly 
and— and  without  any  knowledge  of  his  antecedents! 
hut  what  is  done  cannot  be  undone;  I  don’t  want  to 
be  harsh  and  unforgiving.  I  should  like  to  under¬ 
stand  all  about  everything,  and  of  course  to  be 
friends  ;  as  to  the  rest,  it  must  depend  on  how  they 
go  on,  and  a  great  deal  besides.” 

It  was  a  lame  and  impotent  conclusion,  but  it 
seemed  to  satisfy  the  gentleman,  who  clasped  her 
hand  and  kissed  it  with  fervour,  wrung  that  of  Allen, 
which  was  readily  yielded,  and  would  have  done  the 
same  by  that  of  Bobus,  if  that  youth  had  done  more 
than  accord  very  stiff  cold  tips. 

Immediately  after,  John  said  at  the  door _ 

Aunt  Caioline,  my  father  is  here.  Will  you  see 
him  ?  ” 

That  was  something  to  be  got  over  at  once,  and 
she  went  to  the  Colonel,  who  was  very  kind  and 
pitiful  to  her,  and  spared  her  the  “  I  told  you  so.” 
Tie  did  not  even  reproach  her  with  being  too  lenient, 
in  not  having,  turned  the  pair  at  once  out  of  her 
house ;  indeed,  he  was  wise  enough  to  think  the 
extremity  of  a  quarrel  ought  to  be  avoided,  but  he 
undeitook  to  make  every  inquiry  into  Mr.  Demetrius 
Hermann’s  history,  and  observed  that  she  should  be 
vei  y  cautious  in  pledging  herself  as  to  what  she 
would  do  for  him,  since  she  had,  as  he  expressed  it, 
the  whip-hand  of  him,  since  Janet  was  total ly 
dependent  upon  her. 


“  Oh  !  Dut  Robert,  I  forgot ;  I  don’t  know  if  there 
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is  anything  for  anybody,”  she  said,  putting  her  hand 
to  her  forehead  ;  “  there’s  that  other  will !  Ah  !  I  see 
you  think  I  don’t  know  what  I  am  saying,  and  my 
head  is  getting  past  understanding  much,  but  I  really 
did  find  the  other  will  last  night.” 

“  What  other  will  ?  ” 

“  The  one  we  always  knew  there  must  be,  in  favour 
of  Elvira.  This  dreadful  business  put  it  out  of  my 
head;  the  children  don’t  know  it  yet,  and  I  don’t 
seem  able  to  think  or  care.” 

It  was  true  ;  severe  nervous  headache  had 
brought  her  to  the  state  in  which  she  could  do 
nothing  but  lie  passively  on  her  bed.  The  Colonel 
saw  this,  and  bade  her  think  of  nothing  for  the 
present,  and  sent  Barbara  to  take  care  of  her. 

She .  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  in  the  sort  of 
aneantissement  which  that  sort  of  headache  often 
produces,  and  in  the  meantime  everybody  held  tetes-ci~ 
fetes.  The  Colonel  held  his  peace  about  the  will,  not 
half  crediting  such. a  catastrophe,  and  thinking  one 
mattei  at  a  time  quite  enough  for  his  brain  ;  but  he 
talked  to  the .  Professor,  to  Janet,  to  Allen,  and  to 
Bobus,  and  tried  to  come  to  a  knowledge  of  the 
bridegroom’s  history,  and  to  decide  what  course  ouMit 
to  be  puisued,  feeling  as  the  good  man  always  did  and 
always  would  do,  that  he  was,  or  ought  to  be  the 
supreme  authority  for  his  brother’s  widow  and  children. 

Allen  was  quite  placable,  and  ready  to  condone 
everything.  He  thought  the  Athenian  Professor  a 
veiy  superior  man,  with  excellent  classical  taste,  by 
which  it  was.  plain  that  his  mosaic  pavement,  his'  old 
china,  and  his  pictures  had  met  with  rare  appreciation. 
Moreover,  the  Professor  knew  how  to  converse  and 
could  be  brilliantly  entertaining;  there  was  nothing 
to  find  fault  with  in  his  appearance;  and  if  Janet 
was.  satisfied,  Allen  was.  He  knew  his  uncle  hated 
foreigners,  but  for  his  own  part,  he  thought  nothing 
so  dull  as  English  respectability. 

For  once  the  Colonel  declared  that  Bobus  had  more 
sense  !  Bobus  had  come  to  a  tolerably  clear  compre- 
hensiou  of  the  matter,  and  his  first  impressions  were 
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confirmed  by  subsequent  inquiries.  Demetrius  Her- 

anf  was  tIle  s°n  of  some  lawyer  of  Kino-  Otho’s 
court  who  had  married  a  Greek  lady.  He  had 
studied  partly  at  Athens,  partly  at  so  many  other 
universities,  that  Bobus  thought  it  rather  sus Jidous  • 
while  his  uncle,  who  held  that  a  respectable  degree 

tW  f  fCltih-er  °f  0xford  or  Cambridge,  thought 
this  fatal  to  his  reputation.  He  had  studied  medicine 
c  t  one  time  but  had  broached  some  theory  which 

» WB  nman  fa!!  ty  were  t0°  narrow  to  appreciate  • 

not  a-et  \ anS’  quoth  Bobus-  “either  that  he  could 
n°t  get  a  licence  to  practise,  or  else  had  it  revoked.” 

then  ne  had  taken  to  lecturing.  The  professorshin 


.  /  VVCLO  lii email,  ana  Jdodus  1 

,  im mediate  means  of  finding  out  whether  it  w 
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that  fo  H  l°rB0f  analySmg  the  aIPhabet  of  letters 
hiflecturel  “  "ame  UP°n  the  advertisement  of 

Apparently  he  was  a  clever  lecturer,  fluent  and  full 
of  illustration,  with  an  air  of  original  theory  that 
caught  people  s  attention.  He  knew  his  ground,  and 
where  critically  scientific  men  were  near  to  bring  him  to 
book,  was  cautious  to  keep  within  the  required  bounds 
but  in  the  freer  and  less  regulated  places,  he  discoursed 
on  new  theories  and  strange  systems  connected  with 
the  mysteries  of  magnetism,  and  producing  extra¬ 
ordinary  and  unexplained  effects. 

Robert  and  Jock  were  inclined  to  ascribe  to  some  of 
these  arts  the  captivation  of  so  clever  a  person  as  their 
sister,  by  one  whom  they  both  viewed  with  repulsion 
as  a  mere  adventurer. 

They  had  not  the  clue  which  their  mother  had  to 
the  history  of  the  matter,  when  the  next  day,  though 
still  far  from  well,  she  had  an  interview  with  her 
daughter  and  the  Athenian  Professor  before  their 
return  to  Scotland. 

He  knew  of  the  Magnum  Bonum  matter.  It  seemed 
that  Janet  as  her  knowledge  increased,  had  become 
more  sensible  of  the  difficulties  in  the  pursuit,  and 
being  much  attracted  by  his  graces  and  ability,  had  so 
put  questions  for  her  own  enlightenment  as  to  reveal  to 

2  C  2 


388  MAGNUM  bonum; 

him  that  she  possessed  a  secret.  To  cajole  it  from  her, 
so  far  as  she  knew  it,  had  been  no  greater  difficulty 
than  it  was  to  the  fox  to  get  the  cheese  from  the  crow  ; 
and  while  to  him  she  was  the  errant  unprotected  young 
lady  of  large  and  tempting  fortune,  he  could  easily 
make  himself  appear  to  her  the  missing  link  in  the 
pursuit.  He  could  do  what  as  a  woman  she  could  not 
accomplish,  and  what  her  brothers  were  not  attempting. 

In  that  conviction,  nay,  even  expecting  her  mother 
to  be  satisfied  with  his  charms  and  his  qualifications, 
she  claimed  that  he  might  at  least  read  the  MS.  of  the 
book,  assuring  her  mother  that  all  she  had  intended 
the  night  before  was  to  copy  out  the  essentials  for  him. 

“To  take  the  spirit  and  leave  me  the  letter  ?  ”  said 
Caroline.  “  O  J  anet,  would  not  that  have  been  worse 
than  carrying  off  the  book  ?  ” 

“Well,  mother,  I  maintain  that  I  have  a  right  to 
it,”  said  Janet,  “and  that  there  is  no  justice  in  with¬ 
holding  it.” 

“  Do  you  or  your  husband  fulfil  these  conditions 
Janet  ?”  and  Caroline  read  from  the  white  slate  those 
words  about  the  one  to  whom  the  pursuit  was  intrusted 
being  a  sound,  religious  man,  who  would  not  seek  it 
for  his  own  advancement  but  for  the  good  of  others. 

Janet  exultantly  said  that  was  just  what  Demetrius 
would  do.  As  to  the  being  a  sound  religious  man, 
her  mother  might  seek  in  vain  for  a  man  of  real  ability 
who  held  those  old-fashioned  notions.  They  were 
very  well  in  her  father’s  time,  but  what  would  Bobus 
say  to  them  ? 

She  evidently  thought  Demetrius  would  triumph  in 
his  private  interview  with  her  mother,  but  if  Caroline 
had  had  any  doubt  before,  that  would  have  removed 
it.  J  anet  honestly  had  a  certain  enthusiasm  for  science, 
beneficence,  and  the  honour  of  the  family,  but  the 
Professor  besieged  Mrs.  Brownlow  with  his  entreaties 
and  promises  just  as  if — she  said  to  herself — she  had 
been  the  widow  of  some  quack  doctor  for  whose  secret 
he  was  bidding. 

If  she  would  only  grant  it  to  him  and  continue  her 
allowance  to  Janet  while  he  was  pursuing  it,  their 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD.  389 

there  would  be  no  limit  to  the  share  he  would  give  her 
when  the  returns  came  in.  It  was  exceedingly  hard 
to  answer  without  absolutely  insulting  him,  &but  she 
entrenched  herself  in  the  declaration  that  her  husband’s 
conditions  required  a  full  diploma  and  degree,  and 
that  till  all  her  sons  were  grown  up  she  had  been  for¬ 
bidden  to  dispose  of  it  otherwise.  Very  thankful  she 
\\  as  that  Armine  was  not  seventeen,  when  a  whole 
poitfolio  of  testimonials  in  all  sorts  of  languages  were 
unfolded  before  her  !  Whatever  she  had  ever  said  of 
Ellen’s  insular  prejudices,  she  felt  that  she  herself  might 
deserve,  for  she  viewed  them  all  as  utterly  worthless 
compared  with  an  honest  English  or  Scottish  degree. 
At  any  late,  she  could  not  judge  of  their  value,  and 
they  did  not  fulfil  her  conditions.  She  made’  him 
understand  at  last  that  she  was  absolutely  impracti¬ 
cable,  and  that  the  only  distant  hope  she  would  allow' 
to  be  wrung  from  her  by  his  coaxing,  wheedling  tones, 
soft  as  the  honey  of  Hybla,  was,  that  if  none  of  her 
sons  or  nephew's  were  in  the  way  of  fulfilling  the  con¬ 
ditions,  and  he  could  bring  her  satisfactory  English 
certificates,  she  might  consider  the  matter,  but  she 
made  no  promises. 

Then  he  most  politely  represented  the  need  of  a 
maintenance  while  he  was  thus  qualifying  himself. 
Janet  had  evidently  not  told  him  about  the  will,  and 
Caroline  only  said  that  from  a  recent  discovery  she 
thought  her  own  tenure  of  the  property  very  insecure, 
and  she  could  undertake  nothing  for  the  future..  She 
would  let  him  know.  However,  she  gave  him  a 
cheque  for  100/.  for  the  present,  knowing  that  she 
could  make  it  up  from  the  money  of  her  own  which 
she  had  been  accumulating  for  Elvira’s  portion. 

Then  Janet  came  in  to  take  leave.  Mr.  Hermann 
described  what  the  excellent  and  gracious  lady  had 
granted  to  him,  and  he  made  it  sound  so  well,  and  his 
wife  seemed  so  confident  and  triumphant,  that  her 
mother  feared  she  had  allowed  more  to  be  inferred  than 
she  intended,  and  tried  to  explain  that  all  depended  on 
the  fulfilment  of  the  conditions  of  which  Janet  at  least 
was  perfectly  aware.  She  was  overwhelmed,  however, 
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with  his  gratitude  and  Janet’s  assurances,  and  they 
went  away,  leaving  her  with  a  hand  much  kissed  by 
him,  and  the  fondest,  most  lingering  embrace  she  had 
ever  had  from  Janet.  Then  she  was  free  to  lie  still, 
abandoned  to  fears  for  her  daughter’s  future  and 
repentance  for  her  own  careless  past,  and,  above  all 
crushed  by  the  ache  that  would  let  her  really  feel  little 
but  pain  and  oppression. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE  TURN  OF  TITE  WHEEL. 

Is  there,  for  honest  poverty, 

That  hangs  his  head  and  a’  that, 

The  coward  slave,  we  pass  him  by, 

A  man ’s  a  man  for  a’  that. 

Burns. 

IHINKING  and  acting  were  alike  impossible  tc 
Caroline  for  the  remainder  of  the  day  when  her 
daughter  left  her,  but  night  brought  power  of  reflec¬ 
tion,  as  she  began  to  look  forward  to  the  new  day, 
and  its  burthen. 

Her  headache  was  better,  but  she  let  Barbara  again 
go  down  to  breakfast  without  her,  feeling  that  she 
could  not  face  her  sons  at  once,  and  that  she  needed 
another  study  of  the  document  before  she  could  trust 
herself  with  the  communication.  She  felt  herself  too 
in  need  of  time  to  pray  for  right  judgment  and 
steadfast  purpose,  and  that  the  change  might  so  work 
wuth  her  sons  that  it  might  be  a  blessing,  not  a  curse. 
Could  it  be  for  nothing  that  the  finding  of  Magnum 
Bonum  had  wrought  the  undoing  of  this  wrono-  ? 
That  thought,  and  the  impulse  of  self-bracing,  made 
her  breakfast  well  on  the  dainty  little  meal  ^ent  up 
to  her  by  the  Infanta,  and  look  so  much  refreshed 
that  the  damsel  exclaimed — 

"You  are  much  better,  mother  !  You  will  be  able 
to  see  Jock  before  he  goes - ” 

“  Fetch  them  all,  Babie  ;  I  have  something  to  tell 
you - ” 

“Writs  issued  for  a  domestic  parliament,”  said 
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Allen,  presently  entering.  “To  vote  for  the  'grant  to 
the  Princess  Royal  on  her  marriage  ?  Do  it  hand¬ 
somely,  I  say,  the  Athenian  is  better  than  might  be 
expected,  and  will  become  prosperity  better  than 
adversity.” 

“Being  capable  of  taking  others  in  besides  Janet,” 
said  the  opposition  in  the  person  of  Bobus.  “  He 
seemed  so  well  satisfied  with  the  Gracious  Lady 
house-mother  that  I  am  afraid  she  has  been  making 
him  too  many  promises.” 

“  That  was  impossible.  It  was  not  about  Janet  that 
I  sent  for  you,  boys.  It  was  to  think  what  we  are 
to  do  ourselves.  You  know  I  always  thought  there 
must  be  another  will.  Look  there  !  ” 

She  laid  it  on  the  table,  and  the  young  men  stood 
gazing  as  if  it  were  a  venomous  reptile  which  each 
hesitated  to  touch. 

“  Is  it  legal,  Bobus  ?  ”  she  presently  asked. 

“  It  looks —rather  so — ”  he  said  in  an  odd,  stunned 
voice. 

“Elvira,  by  all  that’s  lucky!”  exclaimed  Jock. 
“  Well  done,  Allen,  you  are  still  the  Lady  Clare  !  ” 

“  Not  till  she  is  of  age,”  said  Allen,  rather  gloomily. 

“  Pity  you  didn’t  marry  her  at  Algiers,”  said 
Jock. 

“  Where  did  this  come  from  ?  ”  said  Bobus,  who  had 
been  examining  it  intently. 

“  Out  of  the  old  bureau.” 

“  Mother !  ”  cried  out  Barbara,  in  a  tone  of  horror 
which  perhaps  was  a  revelation  to  Bobus,  for  he 
exclaimed — 

“You  don’t  mean  that  Janet  had  had  it,  and  brought 
it  out  to  threaten  you  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  no,  no  !  it  was  not  so  dreadful.  She  found  it 
long  ago,  but  did  not  think  it  valid,  and  only  kept  it 
out  of  sight  because  she  thought  it  would  make  me 
unhappy.” 

It  is  a  pity  she  did  not  go  a  step  further,”  observed 
Bobus.  “  Why  did  she  produce  it  now  ?  ” 

“  I  found  it.  Boys,  you  must  know  the  whole 
truth,  and  consider  how  best  to  screen  your  sister 
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Remember  she  was  very  young,  and  fancied  a  thing 
on  a  common  sheet  of  paper,  and  shut  up  in  an 
unfastened  table  drawer  could  not  be  of  force,  and 
that  she  was  doing  no  harm.”  Then  she  told  of  her 
loss  and  recovery  of  what  she  called  some  medical 
memoranda  of  their  father,  which  she  knew  Janet 
wanted,  concluding — “  It  will  surely  be  enough  to  say 
I  found  it  in  his  old  bureau.” 

“  That  will  hardly  go  down  with  Wakefield,”  said 
Bobus  ;  “  but  as  I  see  he  stands  here  as  trustee  for 
that  wretched  child,  as  well  as  being  yours,  there  is 
no  fear  but  that  he  will  be  conformable.  Shall  I  take 
it  up  and  show  it  to  him  at  once,  so  that  if  by  any 
happy  chance  this  should  turn  out  waste  paper,  no  one 
may  get  on  the  scent  ?  ” 

“Your  uncle!  I  was  so  mazed  and  stupefied 
yesterday  that  I  don’t  know  whether  I  told  him,  and 
if  I  did,  I  don’t  think  he  believed  me.” 

“  Here  he  comes,”  said  Barbara,  as  the  wheels  of  his 
dog-cart  were  heard  below  the  window. 

“  Ask  him  to  come  up.  It  will  be  a  terrible  blow  to 
him.  This  place  has  been  as  much  to  him  as  to  any 
of  us,  if  not  more.” 

“  Mother,  how  brave  you  are  !  ”  cried  Jock. 

I  have  known  it  longer  than  you  have,  my  dear. 
Besides,  the  mere  loss  is  nothing  compared  with  that 
which  led  to  it.  The  worst  of  it  is  the  overthrow 
of  all  your  prospects,  my  dear  fellow.” 

“Oh,”  said  Jock,  brightly,  “it  only  means  that  we 
have  something  and  somebody  to  work  for  now  ;  ”  and 
he  threw  his  arms  round  her  waist  and  kissed  her. 

“  Oh  !  my  dear,  dear  boy,  don’t !  Don’t  upset  me, 
or  your  uncle  will  think  it  is  about  this.” 

“And  don’t,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  talk  as  if  it  were  all 
up  with  us,”  cried  Bobus. 

By  this  time  the  Colonel  s  ponderous  tread  was  near, 
and  Caioline  met  him  with  an  apology  for  giving  him 
the  ti  ou  ole  of  the  ascent,  but  said  that  she  had  wanted 
to  see  him  in  private. 

“  Is  this  in  private  ?  ”  asked  the  Colonel,  looking  at 
the  five  young  people. 
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“Yes.  They  have  a  right  to  know  all.  Here  it  is 
Robert.” 

He  sat  down,  deliberately  put  on  his  spectacles, 
took  the  will,  read  it  once,  and  groaned,  read  it  twice, 
and  groaned  more  deeply,  and  then  said — 

My  poor  dear  sister  !  This  is  a  bad  business  !  a 
severe  reverse  !  a  very  severe  reverse  !  ” 

“  He  has  hit  on  his  catch-word,”  thought  Caroline, 
and  Jocks  arm  still  round  her  gave  a  little  pressure, 
as  if  the  thought  had  occurred  to  him.  The  moment 
oi  amusement  gave  a  cheerfulness  to  her  voice  as 
she  said — 

“We  have  been  doing  sad  injustice  all  this  time; 
that  is  the  worst  of  it.  For  the  rest,  we  shall  be  no 
worse  off  than  we  were  before.” 

“  It  will  be  in  Allen’s  power  to  make  up  to  you  a 
good  deal.  That  is  a  fortunate  arrangement,  but  I 
am  afraid  it  cannot  take  place  till  the  girl  is  of  age.” 

“  You  are  all  in  such  haste,”  said  Bobus.  “  It  would 
take  a  good  deal  to  make  me  accept  such  an  informal 
scrap  as  this.  No  doubt  one  could  drive  a  coach  and 
horses  through  it.” 

“That  would  not  lessen  the  injustice,”  said  his 
mother. 

“  Could  there  not  be  a  compromise  ?  ”  said  Allen. 

“That  is  nonsense,”  said  his  uncle.  “Either  this 
will  stand,  or  that ,  and  I  am  afraid  this  is  the  later. 
April  1 8th.  Was  that  the  time  of  that  absurd  prac¬ 
tical  joke  of  yours  ?  ” 

“Too  true,”  said  Allen.  “You  recollect  the  old 
brute  said  I  should  remember  it.” 

“  Witnesses —  ?  There’s  Gomez,  the  servant  who 
was  drowned  on  his  way  out  after  his  dismissal — 
Elizabeth  Brook — is  it — servant.— Who  is  to  find  her 
out  ?  ” 

“  Richards  may  know.” 

“  It  is  not  our  business  to  hunt  up  the  witnesses. 
That’s  the  look-out  of  the  other  party,”  said  Bobus 
impatiently. 

“You  don’t  suppose  I  mean  to  contest  it  ?”  said  his 
mother.  “  It  is  bad  enough  to  go  on  as  we  have  been 
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doing  these  eight  years.  I  only  want  to  know  what 
is  right  and  truth,  and  if  this  be  a  real  will.” 

“  Where  did  it  come  from  ?  ”  asked  the  Colonel, 
coming  to  the  critical  question.  “  Did  you  say  you 
found  it  yourself,  Caroline?” 

“Yes.” 

“  Where  ?  ” 

“  In  the  old  bureau.” 

“  What !  the  one  that  stood  in  his  study  ?  You 
don't  say  so  !  I  saw  Wakefield  turn  the  whole  thing 
out,  and  look  for  any  secret  drawer  before  I  would 
take  any  steps  ;  I  could  have  sworn  that  not  the 
thickness  of  that  sheet  of  paper  escaped  us.  I  should 
like,  if  only  out  of  curiosity,  to  see  where  it  was.” 

“Just  as  I  said,  mother,”  said  Bobus;  “there’s  no 
use  in  trying  to  blink  it  to  any  one  who  knows  the 
circumstances.” 

“  You  do  not  insinuate  that  there  was  any  foul 
play  !  ”  said  his  uncle  hotly. 

“  I  don’t  know  what  else  it  can  be  called,”  said 
Caroline,  faintly  ;  “  but  please,  Robert,  and  all  the 
rest,  don’t  expose  her.  Poor  Janet  found  the  thing 
in  the  back  of  the  bedside  table-drawer,  fancied  it  a 
mere  rough  draft,  and  childlike,  put  it  out  of  sight 
in  the  bureau,  where  I  lighted  on  it  in  looking  for 
something  else.  Surely  there  is  no  need  to  mention 
her  ?  ” 

“  Not  if  you  do  not  contest  the  will,”  replied 
the  Colonel,  who  looked  thunderstruck  ;  “  but  if  you 
did,  it  must  all  come  out  to  exonerate  us,  the 
executors,  from  shameful  carelessness.  Well,  we 
shall  see  what  Wakefield  says  !  A  severe  reverse  ! 
a  very  severe  reverse  !  ” 

When  he  found  that  Bobus  meant  to  go  in  search 
of  the  lawyer  that  afternoon,  he  decided  on  accom¬ 
panying  him.  And  with  a  truly  amazing  burst  of 
intuition,  he  even  suggested  carrying  off  Elvira  to 
spend  the  day  with  Essie  and  Ellie,  and  even  that  an 
invitation  might  arise  to  stay  all  night,  or  as  long  as 
the  first  suspense  lasted.  Then  muttering  to  himself, 
“  A  severe  reverse— a  most  severe  reverse  $  ”  he  took 
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[Vs  }eave-  Caroline  went  down  stairs  with  him  as 

thinking  she  could  the  most  naturally  administer ’the 

invitation  to  Elvira,  and  the  two  eldest  sons  proceeded 
to  make  arrangements  for  the  time  of  meeting  and 
the  journey. 

“A  severe  revere  !  ”  said  Jock,  finding  himself  alone 
with  the  younger  ones.  “When  one  has  a  bitter 

draught  it  is  at  least  a  consolation  to  have  labelled 
it  right. 

“  7e  be  very  poor,  Jock  ?  ”  asked  Barbara. 

1  dont  know  what  we  were  called  before,’'  he 
said  ;  “  but  from  what  I  remember,  I  fancy  we  had 
aDout  what  I  have  been  using  for  my  private  de¬ 
lectation.  Just  enough  for  my  mother  and  you  to 
be  jolly  upon.” 

‘‘  That’s  all  you  think  of !  ”  said  Armine . 

“All  that  a  man  need  think  of,”  said  Jock;  “as 

we  can 


as  mother  and  Babie  are  comfortable, 
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do  for  ourselves  very  well.” 

“Ourselves!”  said  Armine,  bitterly.  “And  how 
about  this  wretched  place  that  we  have  neglected 
shamefully  all  these  years  !  ” 

“Armine!”  cried  Jock,  indignantly.  “Why  you 
are  talking  of  mother !  ”  '  ’ 

“  Mother  says  so  herself.” 

“You  went  on  raging  about  it;  and,  just  like  her, 
she  did  not  defend  herself.  I  am  sure  she  has  given 
away  loads  of  money.” 

“  But  see  what  is  wanting !  The  curate,  and  the 
school  chapel,  and  the  cottages  ;  and  if  the  school  is 
not  enlarged,  they  will  have  a  school  board.  And 
what  am  I  to  say  to  Miss  Parsons  ?  I  promised  to 
bring  mother’s  answer  about  the  curate  this  afternoon 
at  latest.” 

“  If  sbe  bas  the  sense  of  a  wren,  she  must  know 
that  a  cataclysm  like  Janet’s  may  account  for  a  few 
trifling  omissions.” 

^  That  s  true,  said  Babie !  “  She  can’t  expect  it. 
Do  you  know,  I  am  rather  sorry  we  are  not  poorer  ? 

I  hoped  we  should  have  to  live  in  a  very  small  way, 
and  that  I  should  have  to  work  like  you — for  mother.” 
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“  Not  like  us,  for  pity’s  sake,  Infanta  !  ”  cried  Jock. 
“  We  have  had  enough  of  that.  The  great  use  of  you 
is  to  look  after  mother ;  and  keep  her  from  galloping 
the  life  out  of  herself,  and  this  chap  from  worrying  it 
out  of  her.” 

“  J ock  !  ”  cried  Armine,  indignantly. 

“Yes,  you  will,  if  you  go  on  moaning  about  these 
fads,  and  making  her  blame  herself  for  them.  I 
don’t  say  we  have  all  done  the  right  thing  with  this 
money,  I’m  sure  I  have  not,  and  most  likely  it  serves 
us  right  to  lose  it,  but  to  have  mother  teased  about 
what,  after  all,  was  chiefly  owing  to  her  absence,  is 
more  than  I  will  stand.  The  one  duty  in  hand  is 
to  make  the  best  of  it  for  her.  I  shall  run  down  again 
as  soon  as  I  hear  how  this  is  likely  to  turn  out — for 
Sunday,  perhaps.  Keep  up  a  good  heart,  Babie 
Bunting,,  and  whatever  you  do,  don’t  let  him  worry 
mother.  Good-bye,  Armie !  What’s  the  use  of 
being  good,  if  you  can’t  hold  up  against  a  thing  like 
this  ?  ” 

“Jock  doesn’t  know,”  said  Armine,  as  the  door 
closed.  “  Fads  indeed  !  ” 

“Jock  didn’t  mean  that,”  pleaded  Babie.  “You 
know  he  did  not  ;  dear,  good  Jock,  he  could  not !” 

“Jock  is  a  good  fellow,  but  he  lives  a  frivolous, 
self-indulgent  life,  and  has  got  infected  with  the 
spirit  and  the  language,”  said  Armine,  “or  he  would 
understand  that  myself  or  my  own  loss  is  the  very 
last  thing  I  am  troubled  about.  No,  indeed,  I  should 
never  think  of  that !  It  is  the  ruin  of  these  poor 
people  and  all  I  meant  to  have  done  for  them.  It 
is  very  strange  that  we  should  only  be  allowed  to 
waken  to  a  sense  of  our  opportunities  to  have  them 
taken  away  from  us  !  ” 

No  one  would  have  expected  Armine,  always  re¬ 
garded  as  the  most  religious  of  the  family,  to  be  the 
most  dismayed,  and  neither  he  nor  Barbara  could  detect 
how  much  of  the  spoilt  child  lay  at  the  bottom  of  his 
regrets  ;  but  his  little  sister’s  sympathy  enabled  him  to 
keep  from  troubling  his  mother  with  his  lamentations. 

Indeed  Allen  was  usually  in  presence,  and  nobody 
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ever  ventured  on  what  might  bore  Allen.  He  was  in 
good  spirits,  believing  that  the  discovery  would  put 
an  end  to  all  trifling  on  Elvira’s  part,  and  that  he 
and  she  would  thus  together  be  able  to  act  the  bene¬ 
ficent  genii  of  the  whole  family.  Even  their  mother 
had  a  sense  of  relief.  She  was  very  quiet,  and  moved 
about  softly,  like  one  severely  shaken  and  bruised  ; 
but  there  was  a  calm  in  knowing  the  worst,  instead 
of  living  in  continual  vague  suspicion. 

The  Colonel  returned  with  tidings  that  Mr.  Wake¬ 
field  had  no  doubt  of  the  validity  of  the  will,  though 
it  might  be  possible  to  contest  it  if  Elizabeth  Brook, 
the  witness,  could  not  be  found  ;  but  that  would  in¬ 
volve  an  investigation  as  to  the  manner  of  the  loss, 
and  the  discovery.  It  was,  in  truth,  only  a  matter 
of  time  ;  and  on  Monday  Mr.  Wakefield  would  come 
down  and  begin  to  take  steps.  That  was  the  day  on 
which  the  family  were  to  have  gone  to  London,  but 
Caroline’s  heart  failed  her,  and  she  was  much  relieved 
when  a  kind  letter  arrived  from  Mrs.  Evelyn,  who  was 
sure  she  could  not  wish  to  go  into  society  immediately 
after  Janet’s  affair,  and  offered  to  receive  Elvira  for 
as  long  as  might  be  convenient,  and  herself — as  indeed 
had  been  already  arranged — to  present  her  at  court 
with  Sydney.  It  was  a  great  comfort  to  place  her  in 
such  hands  during  the  present  crisis,  all  the  more  that 
Ellen  was  not  at  all  delighted  with  her  company  for 
Essie  and  Ellie.  She  rushed  home  on  Saturday 
evening  to  secure  Delrio,  and  superintend  her  packing 
up,  with  her  head  a  great  deal  too  full  of  court  dresses 
and  ball  dresses,  fancy  costumes,  and  Parisian  hats,  to 
detect  any  of  the  tokens  of  a  coming  revolution,  even 
in  her  own  favour. 

Jock  too  came  home  that  same  evening,  as  gay  and 
merry  apparently  as  ever,  and  after  dinner,  claimed 
his  mother  for  a  turn  in  the  garden. 

“  Has  Drake  written  to  you,  mother  ?  ”  he  asked. 
“  I  met  him  the  other  day  at  Mrs.  Lucas’s,  and  it 
seems  his  soul  is  expanding.  He  wants  to  give  up 
the  old  house — you  know  the  lease  is  nearly  out — and 
to  hang  out  in  a  more  fashionable  quarter.” 
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“  Dear  old  house  !” 

“  Now,  mother,  here’s  my  notion,  Why  should  not 
we  hide  our  diminished  heads  there  ?  You  could 
keep  house  while  the  Monk  and  I  go  through  the 
lectures  and  hospitals,  and  King’s  College  might  not 
be  too  far  off  for  Armine.” 

“You,  Jock,  my  dear.” 

“You  see,  it  is  a  raving  impossibility  for  me  to  stay 
where  I  am.” 

“  I  am  afraid  so  ;  but  you  might  exchange  into  the 
line.” 

“  There  would  be  no  great  good  in  that.  I  should 
have  stuck  to  the  Guards  because  there  I  am,  and  I 
have  no  opinion  of  fellows  changing  about  for  nothing 

and  because  of  Evelyn  and  some  capital  fellows 
besides.  But  I  found  out  long  ago  that  it  had  been  a 
stupid  thing  to  go  in  for.  When  one  has  mastered 
the  routine,  it  is  awfully  monotonous  ;  and  one  has 
nothing  to  do  with  one’s  time  or  one’s  brains.  I  have 
felt  many  a  time  that  I  could  keep  straight  better  if  I 
had  something  tougher  to  do.” 

“Tell  me,  just  to  satisfy  my  mind,  my  dear,  you 
have  no  debts.” 

“  I  don’t  owe  forty  pounds  in  the  world,  mother  ; 
and  I  shall  not  owe  that,  when  I  can  get  my  tailor  to 
send  in  his  bill.  You  have  given  me  as  jolly  an 
allowance  as  any  man  in  the  corps,  and  I’ve  always 
paid  my  way.  I’ve  got  no  end  of  things  about  my 
rooms,  and  my  horses  and  cab,  but  they  will  turn  into 
money.  You  see,  having  done  the  thing  first  figure,  I 
should  hate  to  begin  in  the  cheap  and  nasty  style, 
and  I  had  much  rather  come  home  to  you,  Mother 
Carey.  I’m  not  too  old,  you  know — not  one-and- 
twenty  till  August.  I  shall  not  come  primed  like  the 
Monk,  but  I’ll  try  to  grind  up  to  him,  if  you’ll  let 
me,  mother.” 

“  0h>  Jock>  dear  Jock  !  ”  she  cried,  “you  little  know 
the  strength  and  life  it  gives  me  to  have  you  taking  it 
so  like  a  young  hero.” 

u  “  1  ^e11  y°u  T’m  sick  of  drill  and  parade,”  said  Jock, 
aiK  heai  tily  glad  of  an  excuse  to  turn  to  something 
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where  one  can  stretch  one’s  wits  without  being-  thought 
a  disgrace  to  humanity.  Now,  don’t  you  think  we 
might  be  very  jolly  together  ?”  y  we 

1  11  0!v  to,think  of  beiiig-  there  again  !  And  we  can 
nave  the  dear  old  furniture  and  make  it  like  home 

dear  ^  defimte  notlon  any  one  has  had.  My 
deal,  you  have  given  me  something  to  look  forward  to 

•  °U  Canft  Suess  what  good  you  have  done  me  f  It  is 
just  as  if  you  had  shown  me  light  at  the  end  of  the 

leadme  tKgh  ^  y°U1'SeIf  ^  *°°d  St°ut  *> 

to  veto  wo  to  th£  bCSt  thing  that  ever  was  said 
o  me  yet,  worth  ever  so  much  more  than  all  old 

Barnes’s  money-bags.” 

“If  the  others  will  approve!  But  any  way  it  is  a 
nest  egg  for  my  own  selfish  pleasure  to  cany  me 
irough.  Why,  Jock,  to  have  your  name  on  the  old 
d°M  u0fd  u6  brw?mS  back  the  golden  age  !  ” 

Nobody  but  Jock  knew  what  made  this  such  a 
cheei ful  Sunday  with  his  mother.  She  was  even  heard 
making  fun,  and  declaring  that  no  one  knew  what  a 
elief  it  would  be  not  to  have  to  take  drives  when  alt 
e  loads  were  beset  with  traction  engines.  She  had 
so  far  helped  Armine  out  of  the  difficulties  his  lavish 
assurances  had  brought  him  into,  that  she  had  written 
a  note  to  the  Vicar,  Mr.  Parsons,  telling  him  that  she 
should  be  better  able  to  reply  in  a  little  while  ;  but 
Aimine,  knowing  that  he  must  not  speak,  and  afraid 
betraying  the  cause  of  his  unhappiness  and  of  the 

tofM-  War!  afraid  ,to  ftir  out  of  reacb  of  the  others 
lest  Miss  Parsons  should  begin  an  inquiry. 

The  Vicar  of  Woodside  was,  in  fact,  as  some  people 

mischievously  called  her,  the  Reverend  Petroneha 

Parsons  Whether  she  wrote  her  brother’s  sermons 

was  a  disputed  question.  She  certainly  did  other 

things  in  his  name  which  she  had  better  have  let 

a, one.  He  was  three  or  four  years  her  junior,  and  had 

always  so  entirely  followed  her  lead,  that  he  seemed 

to  have  no  personal  identity ;  but  to  be  only  her  male 

complement.  That  Armine  should  have  set  up  a  lady 

ol  this  calibre  for  the  first  goddess  of  his  fancy  was 
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one  of  the  comical  chances  of  life,  but  she  was  a  fine, 
handsome,  fresh-looking  woman  of  five-and-thirty, 
with  a  strong  vein  of  sentiment — ecclesiastical  and 
poetic — -just  ignorant  enough  to  gush  freely,  and  too 
genuine  to  be  always  offensive.  She  had  been  infinitely 
struck  with  Armine,  had  hung  a  perfect  romance  of 
renovation  on  him,  sympathised  with  his  every  word, 
and  lavished  on  him  what  perhaps  was  not  quite 
flattery,  because  she  was  entirely  in  earnest,  but 
which  was  therefore  all  the  worse  for  him. 

Barbara  had  a  natural  repulsion  from  her,  and  could 
not  understand  Armine’s  being  attracted,  and  for  the 
first  time  in  their  lives  this  was  creating  a  little  differ¬ 
ence  between  the  brother  and  sister.  Babie  had  said, 
in  rather  an  uncalled-for  way,  that  Miss  Parsons  would 
draw  back  when  she  knew  the  truth,  and  Armine  had 
been  deeply  offended  at  such  an  ungenerous  hint, 
and  had  reduced  her  to  a  tearful  declaration  that  she 
was  very  sorry  she  had  said  anything  so  uncalled  for. 

Petronella  herself  had  been  much  vexed  at  Armine’s 
three  days’  defection,  which  was  ascribed  to  the 
worldly  and  anti-ecclesiastical  influences  of  the  rest  of 
the  family.  She  wanted  her  brother  to  preach  a 
sermon  about  Lot’s  wife;  but  Jemmie,  as  she  called 
him,  had  on  certain  occasions  a  passive  force  of  his 
own,  and  she  could  not  prevail.  She  regretted  it  the 
less  when  Armine  and  Babie  duly  did  the  work  they 
had  undertaken  in  the  Sunday-school,  though  they 
would  not  come  in  for  any  intermediate  meals. 

“What  did  Mrs.  Brownlow  tell  you  in  her  note  ?  ” 
she  asked  of  her  brother  while  giving  him  his  tea  before 
the  last  service. 

“  That  in  a  few  days  she  shall  be  able  to  answer  me.” 

“  Ah,  well !  Do  you  know  there  is  a  belief  in  the 
parish  that  something  has  happened — that  a  claim  is 
to  be  set  up  to  the  whole  property,  and  that  the  whole 
family  will  be  reduced  to  beggary  ?  ” 

“  I  never  heard  of  an  estate  to  which  there  was  not 
some  claimant  in  obscurity.” 

“  But  this  comes  from  undoubted  authority.”  Mr. 
Parsons  smiled  a  little.  “  One  can’t  help  it  if  servants 
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foftoodrttn  i-’K  J  Wf  !  auy  way  if  "'m  be  overruled 
Strof-e  n,  that  Ag-ov— though  it  would  be  a  cruel 
stioke  on  the  parish. 

It  was  the.  twilight  of  a  late  spring  evening  when 
the  congregation  streamed  out  of  Church,  and  Elvira 

with  the  pnanag^d  hltherto  t0  avoid  all  intercourse 
with  the  River  Hollow  party,  found  herself  grappled 

* '  Llsette  without  hope  of  rescue.  “  My  dear  this  is 
a  pleasure  at  last  ;  I  have  so  much  to  say  to  you 
Can  t  you  give  us  a  day  ?  ”  7 

“  1  am  Soin§'  to  town  to-morrow,”  said  Elvira,  never 
gracious  to  any  Gould. 

migmtlo”°rr°W  !  1  heard  “le  &mily  had  put  off  their 

T  "  r,  Bt'  WIE  Acas'  1  am  t0  with  Mrs.  Evelyn 
™  Fordhams  mother,  you  know,  who  is  to  present 

‘ri,  Ppwmg-room. ”  said  Elvira,  magnificently. 

,1V1  1  could  only  see  you  in  your  court  dress  it 
would  be  memorable,”  cried  Mrs.  Gould.  “A  little 
longer,  my  dear,  our  paths  lie  together.” 

I  must  get  home.  My  packing' - ” 

And  may  I  ask  what  you  wear,  my  dear  ?  Is 
your  dress  ordered  ?  ” 

“S-reS’  1  h,a.d  fc  made  at  Paris.  It  is  white  satin, 
v  hh  lilies  a  kind  of  lily  one  gets  in  Algiers.”  And 
she  expatiated  on  the  fashion  till  Mrs.  Gould  said— 

“  Well,  my  love,  I  hope  you  will  enjoy  yourself  at 
the  Honourable  Mrs.  Evelyn’s.  What  is  the  address 
111  case  I  should  have  occasion  to  write  ?  ” 

t  ^  have  no  time  for  doing  commissions.” 

“  That  was  not  my  meaning,”  was  the  gentle  answer  • 
o  only  if  there  be  anything  you  ought  to  be  informed 

“  They  would  write  to  me  from  home.  Why  what 

do  you  mean  ?  ”  asked  the  girl,  her  attention  gained  at 
last. 

Die!  it  never  strike  you  why  you  are  sent  up 
alone  ?  1 

Only  that  Mrs.  Brownlow  is  so  cut  up  about 
Janet.” 

‘  Ah  !  youth  is  so  sweetly  unconscious.  It  is  well 

2  D 
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that  there  are  those  who  are  bound  to  watch  for  your 
interests,  my  dear.” 

“  I  can’t  think  what  you  mean.” 

“  I  will  not  disturb  your  happy  innocence,  my  love. 
It  is  enough  for  your  uncle  and  me  to  be  awake,  to 
counteract  any  machinations.  Ah  !  I  see  your  as¬ 
tonishment !  You  are  so  simple,  my  dear  child,  and 
you  have  been  studiously  kept  in  the  dark.” 

“  I  can’t  think  what  you  are  driving  at,”  said 
Elvira,  impatiently.  “  Mrs.  Brownlow  would  never  let 
any  harm  happen  to  me,  nor  Allen  either.  Do  let 
me  go.” 

“  One  moment,  my  darling.  I  must  love  you 
through  all,  and  you  will  know  your  true  friends  one 
day.  Are  you— let  me  ask  the  question  out  of  my 
deep,  almost  maternal,  solicitude — are  you  engaged  to 
Mr.  Brownlow  ?  ” 

“  Of  course  I  am  !  ” 

“  Of  course,  as  you  say.  Most  ingenuous  !  Ah  ? 
well,  may  it  not  be  too  late  !  ” 

“  Don’t  be  so  horrid,  Lisette !  Allen  is  not  half  a 
bad  fellow,  and  frightfully  in  love  with  me.” 

“  Exactly,  my  dear  unsuspicious  dove.  There  !  I 
see  you  are  impatient.  You  will  know  the  truth  soon 
enough.  One  kiss,  for  your  mother’s  sake.” 

But  Elvira  broke  from  her,  and  rejoined  Allen. 

“  I  have  sounded  the  child,”  said  Lisette  to  her 
husband  that  evening,  “and  she  is  quite  in  the  dark, 
though  the  very  servants  in  the  house  are  better 
informed.” 

“  Better  informed  than  the  fact,  may  be,”  said  Mr. 
Gould  (for  a  man  always  scouts  a  woman’s  gossip). 

“  No,  indeed.  Poor  dear  child,  she  is  blinded  pur¬ 
posely.  She  never  guessed  why  she  was  sent  to 
Kencroft  while  the  old  Colonel  was  called  in,  and  they 
all  agreed  that  the  will  should  be  kept  back  till  the 
wedding  with  Mr.  Allen  should  be  over,  and  he 
could  make  up  the  rest.  So  now  the  child  is  to  be 
sent  to  town,  and  surrounded  with  Mrs.  Brownlow’s 
creatures  to  prey  upon  her  innocence.  But  you  have 
no  care  for  your  own  niece — none  !  ” 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 
friends  and  unfriends. 

r*  ,  ,  Ay,  and,  I  think. 

One  business  doth  command  us  all  ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Timon  of  Athens. 

Before  ihe  cJoor  Gf  one  of  the  supremely  respect- 
ab  e  and  aristocratic  but  somewhat  gloomy-looW 

wRH  IU  Ca7erdi1Sh  S(lliare>  whose  mauve  plate-glass 

past  emof  rf  knk:extmgulshers  are  like  fossils  of  a 

walked  ?n  nS"  °11;  th,‘ee  ridin&  horses  were  being 

for*  a  o-eml  'd  Q°m?’  tW°  with  side-saddles  and  one 

wheJ  f  t  lL  ,  .Jhey  were  taken  aside  as  a  four- 
eel  crove  up,  while  a  female  voice  exclaimed— 

Ah  !  we  are  just  it  time  !  ” 

Mi^Meneli3  ™  Sent  in  with  a  to  see 

ril  XT  ca”e.back  ‘hat  Miss  Menella  was  just  going 
•  ■  lcmg,  buc  on  the  return  of  a  message  that  the 
visitors  came  from  Mrs.  Brownlow  on  important 
business,  they  were  taken  up-stairs  to  an  ante-room 
They  were  three— Mr.  Wakefield  and  Mr.  Gould 
and  to  the  great  discontentment  of  the  former  Mrs’ 
Gould  likewise.  Fam  would  he  have  shaken  her  off- 
but  as  she .  truly  said,  who  could  deprive  her  of  her 
lights  as  kinswoman,  and  wife  to  the  young-  ladv’s 
guardian  ?  J  y 

After  they  had  waited  a  few  moments  in  the  some¬ 
what  dingy  surroundings  of  a  house  seldom  used  by 
its  proper  owners,  Elvira  entered  in  plumed  hat  and 
abit,  a  slender  and  exquisite  little  figure,  but  with  a 
haughty  _  twitch  in  her  slim  waist,  superb  indifference 
m  the  air  of  her  little  head,  and  a  grasp  of  her  coral- 
handled  whip  as  if  it  were  a  defensive  weapon,  when 
Eisette  flew  up  to  offer  an  embrace  with _ 

J°7,  j°y,  my  dear  child  !  Remember,  I  was  the 
first  to  give  you  a  hint.” 

“  Good  morning,”  said  Elvira,  with  a  little  bend  of 
icr  head,  presenting  to  each  the  shapely  tip  of  a 

2  D  2 
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gauntleted  hand,  but  ignoring  her  uncle  and  aunt  as 
far  as  was  possible.  “  Is  there  anything  that  need 
detain  me,  Mr.  Wakefield  ?  I  am  just  going  out  with 
Miss  Evelyn  and  Lord  Fordham,  and  I  cannot  keep 
them  waiting.” 

“  Ah  !  it  is  you  that  will-have  to  be  waited  for  now, 
my  sweet  one,”  began  Mrs.  Gould. 

“  Here  is  a  note  from  Mrs.  Brownlow,”  said  Mr. 
Wakefield,  holding  it  to  Elvira,  who  looked  like  any¬ 
thing  but  a  sweet  one.  “  I  imagine  it  is  to  prepare 
you  for  the  important  disclosure  I  have  to  make.” 

A  hot  colour  mounted  in  the  fair  cheek.  Elvira 
tore  open  the  letter  and  read — 

“  My  dear  Child, — I  can  only  ask  your  pardon 
for  the  unconscious  wrong  which  I  have  so  long  been 
doing  to  you,  and  which  shall  be  repaired  as  soon  as 
the  processes  of  the  law  render  it  possible  for  us  to 
change  places. 

“  Y our  ever  loving, 

“  Mother  Carey.” 

“  What  does  it  all  mean  ?”  cried  the  bewildered  girl. 

“  It  means,”  said  the  lawyer,  “that  Mrs.  Brownlow 
has  discovered  a  will  of  the  late  Mr.  Barnes  more 
recent  than  that  under  which  she  inherited,  naming 
you,  Miss  Elvira  Menella,  as  the  sole  inheritrix.” 

“  My  dear  child,  let  me  be  the  first  to  congratulate 
you  on  your  recovery  of  your  rights,”  said  Mrs.  Gould, 
again  proffering  an  embrace,  but  again  the  whip  was 
interposed,  while  Elvira,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  Mr. 
Wakefield,  asked  “  What  ?  ”  so  that  he  had  to  repeat 
the  explanation. 

‘  Then  does  it  all  belong  to  me  ?”  she  asked. 

“  Eventually  it  will,  Miss  Menella.  You  are  sole 
heiress  to  your  great  uncle,  though  you  cannot  enter 
into  possession  till  certain  needful  forms  of  law  are 
gone  through.  Mrs.  Brownlow  offers  no  obstruction, 
but  they  cannot  be  rapid.” 

“  All  mine  !”  repeated  Elvira,  with  childish  exulta¬ 
tion.  “  What  fun  !  1  must  go  and  tell  Sydney 

Evelyn.” 
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‘‘A  ffw  minutes  more,  Miss  Menella,”  said  Mr 
Wakefield.  “You  ought  to  hear  the  terms  of  the 
will. 

And  he  read  it  to  her. 

“  1  thought  you  told  me  it  was  to  be  mine.  This  is 
all  you  and  uncle  George.” 

“  As  your  trustees.” 

“  °h.  to  manage  as  the  Colonel  does.  You  will  o-ive 
me  all  the  money  I  ask  you  for.  I  want  some  pearls 
and  I  must  have  that  duck  of  a  little  Arab.  Uncle 
George,  how  soon  can  I  have  it  ?” 

“We  must  go  through  the  Probate  Court,”  he 
began,  but  his  wife  interrupted — 

“  Ways  and  means  will  be  forthcoming,  my  dear,” 
tli o ugh  foi  my  part  I  think  it  would  be  much  better 
taste  in  Mrs.  Brown  low  to  put  you  in  possession  at 
once.” 

“  Mr.  Wakefield  explained,  my  dear,”  said  her 
husband,  that,  much  as  Mlrs.  Brownlow  wishes  to  do 
so,  she  cannot ;  she  has  no  power.  It  is  her  trustees.” 

“  Oh  yes,  I  know  every  excuse  will  be  found  for  re¬ 
taining  the  property  as  long  as  possible,”  said  the  lady. 

“  Then  I  shall  have  to  wait  ever  so  long,”  said  the 
young  lady.  “  And  I  do  so  want  the  Arab.  It  is  a 
real  love,  and  Allen  would  say  so.” 

“  I  have  another  letter  for  you,”  said  Mr.  Wakefield, 
on  hearing  that  name.  “  We  will  leave  it  with  you.’ 
If  you  wish  for  further  information,  I  would  call  im¬ 
mediately  on  receiving  a  line  at  my  office.” 

Just  then  a  message  was  brought  from  Mrs.  Evelyn 
inviting  Miss  Menella’s  friends  to  stay  to  luncheon. 
It  incited  Elvira,  who  knew  neither  awe  nor  manners, 
to  run  across  the  great  drawing-room,  leaving  the 
doois  open  behind  her,  to  the  little  morning-room, 
where  sat  Mrs.  Evelyn,  with  Sydney,  in  her  habit¬ 
standing  by  the  mantelpiece. 

“  Oh,  Mrs.  Evelyn,”  Elvira  began,  “  it  is  Mr.  Wake¬ 
field  and  my  uncle  and  his  wife.  They  have  come  to 
say  it  is  all  mine ;  Uncle  Barnes  left  it  all  to  me.” 

“  So  I  hear  from  Mrs.  Brownlow,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn 
gravely. 
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“  Oh,  Elhe,  I  am  so  sorry  for  you.  Don’t  you  hate 
it  ?”  cried  Sydney. 

“  Oh,  but  it  is  such  fun  !  I  can  do  everything  I 
please,”  said  the  heiress. 

“Yes,  that’s  the  best  part,”  said  Sydney.  “I  do 
envy  you  the  day  when  you  give  it  all  back  to  Allen.” 

That  reminded  Elvira  to  open  the  note,  and  as  she 
read  it  her  great  eyes  grew  round. 

“Sweetest  and  dearest, — How  I  have  always 
loved,  and  always  shall  love  you,  you  know  full  well. 
But  these  altered  circumstances  bring  about  what  you 
have  so  often  playfully  wished.  Say  the  word  and 
you  are  free,  no  longer  bound  to  me  by  anything  that 
has  passed  between  us,  though  the  very  fibres  of  my 
heart  and  life  are  as  much  as  ever  entwined  about  you. 
Honour  bids  my  dissolution  of  our  engagement,  and  I 
await  your  answer,  though  nothing  can  ever  make  me 
other  than 

“  Your  wholly  devoted, 

“  Allen.” 

Mrs.  Evelyn  had  been  prepared  by  a  letter  from 
her  friend  for  what  was  now  taking  place  ;  Mr. 
Wakefield  had  likewise  known  the  main  purport  of 
Allen’s  note,  and  had  allowed  that  Mr.  Brownlow 
could  not  as  a  gentleman  do  otherwise  than  release 
the  young  lady  ;  though  he  fully  believed  that  it  would 
be  only  as  a  matter  of  form,  and  that  Elvira  would 
not  hear  of  breaking  off.  He  had  in  fact  spent 
much  eloquence  in  persuading  Mrs.  Brownlow  to 
continue  to  take  the  charge  of  the  heiress  during  the 
three  years  before  her  majority.  Begun  in  generous 
affection  by  Allen  long  ago,  the  engagement  seemed 
to  the  lawyer,  as  well  as  to  others,  an  almost  pro¬ 
vidential  means  of  at  least  partial  restitution. 

He  had  meant  Elvira  to  read  her  letter  alone,  but 
she  had  opened  it  before  the  two  ladies,  and  her  first 
exclamation  was  a  startled,  incredulous — - 

“  Ida  !  What’s  this  ?  He  says  our  engagement  is 
dissolved.” 
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is  of  course  bound  to  set  you  free,  my  dear  " 
Eaid  Mrs.  Evelyn  “  but  it  only  depends  on  yourself.”’ 

Oh  -  and  I  shall  tease  him  well  first,”  cried  Elvira 
hei  lace  lighting  up  with  fun  and  mischief.  “  He  was 
so  tiresome  and  did  bother  so !  Now  I  shall  have  my 
swing !  Oh,  what  fun  !  I  won’t  let  him  worry  me 
again  just  yet,  I  can  tell  him  !  ”  7 

Mr/r11  TT- t0  consider’”  began  Sydney,— but 
lUis.  Oould  took  this  moment  for  advancing. 

from  the  whole  length  of  the  large  drawing-room 
the  trio  had  been  spectators,  not  quite  auditors, 
lough  perhaps  enough  to  perceive  what  line  the 
Eveiyns  were  taking. 

So  Mrs.  Gould  advanced  into  the  drawing-room  • 
Mis.  Evelyn  came  forward  to  assume  the  duties  of 
hostess ;  and  Sydney  turned  and  ran  away  so  pre¬ 
cipitately  that  she  shut  the  door  on  the  trailing  skirt 

01  her  habit  and  had  to  open  it  again  to  release 
herself. 


Mr.  Wakefield  hoped  the  young  ladies  would 
Pardon  him  for  having  spoilt  their  ride,  and  Elvira 
was  going  off  to  change  her  dress,  when,  to  his  dismay 
Mrs.  Evelyn  desired  her  to  take  her  aunt  to  her  room 
to  prepare  for  luncheon.  He  had  seen  enough  of  Mrs 
Gould  to  know  that  this  was  a  most  unlucky  measure 
0  courtesy  on  good  simple  Mrs.  Evelyn’s  part,  but  of 
course  he  could  do  nothing  to  prevent  it,  and  had  to 
remain  with  Mr.  Gould,  both  speaking  in  the  strono-est 
manner  of  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  uprightness  and  bravery 
m  meeting  this  sudden  change.  Mr.  Wakefield  said 
he  hoped  to  prevail  on  her  to  retain  the  charge  of  the 
young  lady  for  the  present,  and  Mr.  Gould" assented 
that  she  could  not  be  in  better  hands.  Then  Mrs. 
Evelyn  (by  way  of  doing  anything  for  her  friend) 
undertook  to  make  Elvira  welcome  as  long  as  it  mio-ht 
be  convenient,  and  was  warmly  thanked.  She  further 
ascertained  that  the  missing  witness  had  been  traced  \ 
and  that  the  most  probable  course  of  action  would  be 
that  there  would  be  an  amicable  suit  in  the  Probate 
Court  and  then  another  of  ejectment.  Until  these 
were  over,  things  would  remain  in  their  present  statfij 
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for  how  many  weeks  or  months  would  depend  upon 
the  Law  Courts,  since  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  trustees  would 
be  legally  holders  of  the  property  until  the  decision 
was  given  against  them,  and  Miss  Menella  would  be 
as  entirely  dependent  on  her  bounty  as  she  had  been 
all  these  years.  Meanwhile,  as  Mrs.  Brownlow  had  no 
inclination  to  come  to  London  and  exhibit  herself  as 
a  disinherited  heroine,  Mr.  Wakefield  and  the  Colonel 
strongly  advised  her  remaining  on  at  Belforest. 

All  this,  Mrs.  Evelyn  had  been  anxious  to  under¬ 
stand,  and  thus  was  more  glad  of  the  delay  of 
Elvira  and  her  aunt  up-stairs  than  she  would  have 
been,  if  she  could  ever  have  guessed  what  work  a 
designing,  flattering  tongue  could  make  with  a  vain, 
frivolous,  selfish  brain,  with  the  same  essential  strain 
of  vulgarity  and  worldliness. 

Still,  Elvira  was  chiefly  shallow  and  selfish,  and  all 
her  affection  and  confidence  naturally  belonged  to  her 
home  of  the  last  eight  years.  She  was  bewildered, 
perhaps  a  little  intoxicated  at  the  sense  of  riches,  but 
was  really  quite  ready  to  lean  as  much  as  ever  upon 
her  natural  friends  and  protectors. 

However,  Lisefte’s  congratulations  and  exultation 
rang  pleasantly  upon  her  ear,  and  she  listened  and 
talked  freely,  asking  questions  and  rejoicing. 

Now  Mrs.  Gould,  to  do  her  justice,  measured  others 
by  herself,  and  really  and  truly  believed  that  only 
accident  had  disconcerted  a  plan  for  concealing  the 
will  till  Elvira  should  have  been  safely  married  to 
Allen  Brownlow,  and  that  thus  it  was  the  fixed  pur¬ 
pose  of  the  family  to  keep  her  and  her  fortune  in 
their  hands,  a  purpose  which  every  instinct  bade  Mrs. 
Lisette  Gould  to  traverse  and  overthrow,  if  only 
because  she  hated  such  artfulness  and  meanness 
Unfortunately,  too,  as  she  had  been  a  governess,  and 
her  father  had  been  a  Union  doctor,  she  could  put 
herself  forward  as  something  above  a  farmer’s  wife, 
indeed  “  quite  as  good  as  Mrs.  Brownlow.” 

All  Mrs.  Evelyn’s  civility  had  not  redeemed  her 
from  the  imputation  of  being  “high,”  and  Elvira  was 
quite  ready  to  call  hers  a  very  dull  house.  In  truth, 
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there  was  only  moderate  gaiety,  and  no  fastness, 
llie  ruling  interests  were  religious  and  political 
questions,  as  befitted  Fordham’s  maiden  session,  the 
society  was  quietly  high-bred,  and  intelligent,  and 
there  was  much  attention  to  health  ;  for,  strong  as 
bydney  was,  her  mother  would  have  dreaded  the  full 
whirl  of  the  season  as  much  for  her  body  as  for 
her  mind. 

tlns  the  frivolous,  idle  little  soul  chafed  and 
Iretted,  aware  that  the  circle  was  not  a  fashionable 
one,  eager  for  lar  more  diversion  and  less  restraint 
and  longing  to  join  the  party  in  Hyde  Corner,’ 
where  she  could  always  make  Allen  do  what  she 
pleased. 

With  the  obtuseness  of  an  unobservant,  self- 
occupied  mind,  she  was  taken  by  surprise  when 
Mrs.  Gould  said  that  Mrs.  Brownlow  was  not  coming 
to  town,  adding,  “  It  would  be  very  unbecoming  in 
her,  though  of  course  she  will  hold  on  at  Belforest  as 
long  as  there  is  any  quibble  of  the  law.” 

“  Oh,  I  don’t  want  to  lose  the  season ;  she 
promised  me !  ” 

then  Mrs.  Gould  made  a  great  stroke. 

“  My  dear,  you  could  not  return  to  her.  Not  when 
the  young  man  has  just  broken  with  you.  You 
would  have  more  proper  pride.” 

“Poor  Allen!”  said  Elvira.  “  If  he  would  only 
let  me  alone,  to  have  my  fun  like  other  girls.” 

“You  see  he  could  not  afford  to  let  you  gratify 
your  youthful  spirits.  Too  much  was  at  stake,  and  it 
is  most  providential  that  things  had  gone  no  further, 
and  that  your  own  good  sense  has  preserved  you  to 
adorn  a  much  higher  sphere.” 

“Allen  could  be  made  something,”  said  Elvira, 

“  I  know,  for  he  told  me  he  could  get  himself  made  a 
baronet.  He  always  does  as  I  tell  him.  Will  they 
be  very  poor,  Lisette  ?  ” 

“  Oh  no,  my  dear,  generous  child,  Mrs.  Brownlow 
was  quite  as  well  provided  for  as  she  had  any 
right  to  expect.  You  need  have  no  anxieties  on 
that  score.” 
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To  Elvira,  the  change  from  River  Hollow  to  the 
Pagoda  had  been  from  rustic  to  gentle  life,  and  thus 
this  reply  sounded  plausible  enough  to  silence  a  not 
much  awakened  compassion,  but  she  still  said,  “  Why 
can’t  I  go  home  ?  Eve  nowhere  else  to  go.  I  could 
not  stay  at  the  Farm,”  she  added  in  her  usual  uncom¬ 
plimentary  style. 

“  No,  my  dear,  1  should  not  think  of  it.  An 
establishment  must  be  formed,  but  in  the  meantime, 
it  would  be  quite  beneath  you  to  return  to  Mrs. 
Brownlow,  again  to  become  the  prey  of  underground 
machinations.  Besides,  how  awkward  it  would  be 
while  the  lawsuits  are  going  on.  Impossible  !  No 
my  dear,  you  must  only  return  to  Belforest  in  a 
triumphal  procession.  Surely  there  must  be  a  com¬ 
petition  for  my  lovely  child  among  more  congenial 
friends.” 

“Well,”  said  Elvira,  “  there  were  the  Folliots.  We 
met  them  at  Nice,  and  Lady  Flora  did  ask  me  the 
other  day,  but  Mrs.  Brownlow  does  not  like  them, 
and  Allen  says  they  are  not  good  form.” 

“  Ah  !  I  knew  you  could  not  want  for  friends. 
You  are  not  bound  by  those  who  want  to  keep  you  to 
themselves  for  reasons  of  their  own.” 

Thus  before  Elvira  brought  her  aunt  down  stairs, 
enough  had  been  done  to  make  her  eager  to  be  with 
one  who  would  discuss  her  future  splendour  rather 
than  deplore  the  change  to  her  benefactor,  and  thus 
she  readily  accepted  a  proposal  she  would  naturally 
have  scouted,  to  go  out  driving  with  Mrs.  Gould. 
She  came  back  in  a  mood  of  exulting  folly,  and  being 
far  too  shallow  and  loquacious  to  conceal  anything, 
she  related  in  full  all  Mrs.  Gould’s  insinuations,  which, 
to  do  her  justice,  the  poor  child  did  not  really  under¬ 
stand.  But  Sydney  did,  and  was  furious  at  the 
ingratitude  which  could  seem  almost  flattered.  Mrs. 
Evelyn  found  the  two  girls  in  a  state  of  hot  reproach 
and  recrimination,  and  cut  the  matter  short  by 
treating  them  as  if  they  were  little  children,  and 
ordering  them  both  off  to  their  rooms  to  dress  foi 
dinner. 
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Elvira  went  away  sobbing,  and  saying  that  nobody 
cared  for  her  ;  everybody  was  wrapped  up  in  the 

ro willows,  who  had  been  enjoying  what  was  hers 
ever  so  ions'. 

And  Sydney  presently  burst  into  her  mother’s  room 
o  pour  out  her  disgust  and  indignation  against  the 
heartless,  ungrateful,  intolerable _ 

“Only  foolish,  my  dear,  and  left  all  day  in  the 
hands  of  a  flattering,  designing  woman  ” 

hearT°  le?t»SUCh  thingS  be  said  Mam“a,  did  you 

“  I  had  rather  not  hear,  Sydney  ;  and  I  desire  you 
will  not  repeat  them  to  any  one.  Be  careful,  if  you 
talk  to  Jock  to-night.  To  repeat  words  spoken  in 
liei  present  mood  might  do  exceeding  mischief.” 

“  She  speaks  as  if  she  meant  to  cast  them  all  off— 
Allen  and  all.” 


‘  Very  possibly  she  may  see  things  differently  when 
she  wakes  to-morrow.  But  Sydney,  while  she  is  here 
the  whole  subject  must  be  avoided.  It  would  not  be 
acting  fairly  to  use  any  influence  in  favour  of  our 
friends.” 


“  Don’t  you  mean  to  speak  to  her,  mamma  ?  ” 

“  If  she  consults  me,  of  course  I  shall  tell  her  what 
1  think  of  the  matter,  but  I  shall  not  force  my  advice 
on  her,  or  give  these  Goulds  occasion  to  say  that  I  am 
playing  into  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  hands.” 

They  were  going  to  an  evening  party,  and  Lucas 
and  Cecil  came  to  dinner  to  go  with  them.  Cecil 
looked  grave  and  gloomy,  but  Jock  rattled  away  so 
merrily  that  Sydney  began  to  wonder  whether  all  this 
were  a  dream,  or  whether  he  were  still  unaware  of  the 
impending  misfortune. 

But  Jock  only  waited  for  the  friendly  cover  of  a 
grand  piece  of  instrumental  music  to  ask  Mrs.  Evelyn 
if  she  had  heard  from  his  mother,  and  she  was  very 
glad,  to  go  .  into  details  with  him,  while  he  was 
infinitely  relieved  that  the  silence  was  over,  and  he 
could  discuss  the  matter  with  his  friends. 

Tell  me  truly,  Jock,  will  she  be  comfortably  off?” 

“Very  fairly.  Yes,  indeed.  My  father’s  savings 
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were  absolutely  left  to  her,  and  have  Deen  accumu¬ 
lating  all  this  time,  and  they  will  be  a  very  fair 
maintenance  for  her  and  Babie.” 

“  There  is  no  danger  of  her  having  to  pay  the 
mesne  profits  ?  ” 

“No,  certainly  not,  as  it  stands.  Mr.  Wakefield 
says  that  cannot  happen.  Then  the  old  house  in 
Bloomsbury,  where  we  were  all  born,  is  our  own,  and 
she  likes  the  notion  of  returning  thither.  Mrs.  Evelyn, 
after  all  you  and  Sir  James  have  done  for  me,  what 
should  you  think  of  my  giving  it  up,  and  taking  to 
the  pestle  and  mortar  ?  ” 

“  My  dear  Lucas  !  ”  Then  after  a  moment’s  re¬ 
flection,  “  I  suppose  it  would  be  folly  to  think  of 
going  on  as  you  are  ?  ” 

“Raving  insanity,”  said  Jock,  “and  this  notion 
really  does  seem  to  please  my  mother.” 

“Is  it  not  just  intolerable  to  hear  him  ?  ”  said  Cecil, 
who  had  made  his  way  to  them. 

“‘What  is  bred  in  the  bone - said  Jock. 

“  What’s  that  ?  Chopin  ?  Sydney,  will  you  condescend 
to  the  apothecary’s  boy  ?  ” 

As  he  led  her  to  the  dancing-room,  she  asked, 
“You  can’t  really  mean  this,  Jock.  Cecil  is  breaking 
his  heart  about  it.” 

“  There  are  worse  trades.” 

“  But  it  is  such  a  cruel  pity  !  ” 

“  What  ?  The  execution  I  shall  make,”  he  said 
lightly. 

“  For  shame,  Jock  !  ” 

But  he  went  on  teasing  her,  because  their  hearts 
were  so  very  full.  “’Tis  just  the  choice  between 
various  means  of  slaughter  ” 

“  Don’t !  ”  she  exclaimed.  “  Something  can  be 
done  to  prevent  your  throwing  yourself  away.  Why 
can’t  you  exchange  ?  ” 

“  It  is  too  late  to  get  into  any  corps  where  I  should 
not  be  an  expense  to  my  mother,”  said  Jock,  regretting 
his  decision  a  good  deal  more  when  he  found  how 
she  regarded  it. 

“  Well,  sacrifice  is  something  !  ”  sighed  Sydney. 
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WA  it*6!  Af/’L  fedings  ^  a  laugl>  iu'd  the 
Ply,  Lqual  to  the  finest  thing  in  the  '  Traveller's 

Joy  and  that  was  the  knight  who  let  the  hyena  eat 

undisturbed/'  ““  ^  -  — T 

v‘‘,1Itc  13  bad7°r  as  good— to  let  the  hyena  eat  up 

-rent  aTd  5  *11 t0  Cut  y°urself  off  from  all  that  L 
faieat  and  noble— all  we  used  to  think  you  would  do.” 

bo  spoke  Sydney  Evelyn  in  her  girlish  prejudice 

and  the  prospects  that  had  recently  seemed  to  Lucas 

so  fair  and  kindly  suddenly  clouded  over  and  became 

sw  S# l??my>  and  desP^able.  She  felt  as  if  she  were 
saving  him  from  becoming-  a  deserter  as  she  went 

“  I  am  sure  Babie  must  be  shocked !  ” 

“  1  doa,t  kllow  whether  Babie  has  heard.  She  has 
senous  thoughts  of  coming  out  as  a  lady-help,  editing 
i  Travellers  Joy  as  a  popular  magazine,  giving 
lessons  m  Greek,  or  painting  the  crack  picture  in  the 
Royal  Academy.  In  fact,  she  would  rather  prefer 
to  nave  the  whole  family  on  her  hands.” 

„  “  alT1  the  sPirit  of  self-sacrifice,”  said  Sydney  ; 

but  oh,  Lucas,  let  it  be  any  sacrifice  but  that  of 
your  sword  !  Think  how  we  should  all  feel  if  there 
was  a  great  glorious  war,  and  you  only  a  ooor 
cieature  of  a  civilian,  instead  of  getting — as  I  know 
you  would— lots  of  medals  and  Victoria  Crosses,  and 
kmghthood  real  knighthood!  Oh,  Jock,  think  of 
that !  When  your  mother  thinks  of  that,  she  can't 
want  you  to  make  any  such  mistaken  sacrifice  to  her. 
Live  on  a  crust  it  you  like,  but  don’t — don’t  give  up 
your  sword.”  1 

“  This  is  coming  it  strong,”  muttered  Jock.  “  I  did 
not  think  anyone  cared  so  much,” 

“  Of  course  I  care.” 

.  Th<;  wofds  were  swept  off  as  they  whirled  together 
into  the  dance,  where  the  clasping  hands  and  flying 
feet  had  m  them  a  strange  impulse,  half  tenderness, 
half  exultation,  as  each  felt  an  importance  to  the 
other  unknown  before.  Childishness  was  not  exactly 
left  behind  in  it,  but  a  different  stage  was  reached. 
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Sydney  felt  herself  to  have  done  a  noble  work,  and 
gloried  in  watching  till  her  hero  should  have  achieved 
greatness  on  a  crust  a  day,  and  Jock  was  equally 
touched  and  elated  at  the  intimation  that  his  doings 
were  so  much  to  her. 

Friendship  sang  the  same  note.  Cecil,  honest  lad, 
had  never  more  than  the  average  amount  either  of 
brains  or  industry,  and  despised  medicines  to  the  full 
as  much  as  did  his  sister.  Abhorring  equally  the 
toil  and  the  degradation,  he  deemed  it  a  duty  to 
prevent  such  a  fall,  and  put  his  hope  in  his  uncle. 
Nay,  if  his  mother  had  not  assured  him  that  it  was 
too  late,  he  would  have  gone  off  at  once  to  seek  Sir 
James  at  his  club. 

Lord  Fordham  had  been  in  bed  long  before  the 
others  returned,  but  in  the  morning  a  twisted  note 
was  handed  to  his  mother,  briefly  saying  he  was 
running'  down  to  see  how  it  was  with  them  at 
Belforest. 

When  a  station  fly  was  seen  drawing  to  the  door, 
Allen,  who  was  drearily  leaning  over  the  stone  wall  of 
the  terrace,  much  disorganised  by  having  received  no 
answer  to  his  letter,  instantly  jumped  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  Elvira  had  come  home,  sprang  to  the 
door,  and  when  he  only  saw  the  tall  figure  emerge, 
he  concluded  that  something  dreadful  had  happened, 
grasped  Fordham’s  hand,  and  demanded  what  it  was. 

It  fell  flat  that  she  had  last  been  seen  full-dressed 
going  off  to  a  party. 

“  Then,  if  there’s  nothing,  what  brought  you  here  ? 
1  mean,”  said  poor  Allen,  catching  up  his  courtesy, 
“  I’m  afraid  there’s  nothing  you  or  any  one  else 

can  do.” 

“  Can  I  see  your  mother  ?  ” 

Allen  turned  him  into  the  library  and  went  off  to 
find  his  mother,  and  instruct  her  to  discover  from 
“that  stupid  fellow”  how  Elvira  was  feeling  it. 
When,  after  putting  away  the  papers  she  wras  trying 
to  arrange,  Caroline  went  downstairs,  she  had  no 
sooner  opened  the  door  than  Barbara  flew  up  to  her, 
crying  out — 
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“  Oh,  motl 
‘'Tell  him 


-r,  tell  him  not  !  ” 
what,  my  dear  ? 


415 


as  the 


girl 


hung' 


on 
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her,  and  dragged  her  into  the  ante-room.  “  What  is 
the  matter  ?”  L  lb 

so 'S/10i;s,fnse!  ]heTiought  not  to  have  made  it 
gravely  inGSt’  Said  Bable>  a11  crimson,  but  quite 

“You  don’t  mean - ” 

“Yes,  mother.” 

“  How  could  he?”  cried  Caroline,  in  her  first 
annoyance  at  such  things  beginning  with  her  Babie. 

ao.  J™11  tdl  him>  mother-  You’ll  not  let  him  do  it 

tig  Cl  111  f 


I  must  speak  to  him  and 


“  Let  me  go,  my  child, 
find  out  what  it  all  means.’ 

Within  the  library  she  was  met  by  Fordham 

Hqma  T  _ _  -it*- 


veiy  wrong,  Mrs.  Brownlow  ?  I 


Have  I  done 
could  not  help  it.” 

“  I  wish  you  had  not.” 

“  I  always  meant  to  wait  till  she  was  older  and  I 
grew  stronger,  but  when  all  this  came,  I  thought 

hdp  — ”  bel°nged  to  one  mother  it  might  be  a 

“  Very,  very  kind,  but - ” 

“  i  know  I  was  sudden 
continued  ;  “  but  if  she  could 


and  frightened  her, 


he 


from 


you. 


“  You  forget  how  young  she  is.” 

“  L°,  I  don’t.  I  would  not  take  her 
W e  could  all  go  on  together.” 

“  All  one  family  ?  Oh,  you  unpractised  boy  !  ” 
f:ave.  we  not  done  so  many  winters?  But  I 
would  wait,.  I  meant  to  have  waited,  only  I  am  afraid 
oi  dying  without  being  able  to  provide  for  her  If 
she  would  have  me,  she  would  be  left  better  off  than 
my  mother  and  then  it  would  be  all  right  for  you  and 
Amue.  What  are  you  smiling  at  ?  ” 

“  At  your  notions  of  rightness,  my  dear,  kind 
Duke  I  see  how  you  mean  it,  but  it  will  not  do. 
Fven  if  she  had  grown  to  care  for  you,  it  would  not 
be  light  for  rne  to  give  her  to  you  for  years  to  come,” 

May  not  I  hope  till  then  ?  ” 
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She  could  not  tell  how  sorry  she  should  be  to  see 
in  her  little  daughter  any  dawning!  of  an  affection 
which  would  be  a  virtual  condemnation  to  such  a  liie 
as  his  mother’s  had  been. 

“  You  don’t  guess  how  I  love  her  !  She  has  been 
the  bright  light  of  my  life1  ever  since  the  Engelberg, — - 
the  one  hope  I  have  lived  for  !  ” 

“  My  poor  Duke  !  ” 

“  Then  do  you  quite  mean  to  deny  me  all  hope  ?  ” 

“  Hope  must  be  according  to  your  own  impressions, 
my  dear  Fordham.  Of  course,  if  you  are  well,  and 
still  wishing  it  four  or  five  years  hence,  it  would  be 
free  to  you  to  try  again.  More,  I  cannot  say.  No, 
don’t  thank  me,  for  I  trust  to  your  honour  to  make 
no  demonstrations  in  the  meantime,  and  not  to  con¬ 
sider  yourself  as  bound.” 

It  'was  a  relief  that  Armine  here  came  in,  attracted 
by  a  report  of  his  friend’s  arrival,  and  Mrs.  Brownlow 
went  in  search  of  her  daughter,  to  whom  she  was 
guided  by  a  sonata  played  with  very  unnecessary 
violence. 

“You  need  not  murder  Haydn  any  more,  you  little 
barbarian,”  she  said,  with  a  hand  on  the  child’s 
shoulder,  and  looking  anxiously  into  the  gloomy  face. 
“  I  have  settled  him.” 

Babie  drew  a  long  breath,  and  said — 

“  I’m  nlad  !  It  was  so  horrid  !  You’ll  not  let  him 

o 

do  it  any  more  ?  ” 

“  Then  you  decidedly  would  not  like  it  ?  ”  returned 
her  mother. 

“  Like  it  ?  Poor  Duke  !  Mother  !  As  if  I  could 
ever  !  A  man  that  can’t  sit  in  a  draught,  or  get  wet 
in  his  feet  !  ”  cried  Babie,  with  the  utmost  scorn  ;  and 
reading  reproof  as  well  as  amused  pity  in  her  mother’s 
eyes,  she  added,  “  Of  course,  I  am  very  sorry  for 
him  ;  but  fancy  being  very  sorry  for  one’s  love  !  ” 

“  I  thought  you  liked  wounded  knights  ?  ” 

“Wounded!  Yes,  but  they’ve  done  something, 
and  had  glorious  wounds.  Now  Duke— he  is  very 
good,  and  it  is  not  his  fault  but  his  misfortune  ;  but 
he  is  such  a — such  a  muff !  ” 
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bhe  felt  this  the  more  when  Babie,  who  had  coaxed 
hf  housekeeper  into  letting  her  be™'  a  private 
school  of  cookery,  started  up,  crying—  °  P  ‘ 

out  orToM  Z,i7m?T  biTits  taken 

Sydney  !  ”  should  like  to  send  a  taste  to 

Yes,  Barbara  was  childish  for  nearly  sixteen  and  as 
it  struck  her  mother  at  the  moment,  rather  wonder 
fully  so  considering  her  cleverness  and  romance  It 

ye?  but  molh  thakthe  Softo’“8  shouId  not  come 
yet  but,  mother  as  she  was,  Caroline’s  sympathies 

hearted^mn  f-  C  *  ^  moment  with  the  warm- 

all  man’  m°ved  °ut°f 

t-u  Y  b  1  valetudinarian  habits  by  his  affection 

rather  than  with  the  light-hearted  child,  who  spumed 

healthVC  Had  H  ^  COmprehend>  a»d  despised  his  ill- 
health.  Had  the  young  generation  no  hearts  ?  Oh 

no  !t  ^ould  not  be  so  with  her  loving  Barbara’ 
and  ;erpS;t0  *  **  the  *  pain 

hisPWnHrmBne  WaS  110t  gCtting  mUCh  COmfort  Of 

his  friend,  who  was  too  much  preoccupied  to  attend 

aL^tedat  t^l  ^  °llIy  mechanically 

■  sented  at  mteivals  to  the  proposition  that  it  was  an 

inscrutable  dispensation  that  the  will  and  the  power 

should  so  seldom  go  together.  He  heard  all  Armine’s 

d  len  castles  about  chapels,  schools,  curates,  and 

sisters,  as  in  a  dream,  really  not  knowing  whether 

they  were  or  were  not  to  be.  And  with  all  his  desire 

to  De  useful  he  never  perceived  the  one  offer  that 

won  d  have  been  really  valuable,  namely,  to  carry 

off  the  boy  out  of  sight  of  the  scene  of  his  dis 
appointment. 

Fordham  was  compelled  to  stay  for  an  uncomfort- 
able  luncheon, _  when  there  were  spasmodic  jerks  of 

hV  abfUt  Subjects  of  tlle  day  to  keep  up  appearances 
before  the  servants,  who  flitted  about  in  such  an 

2  E 
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exasperating  way  that  their  mistress  secretly  lejoiced 
to  think  how  soon  she  should  be  rid  of  the  fine  courier 

butler.  .  ir  a 

Just  as  the  pony-carriage  came  round  tor  Armine 

to  drive  his  friend  back  to  the  station,  the  Colonel 
came  in,  and  was  an  astonished  spectator  of  the  fare¬ 
wells.  . 

“  So  that’s  your  young  lord,”  he  said.  “  Poor  lad  . 
if  our  nobility  is  made  of  no  tougher  stuff,  I  would 
not  give  much  for  it.  What  brought  him  here  ?  ”  _ 

“  Kindness — sympathy - ”  said  Caroline,  a  little 

awkwardly.  _  . 

“Much  of  that  he  showed,”  said  Allen,  “just  know¬ 
ing  nothing  at  all  about  anybody  !_  No  !  If  it  were 
not  so  utterly  ridiculous,  I  should  think  he  had  come  to 
make  an  offer  to  Babie  ”  ;  and  as  his  sister  flew  out  of 
the  room,  “  You  don’t  mean  that  he  has,  mother  ?  ” 

“  Pray,  don’t  speak  of  it  to  any  one !  ”  Said 
Caroline.  “  I  would  not  have  it  known  for  the  world. 
It  was  a  generous  impulse,  poor  dear  fellow  ;  and 
Babie  has  no  feeling  for  him  at  all. 

“  Very  lucky,”  said  the  uncle.  “  He  looks  as  if  his 
life  was  not  worth  a  year’s  purchase.  So  you  refused 
him  ?  Quite  right  too.  You  are  a  sensible  woman, 
Caroline,  in  the  midst  of  this  severe  reverse  !  ” 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

AS  WEEL  OFF  AS  AYE  WAGGING. 

Lesbia  hath  a  beaming  eye, 

But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth  ; 

Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly, 

But  what  they  aim  at,  no  one  dreameth. 

By  che  advice,  or  rather  by  the  express  desire,  of  her 
trustees,  Mrs.  Brownlow  remained  at  Belforest,  while 
they  accepted  an  offer  of  renting  the  London  house 
for  the  season.  Mr.  Wakefield  declared  that  there 
was  no  reason  that  she  should  contract  her  ex¬ 
penditure  ;  but  she  felt  as  if  everything  she  spent 
beyond  her  original  income,  except  of  course  the 
needful  outlay  on  keeping  up  the  house  and  gardens, 
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Armine. 


J  r  ,,  a  LiiC  inbC  Lime  m  their  lives  there 

was  a  pull  in  contrary  directions  by  her  mother  and 


Every  expenditure  was  weighed  before  it  was 
granted  Did  it  belong  rightly  to  Belforest  estate  or 
to  Caroline  Brownlow  ?  And  the  claims  of  the 
church  and  parish  at  Woodside  were  doubtful 
Armine,  under  the  influence  of  Miss  Parsons,  took  a 
wide  view  of  the  dues  of  the  parish,  thought  there 
was  a  long  arrear  to  be  paid  off,  and  that  whatever 
could  be  given  was  so  much  out  of  the  wolfs  mouth. 

His  mother,  with  “Be  just  before  you  are 
generous”  ringing  in  her  ears,  referred  all  to  the 
Colonel,  and  he  had  long  had  a  fixed  scale  of  the 
duties  of  the  property  as  a  property,  and  was  only 
iendeied  the  more  resolute  in  it  by  that  vehemence 
of  Armine’s  which  enhanced  his  dislike  and  distrust 
of  the  family  at  the  Vicarage. 

“  B<rnt  on.  getting  all  they  could  while  they  could,” 
he  said,  quite  _  unjustly  as  to  the  Vicar,  and  hardly 
fairly  by  the  sister,  whose  demands  were  far  exceeded 
by  those  of  her  champion. 

The  claims  of  the  cottages  for  repair,  and  of  the 
school  for  sufficient  enlargement  and  maintenance  to 
obviate  a  School  Board,  were  acknowledged  ;  but  for 
the  rest,  the  Colonel  said,  “his  sister  was  perfectly  at 
liberty.  No  one  could  blame  her  if  she  threw  her 
balance  at  the  bank  into  the  sea.  She  would  never 
be  called  to  account;  but  since  she  asked  him 
whether  the  estate  was  bound  to  assist  in  pulling  the 
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Church  to  pieces,  and  setting  up  a  fresh  curate  to 
bring  in  more  absurdities,  he  could  only  say  what  he 
thought !  ”  &c. 

These  thoughts  of  his  were  of  course  most  offensive 
to  Armine,  who  set  all  down  to  sordid  Puritan  pre¬ 
judice,  could  not  think  how-  his  mothei  could  listen, 
and,  when  Babie  stood  up  for  her  mother,  went  off  to 
blend  his  lamentations  with  those  of  Miss  Parsons, 
whose  resignation  struck  him  as  heroic.  “Never 
mind,  Armine,  it  will  all  come  in  time.  Perhaps  we 
are  not  fit  for  it  yet.  We  cannot  expect  the  world’s 
justice  to  understand  the  outpouring  of  the  saints 
liberality.” 

Armine  repeated  this  interesting  aphorism  to 
Barbara,  and  was  much  disappointed  that  the  shrewd 
little  woman  did  not  understand  it,  or  only  so  far  as 
to  say,  “  But  I  did  not  know  that  it  was  saintly  to  be 
liberal  with  other  people’s  money.” 

He  said  Babie  had  a  prejudice  against  Miss 
Parsons  ;  and  he  was  so  far  right  that  the  Infanta  did 
not  like  her,  thought  her  a  humbug,  and  sorely  felt 
that  for  the  first  time  something  had  come  between 
herself  and  Armine. 

Allen  was  another  trouble.  He  did  not  agree  to 
the  retrenchments,  in  which  he  saw  no  sense,  and  re¬ 
tained  his  horse  and  groom.  Luckily  he  had  retained 
only  one  when  going  abroad,  and  at  this  early  season 
he  needed  no  more.  But  his  grievous  anxiety  and 
restlessness  abont  Elvira  did  not  make  him  by  any 
means  insensible  to  the  effects  of  a  reduced  establish¬ 
ment  in  a  large  house,  and  especially  to  the  handi¬ 
work  of  the  good  woman  who  had  been  left  in  charge, 
when  compared  with  that  of  the  80/.  cooks  who  had 
been  the  plague  of  his  mother’s  life. 

No  one,  however,  could  wonder  at  his  wretchedness, 
as  day  after  day  passed  without  hearing  from  Elvira, 
and  all  that  was  known  was  that  she  had  left  Mrs. 
Evelyn  and  gone  to  stay  with  Lady  Flora  Folliott,  a 
flighty  young  matron,  who  had  been  enraptured  with 
her  beauty  at  a  table  d'hote  a  year  ago,  and  had  made 
advances  not  much  relished  by  the  rest  of  the  party. 
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No  more  was  to  be  learnt-  tni  t  ,  „  r 
Saturday  to  come  down.  Before  he  couldkay  "three 

■ter*1  Had  he 

“  Spoken  to  her  ?  ” 

“  Yes.” 

“  What  had  she  said  ?  ” 

“  Asked  him  to  look  at  a  horse." 

Yes  ”he  kUOW  llG  WaS  COmin§'  honie  ?” 

“  Had  she  sent  any  message  ?  ” 

“  Well— yes.  To  desire  that  her  Algerine  costume 
should  be  sent  up.  Whew,!”  as  Allen  flung  himself 

mother  ?’”  r°0m'  “  H°W  have  1  pilt  "V  foot  >“  it. 

“  X°u  don’t  mean  that  that  was  all  ?  ” 

We, y  jot!  What,  has  she  not  written?  The 
abominable  little  elf!  I’m  coming.”  ^nd  hi 
shrugged  his  shoulders  as  Allen,  who  had  come  round 
to  the  open  window,  beckoned  to  him. 

He  was  absolutely  grappled  by  a  trembling  hand 
and  a  husky  voice  demanded,  “What  message  did 
she  really  send  ?  I  can’t  stand  foolery  ” 

“Just  that  Allen— to  Emma.  Really  just  that. 
You  can  t  shake  more  out  of  me.  You  might  as  well 
expect  anything  from  that  Chinese  lantern.  Hold 
hard.  ’Tis  not  I - ” 

r  .  'Pontt.  ^Peak !  You  don’t  know  her  !  I  was  a 
lool  to  think  she  would  confide  to  a  mere  buffoon  ” 
cried  poor  Allen,  in  his  misery.  “  Yet  if  they  were 
intercepting  her  letters - ” 

Wherewith  he  buried  himself  in  the  depths  of  the 
shrubbery  while  Jock,  with  a  long  whistle,  came  back 
through  the  library  window  to  his  mother,  observing— 
Intercepted  !  Poor  fellow  !  Hardly  necessary,  if 
possible,  though  Lady  Flora  might  wish  to  catch  her 
for  Clanmacnalty.  Has  the  miserable  imp  really 
vouchsafed  no  notice  of  any  of  you  ?  ” 

Lot  the  slightest;  and  it  is  breaking  Allen’s 
heart. 

"  As  it  a  painted  little  marmoset  were  worth  a 
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man’s  heart  !  But  Allen  1ms  always  been  infa.tu3.ted 
about  her,  and  there’s  a  good  deal  at  stake,  though  if 
he  could  only  see  it  in  the  right  light,  he  is  well  quit 
of  such  a  bubble  of  a  creature.  I  wouldn’t  be  saddled 
with  it  for  all  Belforest.” 

“  Don’t  call  her  any  more  names,  my  dear !  I  only 
wish  any  one  would  represent  to  her  the  piedicament 
she  keeps  Allen  in.  He  can’t  press  for  an  answer,  of 
course ;  but  it  is  cruel  to  keep  him  in  this  suspense. 

I  wonder  Mrs.  Evelyn  did  not  make  her  write.” 

“  I  don't  suppose  it  entered  her  mind  that  the  little 
wretch  (I  beg  your  pardon)  had  not  done  it  of  her 
own  accord,  and  with  those  Folliotts  there’s  no 
chance.  They  live  in  a  perpetual  whirl,  enough  to 
distract  an  Archbishop.  Twenty-four  parties  a  week 
at  a  moderate  computation.” 

“  Unlucky  child  !  ” 

“  Wakefield  is  heartily  vexed  at  her  having  run 
into  such  hands,”  said  Jock  ;  “but  there  is  no  hinder¬ 
ing  it ;  no  one  has  any  power,  and  even  if  he  had, 
George  Gould  is  a  mere  tool  in  his  wife’s  hands.” 

“  Still  Mr.  Wakefield  might  insist  on  her  answering 
Allen  one  way  or  the  other.  Poor  fellow  !  I  don’t 
think  it  would  cost  her  much,  for  she  was  too  childish 
ever  to  be  touched  by  that  devotion  of  his.  I  always 
thought  it  a  most  dangerous  experiment,  and  all  I 
wish  for  now  is  that  she  would  send  him  a  proper 
dismissal,  so  that  his  mind  might  be  settled.  It 
would  be  bad  enough,  but  better  than  going  on  in 
this  way.” 

“I’ll  see  him,”  said  Jock,  “or  may  be  I  can  do  the 
business  myself,  for,  strange  to  say,  the  creature 
doesn’t  avoid  me,  but  rather  runs  after  me.” 

“  You  meet  her  in  society  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I’ve  not  come  to  the  end  of  my  white  kids 
yet,  you  see.  And  mother,  I  came  to  tell  you  of 
something  that  has  turned  up.  You  know  the 
Evelyns  are  all  dead  against  my  selling  out.  I  dined 
with  Sir  James  on  Tuesday,  and  found  next  day  it 
was  for  the  sake  of  walking  me  out  before  Sir  Philip 
Cameron,  th  e  Cutteejung  man,  you  know.  He  is 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD.  423 

sure  to  be  sent  out  again  in  the  autumn,  and  he  has 
promised  Sir  James  that  if  I  can  get  exchanged  into 
some  corps  out  there,  he  will  put  me  on  his  staff  at 
once.  Mother !  ” 

He  stopped  short,  astounded  at  the  change  of 
countenance,  that  for  a  moment  she  could  neither 
control  nor  conceal,  as  she  exclaimed  “  India  !  ”  but 
rallying  at  once  she  went  on.  “  Sir  Philip  Cameron  ! 
My  dear  boy,  that’s  a  great  compliment.  How  de¬ 
lighted  your  uncle  will  be  !  ’’ 

“  But  you,  mother  !  ” 

“  O  yes,  my  dear,  I  shall,  I  will,  like  it.  Of  course 
I  am  glad  and  proud  for  my  Jock  !  How  very  kind 
of  Sir  James  !  ” 

“Isn’t  it  ?  He  talked  it  over  with  me  as  if  I  had 
been  Cecil,  and  said  I  was  quite  right  not  to  stay  in 
the.  Guards  ;  and  that  in  India,  if  a  man  has  any 
brains  at  all  and  reasonable  luck,  he  can’t  help  getting 
on.  So  I  shall  be  quite  and  clean  off  your  hands, 
and  in  the  way  of  working  forward,  and  perhaps  of 
doing  something  worth  hearing  of.  Mother,  you  will 
be  pleased  then  ?  ” 

“Shall  I  not,  my  dear,  dear  Jockey!  I  don’t 
think  you  could  have  a  better  chief.  I  have  always 
heard  that  Sir  Philip  was  such  a  good  man.” 

“  So  Mrs.  Evelyn  said.  She  was  sure  you  would 
be  satisfied.  You  can’t  think  how  kind  they  were, 
making  the  affair  quite  their  own,”  said  Jock,  with  a 
little  colour  in  his  face.  “They  absolutely  think  it 
would  be  wrong  to  give  up  the  service.” 

“Yes;  Mrs.  Evelyn  wrote  to  me  that  you  ought 
not  to  be  thrown  away.  It' was  very  kind  and  dear, 
but  with  a  little  of  the  aristocratic  notion  that  the 
army  is  the  only  profession  in  the  world.  I  can’t 
help  it ;  I  can’t  think  your  father’s  profession  un¬ 
worthy  of  his  son.” 

“  She  didn’t  say  so  !  ” 

“  No,  but  I  understood  it.  Perhaps  I  am  touchy  ; 

I  don’t  think  I  am  ungrateful.  They  have  always 
made  you  like  one  of  themselves.” 

“Yes,  so  much  that  I  don’t  like  to  run  counter  to 
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their  wishes  when  they  have  taken  such  pains.  Be¬ 
sides,  there  are  things  that  can  be  thought  of,  even  by 
a  poor  man,  as  a  soldier,  which  can’t  in  the  other 
line.” 

This  speech,  made  with  bent  head,  rising  colour, 
and  hand  playing  with  his 'mother’s  fan,  gave  her,  all 
unwittingly  on  his  part,  a  keen  sense  that  her  Jock 
was  indeed  passing  from  her  ;  but  she  said  nothing  to 
damp  his  spirits,  and  threw  herself  heartily  into  his 
plans,  announcing  them  to  his  uncle  with  genuine 
exultation.  To  this  the  Colonel  fully  responded, 

telling  Jock  that  he  would  have  given  the  world 

thirty  years  ago  for  such  a  chance,  and  commending 
him  for  thus  getting  off  his  mother’s  hands. 

“  I  only  wish  the  rest  of  you  were  doing  the 

same,”  he  said ;  “  but  each  one  seems  to  think 

himself  the  first  person  to  be  thought  of,  and  her 
the  last.” 

The  Colonel’s  wish  seemed  in  course  of  fulfilment, 
for  when  Lucas  went  a  few  days  later  to  his  brother 
Robert’s  rooms,  he  found  him  collecting  testimonials 
for  his  fitness  to  act  as  Vice-principal  to  a  European 
college  at  Yokohama  for  the  higher  education  of  the 
Japanese. 

“Mother  has  not  heard  of  it,”  said  Jock. 

“  She  need  not  till  it  is  settled,”  answered  Bobus. 
“  It  will  save  her  trouble  with  her  clerical  friends  if 
she  only  knows  too  late  for  a  protest.” 

Jock  understood  when  he  saw  the  stipulations 
against  religious  teaching,  and  recognised  in  the 
Principal’s  name  an  essayist  whose  negations  of  faith 
had  made  some  stir.  However,  he  only  said,  “It will 
be  rather  a  blow.” 

“There  are  limits  to  all  things,”  replied  Bobus. 
“  The  truest  kindness  to  her  is  to  get  afloat  away 
from  the  family  raft  as  speedily  as  possible.  She  has 
quite  enough  to  drag  her  down.” 

“  I  should  hope  to  act  the  other  way,”  said  Jock. 

“Get  your  own  head  above  water  first,”  said  Bobus. 
“  Here’s  some  good  advice  gratis,  though  I’ve  no  ex¬ 
pectation  of  your  taking  it.  Don’t  go  in  for  study  in  the 
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old  quarters  !  Go  to  Edinburgh  or  Paris  or  anywhere 
you  please,  but  cut  the  connection,  or  you’ll  never  be 
lid  of  loafers  for  life.  Wherever  mother  is,  all  the 
lest  will  gravitate.  Mark  me,  Allen  is  spoilt  for  any¬ 
thing  but  a  walking  gentleman,  Armine  will  never  be 
good ,  for  work,  and  how  many  years  do  you  give 
Janet’s  Athenian  to  come  to  grief  in  ?  Then  will 
they  return  to  the  domestic  hearth  with  a  band  of 
small  Grecians,  while  Dr.  Lucas  Brownlow  is  reduced 
to  a  rotifer  or  wheel  animal,  circulating  in  a  trap 
collecting  supplies,  with  ‘ sic  vos  non  vobis'  for  his 
motto.” 

Jock  looked  startled.  “How  if  there  be  no  such 
rotifer ?”  he_  said.  “You  don’t  really  think  there 
will  be  nothing  to  depend  on  when  we  are  both 
gone  ?  ” 

“  When  ?  ” 

“  Yes>  I’ve  a  chance  of  getting  on  Cameron’s  staff 
in  India.” 

Oh,  that  s  all  right,  old  fellow !  Why,  you’ll  be 
my  next  neighbour.” 

“  Hut  about  mother  ?  You  don’t  seriously  think  Ali 
and  Armie  will  be  nothing  but  dead  weights  on  her?” 

Only  as  long  as  there’s  anybody  to  hold  them  up,” 
said  Bobus,  perceiving  that  his  picture  had  taken  an 
effect  the  reverse  of  what  he  intended.  “  They  have 
no  lack  of  brains,  and  are  quite  able  to  shift  for  them¬ 
selves  and  mother  too,  if  only  they  have  to  do  it,  even 
if  she  were  a  pauper,  which  she  isn’t.” 

But  it  was  with  a  less  lightsome  heart  that  Jock 
went  to  his  quarters  to  prepare  for  a  fancy  ball,  where 
he  expected  to  meet  Elvira,  though  whether  he  should 
approach  her  or  not  would  depend  on  her  own 
caprice. 

It  was  a  very  splendid  affair.  A  whole  back 
garden  had  been  transformed  into  a  vast  pavilion, 
containing  an  Armida’s  garden,  whose  masses  of  ferns 
and  piles  of  gorgeous  flowers  made  delightful  nooks 
for  strangers  who  left  the  glare  of  the  dancing-room, 
and  the  quaint  dresses  harmonised  with  the  magic  of 
the  gaslight  and  the  strange  forms  of  the  exotics. 
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The  simple  scarlet  of  the  young  Guardsman  was 
undistinguished  among  the  brilliant  character-groups 
which  represented  old  fairy  tales  and  nursery  rhymes. 
There  were  the  “  White  Cat  and  her  Prince,”  “  Puss-in- 
Boots  and  the  Princess,”  “  Little  Snowflake  and  her 
Bear,”  and,  behold,  here  was  the  loveliest  Fatima  ever 
seen,  in  the  well-known  Algerine  dress,  mated  with  a 
richly  robed  and  turbaned  hero,  whose  beard  was  blue, 
though  in  ordinary  life  red,  inasmuch  as  he  was  Lady 
Flora’s  impecunious  and  not  very  reputable  Scottish 
peer  of  a  brother.  That  lady  herself,  in  a  pronounced 
bloomer,  represented  the  little  old  woman  of  doubt¬ 
ful  identity,  and  her  husband  the  pedlar,  whose 
“  name  it  was  Stout  ”  ;  while  not  far  off  the  Spanish 
lady,  in  garments  gay,  as  rich  as  may  be,  wooed  her 
bier  Englishman  in  a  dress  that  rivalled  Sir  Nicolas 
Blount’s. 

There  was  a  pretty  character  quadrille,  and  then  a 
general  melee,  in  which  Jock  danced  successively  with 
Cinderella  and  the  fair  equestrian  of  Banbury  Cross, 
and  lost  sight  of  Fatima,  till,  just  as  he  was  consider¬ 
ing  of  offering  himself  to  little  Bo-peep,  he  saw  her 
looking  a  good  deal  bored  by  the  Spanish  lady’s 
Englishman. 

Tossing  her  head  till  the  coins  danced  on  her  fore- 
head,  she  exclaimed,  “  Oh,  there’s  my  cousin  ;  I  must 
speak  to  him !  ”  and  sprang  to  her  old  companion  as 
if  for  protection.  “Take  me  to  a  cool  corner,  Jock,” 
she  said,  “  I  am  suffocating.” 

“No  wonder,  after  waltzing  with  a  mountain.” 

“  He  can  no  more  waltz  than  fly  !  And  he  thinks 
himself  irresistible !  He  says  his  dress  is  from  a 
portrait  of  his  ancestor,  Sir  Somebody ;  and  Flora 
declares  his  only  ancestor  must  have  been  the  Fat 
Boy  !  And  he  thought  I  was  a  Turkish  Sultana ! 
Wasn’t  it  ridiculous  ?  You  know  he  never  says  any¬ 
thing  but  ‘  Exactly.’  ” 

“  Did  he  intone  it  so  as  to  convey  all  this  ?  ” 

“  He  is  a  little  inspired  by  his  ruff  and  diamonds. 
Flora  says  he  wants  to  dazzle  me,  and  will  have  them 
changed  into  paste  before  he  makes  them  over  to  his 
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young  woman.  He  has  just  tin  enough  to  want  more, 
and  she  says  I  must  be  on  my  guard.” 

“You  want  no  guard,  I  should  think,'  but  your 
engagement.” 

What  are  you  bringing  that  up  for  ?  I  suppose 
you  know  how  Allen  wrote  to  me  ?  ”  she  pouted. 

I  know  that  he  thought  it  due  to  you  to  release 
you  from  your  promise,  and  that  he  is  waiting  anxiously 
for  your  reply.  Have  you  written  ?  ” 

Don  t  bore  so,  Jock,”  said  Elvira,  pettishly.  “It 
was  no  doing  of  mine,  and  I  don’t  see  why  I  should 
be  teased.” 

“  Then  you  wish  me  to  tell  him  that  he  is  to  take 
your  silence  as  a  release  from  you.” 

“  I  authorise  nothing,”  she  said.  “  I  hate  it  all.” 

Look  here,  Elvira,  ’  said  Jock,  “  do  you  know  your 
own  mind?  Nobody  wants  you  to  take  Allen.  In 
fact,  I  think  he  is  much  better  quit  of  you  ;  but  it  is 
due  to  him,  and  still  more  to  yourself,  to  cancel  the 
old  affair  before  beginning  a  new  one.” 

“  Who  told  you  I  was  beginning  a  new  one  ?  ” 
asked  she,  pertly. 

“  No  one  can  blame  you,  provided  you  let  him  loose 
first.  _  It  is  considered  respectable,  you  know,  to  be 
off  with  the  old  love  before  you  are  on  with  the  new. 
Nay,  it  may  be  only  a  superstition.” 

“  Superstition !  ”  she  repeated  in  an  awed  voice  that 
gave  him  his  cue,  and  he  went  on,— “  Oh  yes,  a  lady 
has  been  even  known  to  come  and  shake  hands  with 
the  other  party  after  he  had  been  hanged  to  give  back 
her  troth,  lest  he  should  haunt  her.” 

Allen  isn  t  hanged,’  said  Elvira,  half  frightened 
half-cross.  “  Why  doesn’t  he  come  himself?  ” 

“  Shall  he  ?  ”  said  Jock. 

"  My  dear  child,  I’ve  been  running  madly  up  and 
down  f 01  you  !  cried  Lady  Flora,  suddenly  descend¬ 
ing  on  them,  and  carrying  off  her  charge  with  a 
cursory  nod  to  the  Guardsman,  marking  the  difference 
between  a  detrimental  and  even  the  third  son  of  a 
millionaire. 
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H  e  saw  Elvira  no  more  that  night,  and  the  next 
post  carried  a  note  to  Belforest. 

“  May  3 ist. 

“  Dear  Allen, — I  don’t  know  whether  you  will 
thank  me,  but  I  tried  to  get  a  something  definite  out 
of  your  tricksy  Elf,  and  the  chief  result,  so  far  as  I 
can  understand  the  elfish  tongue,  is,  that  she  sought 
no  change,  and  the  final  sentence  was,  ‘Why  doesn’t 
he  come  himself  ?  ’  I  believe  it  is  her  honest  wish  to 
go  on,  when  she  is  left  to  her  proper  senses  ;  but  that 
is  seldom.  You  must  take  this  for  what  it  is  worth 
from  the  buffoon, 

“J.L.  B.” 

Allen  came  full  of  hope,  and  called  the  next  morning. 
Miss  Menella  was  out  riding.  He  got  a  card  for  a 
party  where  she  was  sure  to  be  present,  and  watched 
the  door,  only  to  see  her  going  away  on  the  arm  of 
Lord  Clanmacnalty  to  some  other  entertainment.  He 
went  to  Mr.  Folliott’s  door,  armed  with  a  note,  and 
heard  that  Lady  Flora  and  Miss  Menella  were  gone 
out  of  town  for  a  few  days.  So  it  went  on,  and  he 
turned  upon  Jock,  with  indignation  at  having  been 
summoned  to  be  thus  deluded.  The  undignified 
position  added  venom  to  the  smart  of  the  disregarded 
affection  and  the  suspense  as  to  the  future,  and  Jock 
had  much  to  endure  after  every  disappointment, 
though  Allen  clung  to  him  rather  than  to  any  one 
else  because  of  his  impression  that  Elvira’s  real  prefer¬ 
ence  was  unchanged  (such  as  it  was),  and  that  these 
failures  were  rather  due  to  her  friends  than  to  herself. 

This  became  more  clear  through  Mrs.  Evelyn.  Her 
family  had  connections  in  common  with  the  Dowager 
Lady  Clanmacnalty,  and  the  two  ladies  met  at  the 
house  of  their  relation.  Listening  in  the  way  of  duty 
to  the  old  Scottish  Countess’s  profuse  communications, 
she  heard  what  explained  a  good  deal. 

Did  she  know  the  Spanish  girl  who  was  with  Flora 
—  a  handsome  creature  and  a  great  heiress  ?  Oh 
yes ;  she  had  presented  her.  Strange  affair  !  Flora 
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understood  that  there  was  a  deep  plot  for  appropriating 
the  young  lady  and  her  fortune.  53 

“she  had  been  engaged  to  Mr.  Brownlow  lone- 
b'  l  nuher  claims  were  known,”  began  Mrs.  Evelyn 
-  T.h’  yeS  !  Ifc  was  vei'y  ingeniously  arranged,  only 
the  discovery  was  made  too  soon.  I  have  it  on  the 
best  authority  When  the  girl  came  to  st^  wiut 
Floia,  her  aunt  asked  for  an  interview— such  a  nice 
sensible  woman— so  completely  understanding  her 
position  She  said  it  was  such  a  distress  to  her  not  to 
be  qualified  to  take  her  niece  into  society,  yet  she 
could  not  take  her  home,  living  so  near,  to  be  harassed 
by  this  young  man’s  pursuit.” 

‘‘  I  saw  Mrs.  Gould  myself,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn.  “  I 
cannot  say  I  was  favourably  impressed.” 

“  Oh,  we  all  know  she  is  not  a  lady  ;  never  professes 
it,  poor  thing.  She  is  quite  aware  that  her  niece 
must  move  in  a  different  sphere,  and  all  she  wants  is 
to  have  her  guarded  from  that  young  Brownlow  He 
fohows  them  everywhere.  It  is  quite  the  business  of 
floras  life  to  avoid  him.” 

“  Perhaps _  you  don’t  know  that  Mrs.  Brownlow 
took  that  girl  out  of  a  farmhouse,  and  treated  her 
like  a  daughter,  merely  because  they  were  second 
or  third  cousins.  The  engagement  to  Allen  Brown¬ 
low  was  made  when  the  fortune  was  entirely  on  his 
side.” 


“  Precaution  or  conscience,  eh  ?  ”  said  the  old  lady, 
laughing.  “  By  the  bye,  you  were  intimate  with  Mrs! 
Brownlow  abroad.  How  fortunate  for  you  that 
nothing  took  place  while  they  had  such  expectations  ! 
Of  no  family,  I  hear  ,•  of  quite  low  extraction.  A 
parish  doctor  he  was,  wasn’t  he  ?  ” 

“A  distinguished  surgeon.” 

And  she  came  out  of  some  asylum  or  foundling 
hospital  ?  ”  & 

“  0nly  tlie  home  for  officers’  daughters,”  said  Mrs. 
Evelyn,  not  able  to  help  laughing.  “  Her  father, 
Captain  Allen,  was  in  the  same  regiment  with  Colonel 
Brownlow,  her  husband’s  brother.  I  assure  you  the 
Menellas  and  Goulds  have  no  reason  to  boast.” 
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“A  noble  Spanish  family,”  said  the  dowager.  “  One 
can  see  it  in  every  gesture  of  the  child.” 

It  was  plain  that  the  old  lady  intended  Mr.  Barnes’s 
hoards  to  repair  the  ravages  of  dissipation  on  the  never 
very  productive  estates  of  Clanmacnalty,  and  that 
while  Elvira  continued  in  Lady  Flora’s  custody,  there 
was  little  chance  of  a  meeting  between  her  and  Allen. 
The  girl  seemed  to  be  submitting  passively,  and  no 
doubt  her  new  friends  could  employ  tact  and  flattery 
enough  to  avoid  exciting  her  perverseness.  No  doubt 
she  had  been  harassed  by  Allen’s  exaction  of  response 
to  his  ardent  affection,  and  wearied  of  his  monopoly 
of  her.  Maiden  coyness  and  love  of  liberty  might 
make  her  as  willing  to  elude  his  approach  as  her 
friends  could  wish. 

Once  only,  at  a  garden  party,  did  he  touch  the  tips 
of  her  fingers,  but  no  more.  She  never  met  his  eye, 
but  threw  herself  into  eager  flirtation  with  the  men  he 
most  disliked,  while  the  lovely  carnation  was  mount¬ 
ing  in  her  cheek,  and  betraying  unusual  excitement. 
It  became  known  that  she  was  going  early  in  July 
into  the  country  with  some  gay  people  who  were 
going  to  give  a  series  of  fetes  on  some  public  occasion, 
and  then  that  she  was  to  go  with  Lady  Clanmacnalty 
and  her  unmarried  daughter  to  Scotland,  to  help  them 
entertain  the  grouse-shooting  party. 

Allen’s  stay  in  London  was  clearly  of  no  further 
use,  as  Jock  perceived  with  a  sensation  of  relief,  for 
all  his  pity  could  not  hinder  him  from  being  bored 
with  Allen’s  continual  dejection,  and  his  sighs  over 
each  unsuccessful  pursuit.  He  was  heartily  tired  of 
the  part  of  confidant,  which  was  the  more  severe, 
because,  whenever  Allen  had  a  fit  of  shame  at  his  own 
undignified  position,  he  vented  it  in  reproaches  to 
Jock  for  having  called  him  up  to  London  ;  and  yet 
as  long  as  there  was  a  chance  of  seeing  Elvira,  he 
could  not  tear  himself  away,  was  wild  to  get  invitations 
to  meet  her,  and  lived  at  his  club  in  the  old  style  of 
expense. 

Bobus  was  brief  with  Allen,  and  ironical  on  Jock’s 
folly  in  having  given  the  summons.  For  his  own 
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part  he  was  much  engrossed  with  his  appointment 
going  backwards  and  forwards  between  Oxford  and 
London  with  little  time  for  the  concerns  of  any  one 
else  ;  but  the  evening  after  this  unfortunate  garden 
party  when  Jock  had  accompanied  his  eldest  brothei 
back  to  his  rooms,  and  was  endeavouring,  by  the 
help  of  a  pipe,  to  endure  the  reiteration  of  mournful 
vituperatmns  of  destiny  in  the  shape  of  Lady  Flora 

Pobnf  /  d°°r  suddenl7  opened,  and 

Lobus  stood  before  them  with  his  peculiarly  brisk 

sc  f-satisfied  air,  in  itself  an  aggravation  to  any  one 
out  01  spirits.  } 

•  WTnIht,”?eTSaid,  “l  didn>t  expect  to  find  you 
in,  but  I  thought  I  would  leave  a  note  for  the  chance. 

1  ve  heai  d  of  the  very  identical  thing  to  suit  you,  Ali 
my  boy.  J  ’  ’ 

Indeed,  said  Allen,  not  prepared  with  gratitude 
ior  his  younger  brother’s  patronage. 

“  I  met  Bulstrode  at  Balliol  last  night,  and  he  asked 
1  i  knew  of  any  one  (a  perfect  gentleman  he  must  be, 
that  matteis  more  than  scholarship)  who  would  take 
a  tutorship  m  a  Hungarian  Count’s  family.  Two 
little  boys,  who  live  like  princes,  tutor  the  same 
salary  anything  you  like  to  ask.  It  is  somewhere 
111  mountains,  a  feudal  castle,  with  capital  sport  ” 
Wolves  and  bears,”  cried  Jock,  starting  up  with 
his  old  boyish  animation.  “  If  I  wasn’t  going  pier- 
sticking  in  India,  what  wouldn’t  I  give  for  such  a 
chance.  The  tutor  will  teach  the  young  ideas  how  to 
shoot,  of  course.” 

“  0f  course,”  said  Bobus.  «  The  Count  is  a  diplo- 
mate  and  there’s  not  a  bad  chance  of  making  oneself 
useful,  and  getting  on  in  that  line.  I  should  have 
jumped  at  it,  if  I  hadn  t  got  the  Japs  on  my  hands  ” 

“  Yes-  y°u,”  said  Allen  languidly. 

“Well  you  can  do  quite  as  well  for  a  thing  like 
this  said  Bobus,  “  or  better,  as  far  as  looking  the 
gentleman  goes.  In  fact,  I  suspect  as  much  classics 
as  Motner  Carey  taught  us  at  home  would  serve  their 
counts!) ips’  turn.  Here’s  the  address.  You  had 
beti^i  write  by  the  first  post  to-morrow,  for  one  01 
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two  others  are  risiug  at  it  ;  but  Bulstrode  said  he 
would  wait  to  hear  from  you,  Here’s  the  letter  with 
all  the  details.” 

“Thank  you.  You  seem  to  take  a  good  deal 
for  granted,”  said  Allen,  not  moving  a  finger  towards 
the  letter. 

“  Y ou  won’t  have  it  ?  ” 

“  I  have  neither  spirits  nor  inclination  for  turning 
bear  leader,  and  it  is  not  a  position  I  wish  to  undei^ 
take.” 

“  What  position  would  you  like  ?  ”  cried  Jock. 
“You  could  take  that  rifle  you  got  for  Algeria,  and 
make  the  Magyars  open  their  eyes.  Seriously, 
Allen,  it  is  the  right  thing  at  the  right  time.  You 
know  Miss  Ogilvie  always  said  the  position  was 
quite  different  for  an  English  person  among  these 
foreigners.” 

“Who,  like  natives,  are  all  the  same  nation,”  quietly 
observed  Allen. 

“For  that  matter,”  said  Jock,  “wasn’t  it  in 
Hongarie  that  the  beggar  of  low  degree  married  the 
king’s  daughter  ?  There’s  precedent  for  you,  Ali  !” 

Allen  had  taken  up  the  letter,  and,  after  glancing  it 
slightly  over  said — - 

_  “Thanks,  Vice-principal,  but  I  won’t  stand  in  the 
light  of  your  other  aspirants.” 

“  What  can  you  want  better  than  this  ?  ”  cried 
Jock.  By  the  time  the  law  business  is  over,  one 
may  look  in  vain  for  such  a  chance.  It  is  a* new 
country  too,  and  you  always  said  you  wanted  to  know 
how  those  fellows  with  long-tailed  names  lived  in 
private  life.” 

Both  brothers  talked  for  an  hour,  till  they  hoped 
they  had  persuaded  him  that  even  for  the  most 
miserable  and  disappointed  being  on  earth  the 
Hungarian  casde  might  prove  an  interesting  variety, 
and  they  left  him,  at  last,  with  the  letter  before  him, 
undertaking  to  write  and  make  further  inquiries. 

The  next  day,  however,  just  as  Jock  was  about  to 
set  forth,  intending  as  far  as  might  be  to  keep  him  up 
to  the  point,  Bobus  made  his  appearance,  and  scorn- 
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e.  There  was  the  letter,  and 


that°thiq0nStdefati0n'  1  rCCUr  t0  my  first  conclusion, 
at  this  situation  is  out  of  the  question.  To  say 

nothing  of  the  injury  to  my  health  and  nerves  from 
agitation  and  suspense,  rendering  me  totally  unfit  for 
diudgery  and  annoyance,  I  cannot  feel  it  rio-ht  to 
place  myself  m  a  situation  equivalent  to  the  abandon¬ 
ment  of  all  hope.  It  is  absurd  to  act  as  if  we  were 
reduced  to  aoject  poverty,  and  I  will  never  place 
myself  m  the  condition  of  a  dependent.  This  season 
has  so  entirely  knocked  me  up  that  I  must  at  once 
lave  sea  air,  and  by  the  time  you  receive  this 

Pete/’’  0U  my  Way  t0  RydC  f°r  a  Cniise  in  the 


“  Hls  health !”  cried  Bobus,  his  tone  implying  three 
notes,  scarcely  of  admiration. 

T  iWelivP°°5  ?ld  Turk’  he  is  rather  seedy,”  said 
Jock  Can  t  sleep,  and  has  headaches  !  But  ’tis  a 
regular  case  of  having  put  him  to  flight  !” 

“Well,  I’ve  done  with  him,”  said  Bobus,  “since 
there  s  a  popular  prejudice  againt  flogging,  especially 
ones  elder  brother.  This  is  a  delicate  form  of 
intimation  that  he  intends  doing  the  dolce  at  mother’s 
expense. 

The  poor  old  chap  has  been  an  ornamental 
appendage  so  long  that  he  can’t  make  up  his  mind  to 
anything  else,”  said  Jock. 

“  He  is  no  worse  off  than  the  rest  of  us,”  said 
Bobus. 


“In  age,  if  in  nothing  else.” 

The  more  reason  against  throwing  away  a  chance. 
The  yacht  too  !  I  thought  there  was  a  Quixotic 
notion  of  not  dipping  into  that  Elfs  money.  I’m 
sure  poor  mother  is  pinching  herself  enough.” 

I  don  t  think  Ali  knows  when  he  spends  money 
more  than  when  he  spends  air,”  returned  J  ock.  “  The 
Petrel  can  hardly  cost  as  much  in  a  month  as  I 
have  seen  him  get  through  in  a  week,  protesting  all 
the  while  tha.t  he  was  living  on  absolutely  nothing  ” 
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“I  know.  You  may  be  proud  to  get  him  down 
Oxford  Street  under  thirty  shillings,  and  he  never 
goes  out  in  the  evening  much  under  half  that.” 

“Yes,  he  told  me  selling  my  horses  was  shocking 
bad  economy.” 

“Well,  it  was  your  own. doing,  having  him  up  here,” 
said  Bobus. 

“  I  wonder  how  he  will  go  on  when  the  money  is 
really  not  there.” 

“  Precisely  the  same,”  said  Bobus  ;  “  there’s  no  cure 
for  that  sort  of  complaint.  The  only  satisfaction  is 
that  we  shall  be  out  of  sight  of  it.” 

“And  a  very  poor  one,”  sighed  Jock,  “when  mother 
is  left  to  bear  the  brunt.” 

“  Mother  can  manage  him  much  better  than  we 
can,”  said  Bobus  ;  “  besides,  she  is  still  a  youngish 
woman,  neither  helpless  nor  destitute  ;  and  as  I  always 
tell  you,  the  greatest  kindness  we  can  do  her  is  to 
look  out  for  ourselves.” 

Bobus  himself  had  done  so  effectually,  for  he  was 
secure  of  a  handsome  salary,  and  his  travelling 
expenses  were  to  be  paid,  when,  early  in  the  next 
year,  he  was  to  go  out  with  his  Principal  to  confer  on 
the  Japanese  the  highest  possible  culture  in  science 
and  literature  without  any  bias  in  favour  of  Christianity, 
Buddhism,  or  any  other  sublime  religion. 

Meantime  he  was  going  home  to  make  his  prepara¬ 
tions,  and  pack  such  portions  of  his  museum  as  he 
thought  wrould  be  unexampled  in  Japan.  He  had 
fulfilled  his  intention  of  only  informing  his  mother 
after  his  application  had  been  accepted  ;  and  as  it 
had  been  done  by  letter,  he  had  avoided  the  sight  of 
the  pain  it  gave  her  and  the  hearing  of  her  re¬ 
monstrances,  all  of  which  he  had  referred  to  her 
maternal  dislike  of  his  absence,  rather  than  to  his 
association  with  the  Principal,  a  writer  whose  articles 
she  kept  out  of  reach  of  Armine  and  Barbara. 

The  matter  had  become  irrevocable  and  beyond 
discussion,  as  he  intended,  before  his  return  to 
Belforest,  which  he  only  notified  by  the  post  of  the 
morning  before  he  walked  into  luncheon.  By  that 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREYS  BROOD. 

time  it  was  a  fait  accompli,  and  there  was  notliino-  to 
be  done  but  to  enter  on  a  lively  discussion  on  the 
polite  manners  and  customs  of  the  two-sworded  nation" 
and  the  wonderful  volcanoes  he  hoped  to  explore. 

Pei  haps  one  leason  that  his  notice  was  so  short 
was  that  there  might  be  the  less  time  for  ICencroft  to 
be  put  on  its  guard.  Thus,  when,  by  accident  of 
course,  he  strolled  towards  the  lodge,  he  found  his 
cousin  Esther  in  the  wood,  with  no  guardians  but  the 
three  youngest  children,  who  had  coaxed  her,  in  spite 
of  the  heat,  to  bring  them  to  the  slopes  of  wood 
strawberries  on  their  weekly  half-holiday. 

He  had  seen  nothing,  but  had  only  been  guided  by 
the  sound  of  voices  to  the  top  of  the  sloping  wooded 
bank,  where,  under  the  shade  of  the  oak-trees,  looking 
over  the  tall  spreading  brackens,  he  beheld  Essie  in 
her  pretty  gipsy  hat  and  holland  dress,  with  all  her 
bird-like  daintiness,  kneeling  on  the  moss  far  below 
him,  threading  the  scarlet  beads  on  bents  of  grass 
with  the  little  ones  round  her. 

“I  heard  a  chattering,”  he  said,  as,  descending 
through  the  fern,  he  met  her  dark  eyes  looking  up 
like  those  of  a  startled  fawn  ;  “so  I  came  to&see 
whether  the  labbits  had  found  tongues.  How  many 
more  are  there?  No,  thank  you,”  as  Edmund  and 
Lina  answered  his  greeting  with  an  offer  of  very 
moist-looking  fruit,  and  an  ungrammatical 
“  Only  us.” 

“Then  us  run  away.  They  grow  thick  up  that 
bank,  and  I’ve  got  a  prize  here  for  whoever  keeps 
away  longest.  No,  you  shan’t  see  what  it  is.  Any 
one  who  comes  asking  questions  will  lose  it.  Run 
away,  Lina,  you’ll  miss  your  chance.  No,  no,  Essie, 
you  are  not  a  competitor.” 

“  I  must,  Robert  ;  indeed  I  must.” 
can  t  you  spare  me  a  moment  when  I  am  come 
down  for  my  last  farewell  visit  ?  ” 

“  But  you  are  not  going  for  a  good  while  yet.” 

“  So  you  call  it,  but  it  will  seem  short  enough. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  minutes  seeming  like  diamond 
drops  meted  out,  Essie  ?  ” 
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“  But,  you  know,  it  is  your  own  doing,”  said 
£ssie. 

« Yes,  and  why,  Essie  ?  Because  misfortune  has 
made  such  an  exile  as  this  the  readiest  mode  of 
ceasino-  to  be  a  burden  to  my  mother.” 

“  Papa  said  he  was  glad  of  it,”  said  Esther,  “  and 
that  you  were  quite  right.  But  it  is  a  terrible  way 

off!”  ,  ... 

l<  True  !  but  there  is  one  consideration  that  will 

make  up  to  me  for  everything.” 

“  That  it  is  for  Aunt  Caroline  !  ” 

“Partly,  but  do  you  not  know  the  hope  which 
makes  all  work  sweet  to  me  ?  ”  And  the  look  of  his 
eyes,  and  his  hand  seeking  hers,  made  her  say, 

“Oh  don’t/Robert,  I  mustn’t.” 

“  Nay,  my  queen,  you  were  too  duteous  to  hearken 
to  me  when  I  was  rich  and  prosperous.  I  would  not 
torment  you  then,  I  meant  to  be  patient ;  but  now  I 
am  poor  and  going  into  banishment,  you  will  be 
generous  and  compassionate,  and  let  me  hear  the  one 
word  that  will  make  my  exile  sweet.” 

“  I  don’t  think  I  ought,”  said  the  poor  child 
under  her  breath.  “  O,  Robert,  don’t  you  know  I 
ought  not.” 

“  Would  you  if  that  ugly  cypher  of  an  ought  did 
not  stand  in  the  way  ?  ” 

“  Oh  don’t  ask  me,  Robert ;  I  don’t  know.” 

“  But  I  do  know,  my  queen,”  said  he.  “  I  know 
my  little  Essie  better  than  she  knows  herself.  I 
know  her  true  heart  is  mine,  only  she  dares  not 
avow  it  to  herself ;  and  when  hearts  have  so  met, 
Esther,  they  owe  one  another  a  higher  duty  than  the 
filial  tie  can  impose.” 

“  I  never  heard  that  before,”  she  said,  puzzled,  but 
not  angered. 

“No,  it  is  not  a  doctrine  taught  in  schoolrooms,  but 
it  is  true  and  universal  for  all  that,  and  our  fathers 
and  mothers  acted  on  it  in  their  day,  and  will  give 
way  to  it  now.” 

Esther  had  never  been  told  all  her  father’s  objec¬ 
tions  to  her  cousin.  Simple  prohibition  had  seemed 
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to  her  parents  sufficient  for  the  gentle,  dutiful  child. 
Bobus  had  always  been  very  kind  to  her,  and  her 
heart  went  out  enough  to  him  in  his  trouble  to 
make  coldness  impossible  to  her.  Tears  welled  into 
her  eyes  with  perplexity  at  the  new  theory,  and  she 
could  only  falter  out — 

“  That  doesn’t  seem  right  for  me.” 

“  Say  one  word  and  trust  to  me,  and  it  shall  be  right. 
Yes,  Esther,  say  the  word,  and  in  it  I  shall  be  strong 
to  overcome  everything,  and  win  the  consent  you 
desire.  Say  only  that,  with  it,  you  would  love  me.” 

“  If?  ”  said  Esther. 

It  was  an  interrogative  if,  and  she  did  not  mean  it 
for  “  the  one  word,”  but  Bobus  caught  at  it  as  all  he 
wanted.  He  meant  it  for  the  fulcrum  on  which  to 
rest  the  strong  lever  of  his  will,  and  before  Esther 
could  add  any  qualification,  he  was  overwhelming  her 
with  thanks  and  assurances  so  fervent  that  she 
could  interpose  no  more  doubts,  and  yielded  to  the 
sweetness  of  being  able  to  make  any  one  so  happy, 
above  all  the  cousin  whom  most  people  thought  so 
formidably  clever. 

Edmund  interrupted  them  by  rushing  up,  thus 
losing  the  prize,  which  was  won  by  the  last  comer, 
and  proved  to  be  a  splendid  bonbon  ;  but  there  was 
consolation  for  the  others,  since  Bobus  had  laid  in  a 
supply  as  a  means  of  securing  peace. 

He  would  fain  have  waited  to  rivet  his  chains 
before  manifesting  them,  but  he  knew  Essie  too  well 
to  expect  her  to  keep  the  interview  a  secret ;  and 
he  had  no  time  to  lose  if,  as  he  intended,  though 
he  had  not  told  her  so,  he  was  to  take  her  to  Japan 
with  him. 

So  he  stormed  the  castle  without  delay,  walked  to 
Kencroft  with  the  strawberry  gatherers,  found  the 
Colonel  superintending  the  watering  of  his  garden, 
and,  with  effrontery  of  which  Essie  was  unconscious,’ 
led  her  up,  and  announced  their  mutual  love,  as 
though  secure  of  an  ardent  welcome. 

He  did,  mayhap,  expect  to  surprise  something  of 
the  kind  out  of  his  slowly-moving  uncle,  but  the  only 
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answer  was  a  strongly  accentuated  “Indeed!  1 
thought  I  had  told  you  both  that  I  would  have  none 
of  this  foolery.  Esther,  I  am  ashamed  of  you.  Go 
in  directly.” 

The  girl  repaired  to  her  own  room  to  weep  floods 
of  tears  over  her  father’s  anger,  and  the  disobedience 
that  made  itself  apparent  as  soon  as  she  was  beyond 
the  spell  of  that  specious  tongue.  There  were  a  few 
tears  too  for  his  disappointment ;  but  when  her 
mother  came  up  in  great  displeasure,  the  first  words 
were — 

“  O,  mamma,  I  could  not  help  it !  ” 

“You  could  not  prevent  his  accosting  you,  but  you 
might  have-  prevented  his  giving  all  this  trouble  to 
papa.  You  know  we  should  never  allow  it.” 

“  Indeed  I  only  said  if!  ” 

“You  had  no  right  to  say  anything.  When  a 
young  lady  knows  a  man  is  not  to  be  encouraged, 
she  should  say  nothing  to  give  him  an  advantage. 
You  could  never  expect  us  to  let  you  go  to"  a 
barbarous  place  at  the  other  end  of  the  world  with  a 
man  of  as  good  as  no  religion  at  all.” 

“  He  goes  to  church,”  said  Essie,  too  simple  to 
look  beyond. 

“  Only  here,  to  please  his  mother.  My  dear,  you 
must  put  this  out  of  your  head.  Even  if  he  Avere 
veiy  diffeient,  we  should  never  let  you  marry  a  first 
cousin,  and  he  knows  it.  It  was  very  wrong  in  him 
to  have  spoken  to  you.” 

“Please  don’t  let  him  do  it  again,”  said  Esther 
faintly. 

“That’s  right,  my  dear,”  with  a  kiss  of  forgive¬ 
ness.  “  I  am  sure  you  are  too  good  a  girl  reallv  to 
care  for  him.”  7 

“  I  wish  he  would  not  care  for  me,”  sighed  poor 
Essie,  wearily.  “He  always  was  so  kind,  and  now 
they  are  in  trouble  I  couldn’t  vex  him.” 

“  Oh,  my  dear,  young  men  get  over  things  of  this 
sort  half  a  dozen  times  in  their  lives.” 

Essie  was  not  delighted  with  this  mode  of  consola¬ 
tion,  and  when  her  mother  tenderly  smoothed  back 
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Rer  hail-  and  bade  her  bathe  her  face  and  dress  for 
dinner,  she  clung  to  her  and  said — 

“  Don’t  let  me  see  him  again.” 

on™  WaS  a  wrhole^ome  dread,  which  Mrs.  Brownlow 
encouraged  for  both  she  and  her  husband  were 
annoyed  and  perplexed  by  Robert’s  cool  reception  of 

allow  forUfh  '■  SUiStly  decIared  that  he  could 

7P1f  ar  prejudices,  and  that  it  was  merely  a 

„  r  ‘  °f  time’  and,  he  was  provokingly  calm  and 
sh°wmg  neither  anger  nor  disappointment. 
__,J J  d  n0t  ai^e>  but  having  once  shown  that  his 
salary  warranted  his  offer,  that  the  climate  was 
exceHent  and  that  European  civilisation  prevailed,  he 
tieated  his  uncle  and  aunt  as  unreasonably  pre¬ 
judiced  mortals,  who  would  in  time  yield  to  his 
patient  determination. 


His  mother  was  as  much  annoyed  as  they  were  all 
u-m?re  because  her  sister-in-law  could  hardly 
credit  her  perfect  innocence  of  Robert’s  intentions 
and  was  vexed  at  her  wish  to  ascertain  Esther’s 
reelings.  This  was  not  easy !  the  poor  child  was  so 
unhappy  and  shamefaced,  so  shocked  at  her  involun¬ 
tary  disobedience,  and  so  grieved  at  the  pain  she  had 
given.  If  Robert  had  been  set  before  her  with  full 
consent  of  friends,  she  would  have  let  her  whole  heart 
go  out  to  him,  loved  him,  and  trusted  him  for  ever, 
treating  whatever  opinions  were  unlike  hers  as  manly 
idiosyncrasies  beyond  her  power  to  fathom.  But  she 
was  no  Lydia  Languish  to  need  opposition  as  a 
stimulus.  It  rather  gave  her  tender  and  dutiful 
spirit  a  sense  of  shame,  terror,  and  disobedience;  and 
she  thankfully  accepted  the  mandate  that  sent  her 
on  a  visit  to  her  married  sister  for  as  long  as  Bobus 
should  remain  at  Belforest. 


He  did  not  show  himself  downcast,  but  was  quietly 
assured  that  he  should  win  her  at  last,  only  smilino- 

a^.11.^le  use^ss  precaution,  and  declaring  himself 
willing  to  wait,  and  make  a  home  for  her. 

Bul  this  matter  had  not  tended  to  make  his  mother 
more  at  ease  in  her  enforced  stay  at  Belforest,  which 
was  becoming  a  kind  of  gilded  prison. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI, 

SLACK  TIDE. 

If  ...  . 

Thou  hide  thine  eyes  and  n.ake  thy  peevish  moan 
Over  some  broken  reed  of  earth  beneath, 

Some  darling  of  blind  fancy  dead  and  gone. 

Ke'ole. 

THERE  is  such  a  thing  as  slack  tide  in  the  affairs  ol 
men,  when  a  crisis  seems  as  if  it  would  never  come, 
and  all  things  stagnate.  The  Law  Courts  had  as  yet 
not  concerned  themselves  about  the  will,  vacation 
time  had  come  and  all  was  at  a  standstill,  nor  could 
any  steps  be  taken  for  Lucas’s  exchange  till  it  was 
certain  into  what  part  of  India  Sir  Philip  Cameron 
was  going.  In  the  meantime  his  regiment  had  gone 
into  camp,  and  he  could  not  get  away  until  the 
middle  of  September,  and  then  only  for  a  few  days. 
Arriving  very  late  on  a  Friday  night,  he  saw  nobody 
but  his  mother  over  his  supper,  and  thought  her 
looking  very  tired.  When  he  met  her  in  the  morning, 
there  was  the  same  weary,  harassed  countenance, 
there  were  worn  marks  round  the  dark  wistful  eyes, 
and  the  hair,  whitened  at  Schwarenbach,  did  not  look 
as  incongruous  with  the  face  as  hitherto. 

No  one  else  except  Barbara  had  come  down  to 
prayers,  so  Jock’s  first  inquiry  was  for  Armine. 

“He  is  pretty  well,”  said  his  mother;  “but  here 
apt  to  be  late.  He  gets  overtired  between  his  beloved 
parish  work  and  his  reading  with  Bobus.” 

“He  is  lucky  to  get  such  a  coach,”  said  Jock. 
“  Bob  taught  me  more  mathematics  in  a  week  than  I 
had  learnt  in  seven  years  before.” 

“  He  is  terribly  accurate,”  said  Babie. 

“  Which  Armie  does  not  appreciate  ?”  said  Jock. 

“I’m  afraid  not,”  said  his  mother.  “They  do 
worry  each  other  a  good  deal,  and  this  Infanta  most 
of  all,  I’m  afraid.” 

“  O  no,  mother,”  said  Babie.  “  Only  it  is  hard  for 
poor  Armie  tc  have  two  taskmasters.” 
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'■  What !  the  Reverend  Petronella  continues  in  the 
ascendant  ? ” 

.  Bobus  here  entered,  with  a  face  that  lightened,  as 
did  everyone’s,  at  sight  of  Lucas. 

“Good  morning.  Ah!  Jock!  I  didn’t  sit  up,  for 
I  had  had  a  long  day  out  on  the  moors  ;  we  kept  the 
birds  nearer  home  for  you.  There  are  plenty,  but 
Giimes  says  he  has  heard  shots  towards  River 
Hollow,  and  thinks  some  one  must  have  been  tres¬ 
passing  there.” 

Have  you  heard  anything  of  Elvira  ?  a  propos  to 
River  Hollow,”  said  his  mother. 

h  es,  said  Jock.  “One  of  our  fellows  has  been 
on  a  moor  not  far  from  where  she  was  astonishing 
the  natives,  conjointly  with  Lady  Anne  Macnalty. 
There  were  bets  which  of  three  men  she  may  be  en¬ 
gaged  to.” 

Pending  which,”  said  his  mother,  “  I  suppose  poor 
Allen  will  continue  to  hover  on  the  wines  of  the 
Petrel ?” 

“  And  send  home  mournful  madrigals  by  the  ream,” 
said  Bobus.  “  Never  was  petrel  so  tuneful  a  bird  !  ” 

“For  shame,  Bobus;  I  never  meant  you  to  see 
them !  ” 

“  ’Twas  quite  involuntary  !  I  have  trouble  enough 
with  my  own  pupil’s  effusions.  I  leave  him  a  bit  of 
Latin  composition,  and  what  do  I  find  but  an  endless 
doggrel  ballad  on  What’s  his  name  ?— who  hid  under 
his  father’s  staircase  as  a  beggar,  eating  the  dogs’ 
meat,  while  his  afflicted  family  were  searching  for  him. 
in  vain  — his  favourite  example.” 

“St.  Alexis,”  said  Babie ;  “he  was  asked  to 
versify  it.” 

“As  a  wholesome  incentive  to  filial  duty  and  in¬ 
dustry,”  said  Bobus.  “  Does  the  Parsoness  mean  to 
have  it  sung  in  the  school  ?” 

“It  might  be  less  dangerous  than  'the  fox  went 
out  .  one  moonshiny  night,’  ”  said  their  mother, 
anxious  to  turn  the  conversation.  “Mr.  Parsons 
brought  Mr.  Todd  of  Wrexham  in  to  see  the  school 
just  as  the  children  were  singing  the  final  catastrophe 
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when  the  old  farmer  ‘  shot  the  old  fox  right  through 
the  head.’  He  was  so  horrified  that  he  declared  the 
schools  should  never  have  a  penny  of  his  while  they 
taught  such  murder  and  heresy.” 

.“Served  them  right,”  said  Jock,  “for  spoiling  that 
picture  of  domestic  felicity  when  ‘the  little  ones 
picked  the  bones,  oh !  ’  How  many  guns  shall  we 
be,  Bobus  ?  ” 

“Only  three.  My  uncle  has  a  touch  of  gout,  the 
Monk  has  got  a  tutorship,  Joe  has  gone  back  to  his 
ship,  but  the  mighty  Bob  has  a  week’s  leave,  and 
does  not  mean  a  biid  to  survive  the  change  of 
owners.” 


“  Doesn’t  Armine  come  ?  ” 

Not  he  !  said  Bobus.  “  Says  he  doesn’t  want  to 
acquit  e  the  taste,  and  he  would  knock  up  with  half 
a  day.” 

“  But  you’ll  all  come  and  bring  us  luncheon  ?  ”  en¬ 
treated  Jock.  “You  will,  mother!  Now,  won’t  you  ? 
We’ll  eat  it  on  a  bank  like  old  times  when  we  lived  at 
the  Folly  and  all  were  jolly.  I  beg  your  pardon, 
Bob  ;  1  didn  t  mean  to  turn  into  another  poetical 
brother  on  your  hands,  but  enthusiasm  was  too 
strong  for  me  !  Come,  Mother  Carey,  do  !  ” 

“  Where  is  it  to  be  ?  ”  she  asked,  smiling. 

“  Out  by  the  Long  Hanger  would  be  a  good 
place,  said  Bobus,  “where  we  found  the  Efiifictctis 
grandiflora?  1 

Oi  the  heathery  knoll  where  poor  little  mother 
got  into  a  scrape  for  singing  profane  songs  by  moon¬ 
light,''  laughed  Jock. 

,  “  Ah  !  that  was  when  hearts  were  light,”  she  said  • 

“  any  rate  we’ll  make  a  holiday  of  it,  for  Jock’s 

sake.” 

“Ha!  what  do  I  see?”  exclaimed  Jock,  who  was 
opposite  the  open  window.  “Is  that  Armine,  or  a 
J  ack-m-the-Green  ?  ” 

l  .h,?' if  Asig,heAd  Barbara-  “It’s  that  harvest 

decollation  .  And  Armine,  casting  down  armfuls  of 

great  ferns  and  beautiful  trailing  plants,  made  his 
entrance  through  the  open  window,  exchanging 
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Semi-aP0'^  «*  l,te 

whShf ^“7-  tor  -  *h<=  g~t 

and  I  promised  them  for  the  Altan  vases  ?°“  teU 

the  Tufo  cTTheAnTanth,e  fnl  thm  ™„ld  be 

destroying  it. '  P  ’  "d  1  dont  feel  justified  in 

that  he  hates  dieCwho"rthfag^Armme'  “  If  is  0,1 '-1' 

somefim^”  said  BobuJ  ■  d  do  n  “"I0'6  with  him 

°U‘ Bfbt~tdFredki;k  ”  MS  h^Lmite^gs  l ? 

breakfast’  at  double  spee?  y™,  dev0llring  his 

dowfEeXwem83?:"  A  "  S 

mother  M’  “  WOn  1  exPect  “s  ‘°  luncheon, 

mottebras'S'd-°Ugh  °b<!dient'  lo°ked  bIank-  aad  her 

My  dear  if  j  event  down  and  helped  at  the 
free  >Chv‘  v*  f  f aSt  twelve>  cotlld  not  we  all  ‘be  set 
to  them  aMhe  Hanvefo' nt  US  ‘°  b™g  their ‘n-heon 

"IVe  ha,f  a 

No,  no,  Skipjack !  ”  cried  Bobus  ;  « I  had  that 
twenty  stone  of  solid  flesh  whom  I  see  walking  up  to 
the  house  to  myself  all  yesterday,  and  I  can't  stand 
another  day  of  it  unmitigated  !” 

_  Entered  the  tall  heavy  figure  of  Rob.  He  reported 
hlS  ff  ^  “  ™ch  the  same  and  not  yet  up  delivered 
a  note  to  his  aunt,  and  made  no  objection  to  devour- 
i  ig  several  slices  of  tongue  and  a  cup  of  cocoa  to 

lherre  urtani  r  E"  Walk  ;  ™hik  Bobus  teclaimed 

hfthe  ribbon^  .  T  CUttmg  scarlet  geraniums 

rrPp h  ni,bb'  ubudu  Sh°W  him  the  scene  ^  the 
Greek  play  which  he  was  to  prepare,  and  Babie  tried 

to  store  up  all  the  directions,  perceiving  from  the 
memoryrOVmg  ^  that  She  Sh°uld  have  to  be  ^ 
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Jock  saw  that  the  note  had  brought  an  additional 
line  of  care  to  his  mother’s  brow,  and  therefore  still 
more  gaily  and  eagerly  adjured  her  not  to  fail  in  the 
Long  Hanger,  and  as  the  shooting  party  started,  he 
turned  back  to  wave  his  cap,  and  shout,  “  Sharp  two!” 

Two  o’clock  found  three  hungry  youths  and 
numerous  dead  birds  on  the  pleasant  thymy  bank 
beneath  the  edge  of  the  beach  wood,  but  gaze  as 
they  might  through  the  clear  September  air,  neither 
mother,  brother,  nor  sister  was  visible.  Presently, 
however,  the  pony-carriage  appeared,  and  in  it  a 
hamper,  but  driven  only  by  the  stable-boy.  He  said 
a  gentleman  was  at  the  house,  and  Mrs.  Brownlow 
was  very  sorry  that  she  could  not  come,  but  had  sent 
him  with  the  luncheon. 

“  I  shall  go  and  see  after  her,”  said  Jock  ;  and  in 
spite  of  all  remonstrance,  and  assurance  that  it  was 
only  a  form  of  Parsonic  tyranny,  he  took  a  draught 
of  ale  and  a  handful  of  sandwiches,  sprang  into  the 
carriage,  and  drove  off,  hardly  knowing  why,  but  with 
a  yearning  towards  his  mother,  and  a  sense  that  all 
that  was  unexpected  boded  evil.  Leaving  the  pony 
at  the  stables,  and  walking  up  to  the  house,  he  heard 
sounds  that  caused  him  to  look  in  at  the  open  library 
window. 

On  one  side  of  the  table  stood  his  mother,  on  the 
other  Ur.  Demetrius  Hermann,  with  insinuating  face, 
but  arm  upraised  as  if  in  threatening. 

“  Scoundrel !”  burst  forth  Jock.  Both  turned,  and 
his  mother’s  look  of  relief  and  joy  met  him  as  he 
sprang  to  her  side,  exclaiming,  “  What  does  this 
mean  ?  How  dare  you  ?  ” 

“No,  no!”  she  cried  breathlessly,  clinging  to  his 
arm.  “  Pie  did  not  mean — it  was  only  a  gesture  !  ” 

“  I’ll  have  no  such  gestures  to  my  mother,” 

“Sir,  the  honoured  lady  only  does  me  justice.  I 
meant  nothing  violent.  Zat  is  for  you  English 
military,  whose  veapon  is  zie  horse-vhip.” 

“  As  you  will  soon  feel,”  said  Jock,  “  if  you  attempt 
to  bully  my  mother.  What  does  it  mean,  mother 
dear?” 
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“  He  made  a  mistake,”  she  said,  in  a  quick,  tremu¬ 
lous  tone,  showing  how  much  she  was  shaken.  “  He 
thinks  me  a  quack  doctor’s  widow,  whose  secret  is 
matter  of  bargain  and  sale.” 

“Madame  !  I  offered  most  honourable  terms.” 

_  “  Terms,  indeed  !  I  told  you  the  affair  is  no  em¬ 
pirical  secret  to  be  bought.” 

“  Yet  madame  knows  that  I  am  in  possession  of  a 
portion  of  zie  discovery,  and  that  it  is  in  my  power  to 
pursue  it  further,  though,  for  family  considerations,  I 
offer  her  to  take  me  into  confidence,  so  that  all  may 
profit  in  unison,”  said  the  Greek,  in  his  blandest 
manner. 

“  The  very  word  profit  shows  your  utter  want  of 
appreciation,”  said  Mrs.  Brownlow,  with  dignity. 
“Such  discoveries  are  the  property  of  the  entire 
faculty,  to  be  used  for  the  general  benefit,  not  for 
private  selfish  profit.  I  do  not  know  how  much 
information  may  have  been  obtained,  but  if 
any  attempt  be  made  to  use  it  in  the  charlatan 
fashion  you  propose,  I  shall  at  once  expose  the  whole 
transaction,  and  send  my  husband’s  papers  to  the 
Lancet .” 

Hermann  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  looked  at 
Lucas,  as  if  considering  whether  more  or  less  reason 
could  be  expected  from  a  soldier  than  from  a  woman. 
It  was  to  him  that  he  spoke. 

“  Madame  cannot  see  zie  matter  in  zie  light  of 
business.  I  have  offered  freely  to  share  all  that  I 
shall  gain,  if  I  may  only  obtain  the  data  needful  to 
perfect  zie  discovery  of  zie  learned  and  venerated 
father.  I  am  met  wit  anger  I  cannot  comprehend.” 

“Nor  ever  will,”  said  Caroline. 

“And,”  pursued  Dr.  Hermann,  “when,  on  zie  oder 
hand,  I  explain  that  my  wife  has  imparted  to  me 
sufficient  to  enable  me  to  perfectionate  the  discovery, 
and  if  the  reserve  be  continued,  it  is  just  to  demand 
compensation,  I  am  met  with  indignation  even 
greater.  I  appeal  to  zie  captain.  Is  this  treatment 
such  as  my  proposals  merit  ?  ” 

“Not  quite,”  said  Jock.  “  That  is  to  be  kicked  ouf 
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of  the  house,  as  you  shortly  will  be,  if  you  do  not 
take  yourself  off.” 

“  Sir,  your  amiable  affection  for  madame  leads  you 
to  forget,  as  she  does,  zie  claim  of  your  sister.” 

“No  one  has  any  claim  on  my  mother,”  said 
J  ock. 

“  Zie  moral  claim — zie  claim  of  affection,”  began 
the  Greek  ;  but  Caroline  interrupted  him — 

“  Dr.  Hermann  is  not  the  person  fitly  to  remind  me 
of  these.  They  have  not  been  much  thought  of  in 
Janet’s  case.  I  mean  to  act  as  justly  as  I  can  by  my 
daughter,  but  I  have  absolutely  nothing  to  give  her 
at  present.  Till  I  know  what  my  own  means  may 
prove  to  be  I  can  do  nothing.” 

“  But  madame  holds  out  zie  hope  of  some  endow¬ 
ment.  I  shall  be  in  a  condition  to  be  independent  of 
it,  but  it  would  be  sweet  to  my  wife  as  a  token  of 
pardon.  I  could  bear  away  a  promise.” 

“  I  promise  nothing,”  was  the  reply.  “  If  I  have 
anything  to  give — even  then,  all  would  depend  on 
your  conduct  and  the  line  you  may  take.  And  above 
all,  remember,  it  is  in  my  power  to  frustrate  and 
expose  any  attempt  to  misuse  anv  hints  that  may 
have  been  stolen  from  my  husband’J'memoranda.  In 
my  power,  and  my  duty.” 

“  Madame  might  have  spared  me  this,”  sighed  the 
Athenian.  “My  poor  Janette  !  She  will  not  believe 
how  her  husband  has  been  received.” 

He  was  gone.  Caroline  dropped  into  a  chair,  but 
the  next  moment  she  almost  screamed — 

“  Oh,  we  must  not  let  him  go  thus  !  He  may 
revenge  it  on  her !  Go  after  him,  get  his  address,  tell 
him  she  shall  have  her  share  if  he  will  behave  well 
to  her.” 

Jock  fulfilled  his  mission  according  to  his  own 
judgment,  and  as  he  returned  his  mother  started  up. 

“  You  have  not  brought  him  back  !  ” 

“  I  should  rather  think  not !  ” 

“  Janet’s  husband  !  Oh,  Jock,  it  is  very  dreadful! 
My  poor  child  !  ” 

She  had  been  a  little  lioness  in  face  of  the  enemy, 
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but  she  was  trembling  so  hopelessly  that  Jock  put  her 
on  a  couch  and  knelt  with  his  arm  round  her  while 
she  laid  her  head  on  his  strong  young  shoulder. 

“  Let  me  fetch  you  some  wine,  mother  darlino-”  he 
said.  fc” 

“  No>  no— to  feel  you  is  better  than  anythin^-  ” 
putting  his  arm  closer — 

“  What  was  it  all  about,  mother  ?  ” 

‘‘Ah  !  you  don’t  know,  yet  you  went  straight  to  the 
point,  my  dear  champion.1’ 

“  He  was  bullying  you,  that  was  enough.  I  thought 
ior^a  moment  the  brute  was  going  to  strike  you.” 

“  That  was  only  gesticulation.  I’m  glad  you  didn’t 
knock  him  down  when  you  made  in  to  the  rescue.” 

She  could  laugh  a  little  now. 

“  I  should  like  to  have  done  it.  What  did  he 
want  ?  Money,  of  course  ?  ” 

“  Not  solely.  I  can’t  tell  you  all  about  it ;  but 
Janet  saw  some  memoranda  of  your  father’s,  and  he 
wants  to  get  hold  of  them.” 

“To  pervert  them  to  some  quackery  ?  ” 

“  If  not,  I  do  him  great  injustice.” 

“  Live  them  up  to  a  rogue  like  that  !  I  should 
guess  not  !  It  wilHbe  some  little  time  before  he  tries 
again.  Well  done,  little  mother  !  ” 

“If  he  will  not  turn  upon  her.” 

“  What  a  speculation  he  must  have  thought  her.” 
“Don’t  talk  of  it,  Jock;  I  can’t  bear  to  think  of 
her  in  such  hands.” 

Janet  has  a  spirit  of  her  own.  I  should  think  she 
could  get  her  way  with  her  subtle  Athenian.  Where 
did  he  drop ‘from  ?  ” 

“  He  overtook  me  on  my  way  back  from  the 
Church,  for  indeed  I  did  not  mean  to  break  my  ap¬ 
pointment.  I  don  t  think  the  servants  knew  who  was 
here.  And  Jock,  if  you  mention  it  to  the  others,  don’t 
speak  of  this  matter  of  the  papers.  Call  it,  as  you 
may  with  truth,  an  attempt  to  extort  money.” 

“Very  well,”  he  gravely  said. 

“It  is  true,”  she  continued,  “that  I  have  valuable 
memoranda  of  your  father’s  in  rav  charge ;  but  you 
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must  trust  me  when  I  say  that  I  am  not  at  libeity  to 
tell  you  more.” 

“  Of  course  I  do.  So  the  mother  was  really  coming, 
like  a  good  little  Red-riding-hood,  to  bring  her  son’s 
dinner  into  the  forest,  when  she  met  with  the  wolf ! 
Pray,  has  he  eaten  up  the  two  kids  at  a  mouthful  ? 

“  No,  Miss  Parsons  had  done  that  already.  They 
are  making  the  Church  so  beautiful,  and  it  did  not 
seem  possible  to  spare  them,  though  I  hope  Armine 
may  get  home  in  time  to  get  his  work  done  for  Bobus.” 

“Is  not  he  worked  rather  hard  between  the  two  ? 
He  does  not  seem  to  thrive  on  it.” 

“  Jock,  I  can  say  it  to  you.  I  don’t  know  what  to 
do.  The  poor  boy’s  heart  is  in  these  Church  matters, 
and  he  is  so  bitterly  grieved  at  the  failure  of  all  his 
plans  that  I  cannot  bear  to  check  him  in  doing  all 
he  can.  It  is  just  what  I  ought  to  have  been  doing  all 
these  years  ;  I  only  saw  my  duties  as  they  were 
being  taken  away  from  me,  and  so  I  deserve  the  way 
Miss  Parsons  treats  me.” 

“  What  way  ?  ” 

“You  need  not  bristle**ip.  She  is  very  civil;  but 
when  I  hint  that  Armine  has  study  and  health  to  con¬ 
sider,  I  see  that  in  her  eyes  I  am  the  worldly  obstruc¬ 
tive  mother  who  serves  as  a  trial  to  the  hero.” 

“  If  she  makes  Armine  think  so - ” 

“  Armie  is  too  loyal  for  that.  Yet  it  may  be  only 
too  true,  and  only  my  worldliness  that  wishes  for  a 
little  discretion.  Still,  I  don’t  think  a  sensible  woman, 
if  she  were  ever  so  good  and  devoted,  would  encourage 
his  fretting  over  the  disappointment,  or  lead  him  to 
waste  his  time  when  so  much  depends  on  his  diligence. 
I  am  sure  the  focus  of  her  mind  must  be  distorted,  and 
she  is  twisting  his  the  same  way.” 

“And  her  brother  follows  suit  ?” 

“  I  think  they  go  in  parallel  grooves,  and  he  lets 
her  alone.  It  is  very  unlucky,  for  they  are  a  constant 
irritation  to  Bobus,  and  he  fancies  them  average 
specimens  of  good  people.  He  sneers,  and  I  can’t 
say  but  that  much  of  what  he  says  is  true,  but  there 
is  the  envenomed  drop  in  it  which  makes  his  good 
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sense  shocking  to  Armine,  and  I  fear  Babie  relishes  it 
moie  than  is  good  for  her.  So  they  make  one  another 
worse,  and  so  they  will  as  long  as  we  are  here  It 

feel  it  miStake  t0  Stay  °n’  and  y°ur  uncle  must 

pkcer’d  y°U  n0t  g°  t0  Dieppe'  °r  SOme  cheaP 


I  don  t  feel  justified  in  any  more  expense.  Here 
the  house  costs  nothing,  and  our  personal  expenditure 
does  not  go  beyond  our  proper  means;  but  to  pay 
lor  lodging  elsewhere  would  soon  bring  me  in  excess 
ot  it,  at  least  as  long  as  Allen  keeps  up  the  yacht. 
I  hen  poor  Janet  must  have  something,  and  I  don’t 
know  what  bills  may  be  in  store  for  me,  and  there’s 
your  outfit,  and  Bobus’s.” 

“Never  mind  mine.” 


My  deap  that  s  fine  talking,  but  you  can’t  go  like 

„  at  u  NaPler>  Wlth  one  shirt  and  a  bit  of  soap.” 

No,  but  I  shall  get  something  for  the  exchange 
Besides,  my  kit  was  costly  even  for  the  Guards,  and 
will  amply  cover  all  that.” 

“  And  you  have  sold  yo  up -horses  ?  ” 

“  And  have  been  living  on  them  ever  since  !  Come, 
won’t  that  encourage  you  to  make  a  little  jaunt  just 
to  break  the  spell  ?  ”  ’  J 

“  1  wish  Jt  could,  my  dear,  but  it  does  not  seem 
possible  while  those  bills  are  such  a  dreadful  un- 
cel  tainty.  I  never  know  what  Allen  may  have  been 
ordering.” 


“  Surely  the  Evelyns  would  be  glad  to  have  you.” 
No,  Jock,  that  can’t  be.  Promise  me  that  you 
will  do  nothing  to  lead  to  an  invitation.  You  are  to 
meet  some  of  them,  are  you  not  ?  ” 

Yes,  on  Thursday  week,  at  Roland  Hampton’s 
wedding.  Cecil  and  I  and  a  whole  lot  of  us  go  down 
in  the  morning  to  it,  and  Sydney  is  to  be  a  brides¬ 
maid.  What  are  you  going  to  do  now,  mother  ?” 

“  I  don’t  quite  know.  I  feel  regularly  foolish.  I 
shall  have  a  headache  if  I  don’t  keep  quiet,  but  I  can’t 
persuade  myself  to  stay  in  the  house  lest  that  man 
should  come  back.” 
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“  What  !  not  with  me  for  garrison  ? 

“  0  nonsense,  my  dear.  You  must  go  and  catch  up 
the  sportsmen.” 

“  Not  when  I  can  get  my  Mother  Carey  all  to 
myself.  You  go  and  lie  down  in  the  dressing-room, 
and  I’ll  come  as  soon  as  I'  have  taken  off  my  boots 
and  ordered  some  coffee  for  you.” 

He  returned  with  the  step  of  one  treading  on  eggs, 
expecting  to  find  her  half  asleep  ;  but  her  eyes  were 
glittering,  and  there  were  red  spots  on  her  cheeks,  for 
her  nerves  were  excited,  and  when  he  came  in  she 
began  to  talk.  She  told  him,  not  of  present  -troubles, 
but  of  the  letters  between  his  father  and  grandmother, 
which,  in  her  busy,  restless  life,  she  had  never  before 
looked  at,  but  which  had  come  before  her  in  her  pre¬ 
parations  for  vacating  Belforest.  Perhaps  it  was  only 
now  that  she  had  grown  into  appreciation  of  the 
relations  between  that  mother  and  son,  as  she  read 
the  letters,  preserved  on  each  side,  and  revealing  the 
full  beauty  and  greatness  of  her  husband’s  nature,  his 
perfect  confidence  in  his  mother,  and  a  guiding  in¬ 
fluence  from  her,  which  she  herself  had  never  thought 
of  exerting.  Does  not  many  an  old  correspondence 
thus  put  the  present  generation  to  shame  ? 

Jock  was  the  first  person  with  whom  she  had  shared 
these  letters,  and  it  was  good  to  watch  his  face  as  he 
read  the  words  of  the  father  whom  he  remembered 
chiefly  as  the  best  of  playfellows.  He  was  of  an  age 
and  in  a  mood  to  enter  into  them  with  all  his  heart, 
though  he  uttered  little  more  than  an  occasional 
question,  or  some  murmured  remark  when  anything 
struck  him.  Both  he  and  his  mother  were  so  occupied 
that  they  never  observed  that  the  sky  clouded  over 
and  rain  began  to  fall,  nor  did  they  think  of  any 
outer  object  till  Bobus  opened  the  door  in  search 
of  them. 

“  Halloo,  you  deserter  !  ” 

“  Hush  !  Mother  has  a  headache.” 

“  Not  now,  you  have  cured  it.” 

“  Well,  you’ve  missed  an  encounter  with  the  most 
impudent  rascal  I  ever  came  across.” 
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a  didn  t  meet  Hermann  ?” 

peiiaps  1  ha.ve  found  pis  match  ;  but  you 
tool  el  TT  SaiTd  he  heard  SU11S>  a»d  we  came 
shoulder  >’  111  W1S  Acre’  tWO  brace  on  his 

mcthen  VUltUre3  are  Sobering  to  the  prey,”  said  his 

said^oK^01  a«TiVed  a1t.lyin§'  sti11  to  be  devoured!” 

sent  Grimes  r  ^  hlm  the  benefit  of  a  doubt,  and 
card  G£v  t0,w/rn  hl™  off !  but  the  fellow  sent  his 
card— card  forsooth,  'Mr.  Gilbert  Gould,  RN  ’ 

mission!”f°rmatl0n  that  hG  had  MiS3  Menel]a’s  per- 
“  Not  credible,”  said  Jock. 

Hnr-nf1!’3'  Li?ettfS  ™ore  bkely,”  said  his  mother.  “I 
think  he  is  her  brother. 

I  sent  Grimes  back  to  tell  him  that  Miss  Menella 

and  If  ?UCu-J°We5  t0  -give  Ieave  as  my  old  pointer, 
c  d  if  he  did  not  retire  at  once,  we  should  gently 

i  amove  his  gun  and  send  out  a  summons.”  7 

hy  dld  you  not  do  so  at  once  ?  ”  cried  Jock. 

eCaKSC  1  have  br^mS  enou&b  not  to  comolicate 
matters  by  a  personal  row  with  the  Goulds”  said 

Dobus  “  though  I  could  wish  not  to  have  been  there, 
when  the  keepers  would  infallibly  have  done  so.  Shall 
1  to  George  Gould,  or  will  you,  mother  ?  ” 

.  °h  dear,  ’  sighed  Caroline,  “  I  think  Mr.  Wakefield 
is  the  fittest  person,  if  it  signifies  enough  to  have  it 
done  at  all. 

Signifies!’  cried  Jock.  “To  have  that  rascal 
lonfing  about  I  wouldn’t  be  trampled  upon  while 
the  life  is  in  me  ! 

“  I  don’t  like  worrying  Mr.  Gould.  It  is  not  his 
fault,  except  for  having  married  such  a  wife,  poor 

-r  HavinS been  married  by  her,  you  mean,”  said 
Bobus  Mark  me,  she  means  to  get  that  fellow 
mained  to  that  poor  child,  as  sure  as  fate.” 

“  Impossible,  Bobus  !  His  age  !” 

He  is  a  good  deal  younger  than  his  sister,  and  a 
prodigious  swell.” 
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“Besides,  he  is  her  uncle,”  said  Jock. 

“No,  no,  only  her  uncle’s  wife’s  brother. 

“  That’s  just  the  same.” 

“  I  wish  it  were  !”  But  Jock  would  not  be  satisfied 
without  getting  a  Prayer-book,  to  look  at  the  table  of 
depress. 

“  He  is  really  her  third  cousin,  i  believe,”  said  his 
mother,  “  and  I’m  afraid  that  is  not  prohibited.” 

“  Is  he  a  ship’s  steward  ?  ”  said  Jock,  looking  at  the 
card  with  infinite  disgust. 

“  A  paymaster’s  assistant,  I  believe.” 

“  That  would  be  too  much.  Besides,  there’s  the 

Scot!” 

“  I  don’t  think  much  of  that,  ’  said  Jock.  The 
mother  and  sister  are  keen  for  it,  but  Clanmacnalty 
is  in  no  haste  to  marry,  and  by  all  accounts  the 
Elf  carries  on  promiscuously  with  three  or  four 

at  once.”  „ 

“And  she  has  no  fine  instinct  for  a  gentleman, 
added  Bobus.  “  It  is  who  will  spread  the  butter 
thickest  !” 

“  A  bad  look  out  for  Belforest,”  said  Jock. 

“  It  can’t  be  much  worse  than  it  has  been  with  me,” 
said  his  mother. 

“That’s  what  that  little  ass,  Armine,  has  been 
presuming  to  din  into  your  ears,”  said  Bobus  ;  as  if 
the  old  women  didn’t  prefer  beef  and  blankets  to  your 
coming  poking  piety  at  the  poor  old  parties. 

“By  the  bye,”  cried  Caroline,  starting,  “those 
children  have  never  come  home,  and  see  how  it 
rains  !  ” 

Jock  volunteered  to  take  the  pony  carriage  and 
fetch  them,  but  he  had  not  long  emerged  from  the 
park  in  the  gathering  twilight  before  he  overtook  two 
figures  under  one  umbrella,  and  would  have  passed 
them  had  he  not  been  hailed. 

“You  demented  children  !  Jump  in  this  instant.” 

“Don’t  turn!”  called  Armine.  “We  must  take 
this,”  showing  a  parcel  which  he  had  been  sheltering 
more  carefully  than  himself  or  his  sister. 

“  It  is  cord  and  tassels  for  the  banner.  They  sent 
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wrong  ones,  said  Barbara,  “  and  we  had  to  go  and 
match  it.  They  would  not  let  me  go  alone.” 

“Get  in,  I  say,”  cried  Jock,  who  was  makin 
demonstr ations  with  the  “national  weapon”  much  a 
if  he  would  have  liked  to  lay  it  about  their  shoulders 

“Then  we  must  drive  on  to  the  Parsonage,”  stipulated 
Armine. 

“  Not  ^  bit  of  it,  you  drenched  and  foolish  morsel 
of  humanity.  You  are  going  straight  home  to  bed. 
Hand  us  the  parcel.  What  will  you  give  me  not 

to  tie  this  cord  round  the  Reverend  Petronella’s 
neck  ?” 

“  Thank  you,  Jock,  I'm  so  glad,”  said  Babie,  referring 
probably  to  the  earlier  part  of  his  speech.  “We 
would  have  come  home  for  the  pony  carriage,  but  we 
thought  it  would  be  out.” 

Take  caie  of  the  drip,  was  Armine’s  parting  cry, 
as  Babie  turned  the  pony’s  head,  and  Jock  strode 
down  the  lane.  He  meant  merely  to  have  given  in 
the  parcel,  at  the  door,  but  Miss  Parsons  darted  out, 
and  not  distinguishing  him  in  the  dark  began,  “  Thank 
you,  dear  Armine  ;  I’m  so  sorry,  but  it  is  in  the  good 
cause  and  you  won’t  regret  it.  Where’s  your  sister  ? 
Gone  home  ?  But  you’ll  come  and  have  a  cup  of  tea 
and  stay  to  evensong  ?” 

“My  brother  and  sister  are  gone  home,  thank  you,” 
said  Jock,  with  impressive  formality,  and  a  manly 
voice  that  made  her  start. 

“  Oh,  indeed.  Thank  you,  Mr.  Brownlow.  I  was 
so  sorry  to  let  them  go ;  but  it  had  not  begun  to  rain, 
and  it  is  such  a  joy  to  dear  Armine  to  be  employed 
in  the  service.” 

“Yes,  he  is  mad  enough  to  run  any  risk,”  said 
Jock. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Brownlow,  if  I  could  only  persuade  you 
to  enter  into  the  joy  of  self-devotion,  you  would  see 
that  I  could  not  forbid  him  !  Won’t  you  come  in  and 
have  a  cup  of  tea  ?” 

Thank  you,  no.  Good  night.”  And  Miss  Parsons 
was  left  rejoicing  at  having  said  a  few  words  of 


w  CfQ 


454  MAGNUM  BONUM  J 

reproof  to  that  cynical  Mr.  Robert  Brownlow,  while 
Jock  tramped  away,  grinning  a  sardonic  smile  at  the 
lady’s  notions  of  the  joys  of  self-sacrifice. 

He  came  home  only  just  in  time  for  dinner,  and 
found  Armine  enduring,  with  a  touching  resignation 
learnt  in  Miss  Parsons’s  school,  the  sarcasm  of  Bobus 
for  having  omitted  to  prepare  his  studies.  The  boy 
could  neither  eat  nor  entirely  conceal  the  chills  that 
were  running  over  him ;  and  though  he  tried  to 
silence  his  brother’s  objurgations  by  bringing  out  his 
books  afterwards,  his  cheeks  burnt,  he  emitted  little 
grunting  coughs,  and  at  last  his  head  went  down  on 
the  lexicon,  and  his  breath  came  quick  and  short. 

The  Harvest  Festival  day  was  perforce  kept  by  him 
in  bed,  blistered  and  watched  from  hour  to  hour  to 
arrest  the  autumn  cold,  which  was  the  one  thing 
dreaded  as  imperilling  him  in  the  English  winter 
which  he  must  face  for  the  first  time  for  four  years. 

And  Miss  Parsons,  when  impressively  told,  evidently 
thought  it  was  the  family  fashion  to  make  a  great 
fuss  about  him. 

Alas  !  why  are  people  so  one-sided  and  absorbed 
in  their  own  concerns  as  never  to  guess  what 
stumbling-blocks  they  raise  in  other  people’s  paths, 
nor  how  they  make  their  good  be  evil  spoken  of? 

Babie  confided  her  feelings  to  Jock  when  he 
escorted  her  to  Church  in  the  evening,  and  had 
detected  a  melancholy  sound  in  her  voice  which 
made  him  ask  if  she  thought  Armine’s  attack  of  the 
worst  sort. 

“  Not  particularly,  except  that  he  talks  so  beauti¬ 
fully.” 

Jock  gave  a  small  sympathetic  whistle  at  this  dread¬ 
ful  symptom,  and  wondered  to  hear  that  he  had  been 
able  to  talk. 

“  I  didn’t  mean  only  to-day,  but  this  is  only  what 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  to.  He  never  expects  to 
leave  Belforest,  and  he  thinks — oh,  Jock  ! — he  thinks 
it  is  meant  to  do  Bobus  good.” 

“  He  doesn’t  go  the  way  to  edify  Bobus.' 
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No,  but  don  t  you  see  ?  That  is  what  is  so 
dreadful.  He  only  just  reads  with  Bobus  because 
mother  ordered  him;  and  he  hates  it  because  he 
thinks  it  is  of  no  use,  for  he  will  never  be  well  enough 
to  go  to  college.  Why,  he  had  this  cold  coming 
yesterday,  and  I  believe  he  is  glad,  for  it  would 
be  like  a  book  for  him  to  be  very  bad  indeed,  bad 
enough  to  be  able  to  speak  out  to  Bobus  without  beingf 
laughed  at.” 

“Does  he  always  go  on  in  this  way  ?” 

“  Not  to  mother  ;  but  to  hear  him  and  Miss  Parsons 
is  enough  to  drive  one  wild.  They  went  on  such  a 
dreadful  way  yesterday  that  I  was  furious,  and  so 
glad  to  get  away  to  Kenminster ;  only  after  I  had 
set  off,  he  came  running  after  me,  and  I  knew  what 
that  w'ould  be.” 

“  What  does  she  do  ?  Does  she  blarney  him  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I  suppose  so.  She  means  it,  I  believe;  but 
she  does  flatter  him  so  that  it  would  make  me  sick,  if 
it  didn’t  make  me  so  wretched  !  You  see  he  likes  it, 
because  he  fancies  her  goodness  itself ;  and  so  I 
suppose  she  is,  only  there  is  such  a  lot  of  clerical 
shop  ” — then,  as  Jock  made  a  sound  as  if  he  did  not 
like  the  slang  in  her  mouth — “Ay,  it  sounds  like 
Bobus ;  but  if  this  goes  on  much  longer,  I  shall 
turn  to  Bobus’s  way.  He  has  all  the  sense  on  his 
side !” 

“No,  Babie,”  said  Jock  very  gravely.  “That’s  a 
much  worse  sort  of  folly  !” 

“And  he  will  be  gone  before  long,”  said  Barbara, 
much  struck  by  a  tone  entirely  unwonted  from 
her  brother.  “O  Jock,  I  thought  reverses  would 
be  rather  nice  and  help  one  to  be  heroic,  and  perhaps 
they  would,  if  they  would  only  come  faster,  and 
Armine  could  be  out  of  Miss  Parsons’s  way;  but 
I  don’t  believe  he  will  ever  be  better  while  he  is 
here.  I  think  ! — I  think  !  ”  and  she  began  to  sob, 

“  that  Miss  Parsons  will  really  be  the  death  of  him  if 
she  is  not  hindered  !  ” 

“  Can’t  he  go  on  board  the  Petrel  with  Allen  ?” 

“Mother  did  think  of  that,”  said  Babie,  “but  Allen 
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said  he  wasn’t  in  spirits  for  the  charge,  and  that  cabin 
No.  2  wasn’t  comfortable  enough.”  _ 

Jock  was  not  the  least  surprised  at  this  selfishness, 

but  he  said — 

“We  will  get  him  away  somehow,  Infanta,  never 
fear !  And  when  you  have  left  this  place,  you  11 
be  all  right.  You’ll  have  the  Friar,  and  he  is  a  host 

in  himself.”  ,  . 

“  Yes,”  said  Babie,  ruefully,  “but  he  is  not  a  brother 

after  all’.  Oh,  Jock  !  mother  says  it  is  very  wrong  in 
me,  but  I  can’t  help  it.” 

“  What  is  wrong,  little  one  ?  ” 

“To  feel  it  so  dreadful  that  you  and  Bobus  are 
going  !  I  know  it  is  honour  and  glory,  and  promotion, 
and &  chivalry,  and  Victoria  crosses,  and  all  that 
Sydney  and  I  used  to  care  for  ;  but,  oh  !  we  never 
thought  of  those  that  stayed  at  home.” 

“You  were  a  famous  Spartan  till  the  time  came,” 
said  Jock,  in  an  odd  husky  voice. 

“  I  wouldn’t  mind  so  much  but  for  mother,”  said 
poor  Barbara,  in  an  apologetic  tone  ;  “  nor  if  there 
were  any  stuff  in  Allen  ;  nor  if  dear  Annie  were  well 
and  like  himself ;  but,  oh  dear !  I  feel  as  if  all  the 
manhood  and  comfort  of  the  family  would  be  gone  to 
the  other  end  of  the  world.” 

“  What  did  you  say  about  mother  ?  ” 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  Jock,  I  didn’t  mean  to  worry 
you.  I  know  it  is  a  grand  thing  for  you.  But  mother 
was  so  merry  and  happy  when  we  thought  we  should 
all  be  snug  with  you  in  the  old  house,  and  she  made 
such  nice  plans.  But  now  she  is  so  fagged  and  worn, 
and  she  can’t  sleep.  She  began  to  read  as  soon  as  it 
was  light  all  those  long  summer  mornings  to  keep 
from  thinking ;  and  she  is  teasing  herself  over  her 
accounts.  There  were  shoals  of  great  horrid  bills  of 
things  Allen  ordered  coming  in  at  Midsummer,  just 
as  she  thought  she  saw  her  way  !  Do  you  know,  she 
thinks  she  may  have  to  let  our  own  house  and  go 
into  lodgings.” 

“  Is  that  you,  Barbara  ?  ”  said  a  voice  at  the  Parson¬ 
age  wicket.  “  How  is  our  dear  patient  ?  ” 
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“  Rather  better  to-night,  we  think.” 

“  Teh  him  I  hope  to  come  and  see  him  to-morrow. 
And  say  the  vases  are  come.  I  thought  your  mother 
would  wish  us  to  have  the  large  ones,  so  I  put  them 
in  the  Church.  They  are  3/.” 

Babie  thought  Jock’s  face  was  dazed  when  he  came 
among  the  lights  in  Church,  and  that  he  moved  and 
responded  like  an  automaton,  and  she  could  hardly 
get  a  word  out  of  him  all  the  way  home.  There,  they 
were  sent  for  to  Armine,  who  was  sufficiently  better 
to  want  to  hear  all  about  the  services,  the  procession, 
the  wheat-sheaf,  the  hymns,  and  the  sermons.  Jock 
stood  the  examination  well  till  it  came  to  evensong, 
when,  as  his  sister  had  conjectured,  he  knew  nothing, 
except  one  sentence,  which  he  said  had  come  over 
and  over  again  in  the  sermon,  and  he  wanted  to  know 
whence  it  came.  It  was,  “  Seekest  thou  great  things 
for  thyself.” 

Even  Armine  only  knew  that  it  was  in  a  note  in 
the  “  Christian  Year,”  and  Babie  looked  out  the  refer¬ 
ence,  and  found  that  it  was  Jeremiah’s  rebuke  to 
Baruch  for  self-seeking  amid  the  general  ruin. 

“  I  liked  Baruch,”  she  said.  “  I  am  sorry  he  was 
selfish.” 

“Noble  selfishness,  perhaps,”  said  Armine.  “He 
may  have  aimed  at  saving  his  country  and  coming 
out  a  glorious  hero,  like  Gideon  or  Jephthah.” 

“And  would  that  have  been  self-seeking  too,  as 
well  as  the  commoner  thing  ?  ”  said  Babie. 

“It  is  like  a  bit  of  New  Testament  in  the  midst  of 
the  Old,”  said  Armine.  “  They  that  are  great  are 
called  Benefactors — a  good  sort  of  greatness,  but  still 
not  the  true  Christian  greatness.” 

“  And  that  ?  ”  said  Babie. 

“  To  be  content  to  be  faithful  servant  as  well  as 
faithful  soldier,”  said  Armine,  thoughtfully.  “But 
what  had  it  to  do  with  the  harvest  ?  ” 

He  got  no  satisfaction,  Babie  could  remember 
nothing  but  Jock’s  face,  and  Jock  had  taken  the 
Bible,  and  was  looking  at  the  passages  referred  to 
He  sat  for  a  long  time  resting  his  head  on  his  hand, 
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and  when  at  last  he  was  roused  to  bid  Armine  good¬ 
night,  he  bent  over  him,  kissed  him,  and  said,  “  In 
spite  of  all,  jmu’re  the  wise  one  of  us,  Annie  boy. 
Thank  you.” 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE  COST. 

0  well  for  him  who  breaks  his  dream 
With  the  blow  that  ends  the  strife, 

And  waking  knows  the  peace  that  flows 
Around  the  noise  of  life. 

G.  Macdonald. 

“Jock  !  say  this  is  not  true  !  ” 

The  wedding  had  been  celebrated  with  all  the 
splendour  befitting  a  marriage  in  high  life.  Brides¬ 
maids  and  bridesmen  were  wandering  about  the 
gardens  waiting  for  the  summons  to  the  breakfast, 
when  one  of  the  former  thus  addressed  one  of  the 
latter,  who  was  standing,  gazing  without  much  specu¬ 
lation  in  his  eyes,  at  the  gold  fish  disporting  them¬ 
selves  round  a  fountain. 

“  Sydney  !  ”  he  exclaimed,  “  are  not  your  mother 
and  Fardham  here  ?  I  can’t  find  them.” 

“  Did  you  not  hear,  Duke  has  one  of  his  bad  colds, 
and  mamma  could  not  leave  him?  But,  Jock,  while 
we  have  time,  set  my  mind  at  rest.” 

“What  is  affecting  your  mind  ?”  said  Jock,  know¬ 
ing  only  too  well. 

“  What  Cecil  says,  that  you  mean  to  disappoint  all 
our  best  hopes.” 

“There’s  no  help  for  it,  Sydney,”  said  Jock,  too 
heavy-hearted  for  fencing. 

“No  help.  I  don’t  understand.  Why,  there’s 
going  to  be  war,  real  war,  out  there.” 

“  Frontier  tribes  !  ” 

“  What  of  that  ?  It  would  lead  to  something. 
Besides,  no  one  leaves  a  corps  on  active  service.” 

“  Is  mine  ?  ” 

“  It  is  all  the  same.  You  were  going  to  get  into 
one  that  is.” 
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“  Curious  reasoning-,  Sydney.  I  am  afraid  mv  duty 
lies  the  other  way.”  7 

“Duty  to  one’s  country  comes  first.  I  can’t 
believe  Mrs.  Brownlow  wants  to  hold  you  back  •  she 
- — a  soldier’s  daughter  !  ” 

“  It  is  no  doing  of  hers,”  said  Jock ;  “but  I  see  that 
1  must  not  put  myself  out  of  reach  of  her.” 

“When  she  has  all  the  others!  That  is  a  mere 
excuse !  If  you  were  an  only  son,  it  would  be  bad 
enough. 

Come  this  way,  and  I’ll  tell  you  what  convinced 

me. 

I  can  t  see  how  any  argument  can  prevail  on  you 
to  sw  erve  from  the  path  of  honour,  the  only  career 
any  one  can  care  about,”  cried  Sydney,  the  romance 
of  her  nature  on  fire. 

.  H-usk>  Sydney,  he  said,  partly  from  the  exquisite 
pain  she  inflicted,  partly  because  her  vehemence  was 
attracting  attention. 

“  No  wonder  you  say  Hush,”  said  the  maiden,  with 
what  she  meant  for  noble  severity.  “  No  wonder  you 
don’t  want  to  be  reminded  of  all  we  talked  of  and 
planned.  Does  not  it  break  Babie’s  heart  ?  ” 

“  She  does  not  know.” 

“  Then  it  is  not  too  late.” 

But  at  that  moment  the  bride’s  aunt,  who  felt  her¬ 
self  in  charge  of  Miss  Evelyn,  swooped  down  on 
them,  and  paired  her  off  with  an  equally  honourable 
best  man,  so  that  she  found  herself  seated  between 
two  comparative  strangers  ;  while  it  seemed  to  her 
that  Lucas  Brownlow  was  keeping  up  an  insane 
whirl  of  merriment  with  his  neighbours. 

Poor  child,  her  hero  was  fallen,  her  influence  had 
failed,  and  nothing  was  left  her  but  the  miserable 
shame  of  having  trusted  in  the  power  of  an  attraction 
which  she  now  felt  to  have  been  a  delusion.  Mean¬ 
while  the  aunt,  by  way  of  being  on  the  safe  side, 
effectually  prevented  Jock  from  speaking  to  her  again 
before  the  party  broke  up  ;  and  he  could  only  see 
that  she  was  hotly  angered,  and  not  that  she  was 
keenly  hurt 
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She  arrived  at  home  the  next  day  with  white 
cheeks  and  red  eyes,  and  most  indistinct  accounts  of 
the  wedding.  A  few  monosyllables  were  extracted 
with  difficulty,  among  them  a  “Yes”  when  Fordham 
asked  whether  she  had  seen  Lucas  Brownlow. 

“  Did  he  talk  of  his  plans  ?  ” 

“Not  much.” 

“  One  cannot  but  be  sorry,”  said  her  mother  ;  “  but, 
as  your  uncle  says,  his  motives  are  to  be  much 
respected.” 

“Mamma,”  cried  Sydney,  horrified,  “you  wouldn’t 
encourage  him  in  turning  back  from  the  defence  of 
his  country  in  time  of  war  ?  ” 

“  His  country  !  ”  ejaculated  Fordham.  “Up  among 
the  hill  tribes  !  ” 

“You  palliating  it  too,  Duke  !  Is  there  no  sense  of 
honour  or  glory  left  ?  What  are  you  laughing  at  ? 
I  don’t  think  it  a  laughing  matter,  nor  Cecil  either, 
that  he  should  have  been  led  to  turn  his  back  upon  all 
that  is  great  and  glorious  !  ” 

“  That’s  very  fine,”  said  Fordham,  who  was  in  a 
teasing  mood.  “  Had  you  not  better  put  it  into  the 
‘  Traveller’s  Joy  ?  ’  ” 

“  I  shall  never  touch  the  ‘  Traveller’s  Joy’  again  !  ” 
and  Sydney’s  high  horse  suddenly  breaking  down, 
she  flew  away  in  a  flood  of  tears. 

Her  mother  and  brother  looked  at  one  another 
rather  aghast,  and  Fordham  said — - 

“  Had  you  any  suspicion  of  this  f  ” 

“  Not  definitely.  Pray  don’t  say  a  word  that  can 
develop  it  now.” 

“  He  is  all  the  worthier.” 

“  Most  true  ;  but  we  do  not  know  that  there  is  any 
feeling  on  his  side,  and  if  there  were,  Sydney  is  much 
too  young  for  it  to  be  safe  to  interfere  with  con¬ 
ventionalities.  An  expressed  attachment  would  be 
very  bad  for  both  of  them  at  present.” 

“  Should  you  have  objected  if  he  had  still  been 
going  to  India  ?” 

“  I  would  have  prevented  an  engagement,  and 
should  have  regretted  her  knowing  anything  about  it. 
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Tlie  wear  of  such  waiting  might  be  too  great  a  strain 
on  her.” 

“Possibly,”  said  Fordham.  “And  should  you 
consider  this  other  profession  an  insuperable  ob¬ 
jection  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  not,  if  he  goes  on  as  I  think  he  will  ; 
but  such  success  cannot  come  to  him  for  many  years, 
and  a  good  deal  may  happen  in  that  time.” 

Poor  Lucas  !  He  would  have  been  much  cheered 
could  he  have  heard  the  above  conversation  instead 
of  Cecil’s  wrath,  which,  like  his  sister’s,  worked  a  good 
deal  like  madness  on  the  brain. 

Mr.  Evelyn  chose  to  resent  the  slight  to  his  family, 
and  the  ingratitude  to  his  uncle,  in  thus  running 
counter  to  their  wishes,  and  plunging  into  what  the 
young  aristocrat  termed  low  life.  He  did  not  spare 
the  warning  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  keep  up 
an  intimacy  with  one  who  chose  to  “  grub  his  nose  in 
hospitals  and  dissecting  rooms.” 

Naturally  Lucas  took  these ,as  the  sentiments  of 
the  whole  family,  and  found  that  he  was  sacrificing 
both  love  and  friendship.  Sir  James  Evelyn  indeed 
allowed  that  he  was  acting  rightly  according  to  his 
lights.  Sir  Philip  Cameron  told  him  that  his  duty  to 
a  widowed  mother  ought  to  come  first,  and  his  own 
Colonel,  a  good  and  wise  man,  commended  his 
decision,  and  said  lie  hoped  not  to  lose  sight  of  him. 
The  opinions  of  these  veterans,  though  intrinsically 
worth  more  than  those  of  the  two  young  Evelyns, 
were  by  no  means  an  equivalent  to  poor  Lucas. 
The  “  great  things  ”  he  had  resolved  not  to  seek,  in¬ 
volved  what  was  far  dearer.  It  was  more  than  he  had 
reckoned  on  when  he  made  his  resolution,  but  he  had 
committed  himself,  and  there  was  no  drawing  back. 
He  was  just  of  age,  and  had  acted  for  himself,  know¬ 
ing  that  his  mother  would  withhold  her  consent  if  she 
were  asked  for  it  ;  but  he  was  considering  how  to 
convey  the  tidings  to  her,  when  he  found  that  a  card 
had  been  left  for  him  by  the  Reverend  David  Ogilvie, 
with  a  pencilled  invitation  to  dine  with  him  that 
evening  at  an  hotel. 
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Mr.  Ogilvie,  after  several  years  of  good  service  as 
curate  at  a  district  Church  at  a  fashionable  south- 
coast  watering  place,  sometimes  known  as  the 
English  Sorrento,  had  been  presented  to  the  parent 
Church.  He  had  been  taking  his  summer  holiday, 
and  on  his  way  back  had  undertaken  to  relieve  a 
London  friend  of  his  Sunday  services.  His  sister’s 
letters  had  made  him  very  anxious  for  tidings  of  Mrs. 
Brownlow,  and  he  had  accordingly  gone  in  quest  of 
her  son. 

He  ordered  dinner  with  a  half  humorous  respect 
for  the  supposed  epicurism  of  a  young  Guardsman, 
backed  by  the  desire  to  be  doubly  correct  because  of  the 
fallen  fortunes  of  the  family,  and  he  awaited  with  some 
curiosity  the  pupil,  best  known  to  him  as  a  pickle. 

“  Mr.  Brownlow.” 

There  stood  a  young  man,  a  soldier  from  head 
to  foot,  slight,  active,  neatly  limbed,  and  of  middle 
height,  with  a  clear  brown  cheek,  dark  hair  and 
moustache,  and  the  well-remembered  frank  hazel 
eyes,  though  their  frolic  and  mischief  were  dimmed, 
and  they  had  grown  grave  and  steadfast,  and  together 
with  the  firm-set  lip  gave  the  impression  of  a  mind 
resolutely  bent  on  going  through  some  great  ordeal 
without  flinching  or  murmuring.  With  a  warm 
grasp  of  the  hand  Mr.  Ogilvie  said — 

“  Why,  Brownlow,  I  should  not  have  known  you.” 

“I  should  have  known  you,  sir,  anywhere,”  said 
Jock,  amazed  to  find  the  Ogre  of  old  times  no 
venerable  seignior,  but  a  man  scarce  yet  middle-aged. 

They  talked  of  Mr.  Ogilvie’s  late  tour,  in  scenes 
well  known  to  Jock,  and  thence  they  came  to  the 
whereabouts  of  all  the  family,  Armine’s  health  and 
Robert’s  appointment,  till  they  felt  intimate;  and 
the  unobtrusive  sympathy  of  the  old  friend  opened 
the  youth’s  heart,  and  he  made  much  plain  that  had 
been  only  half  understood  from  Mrs.  Morgan’s  letters. 
Of  his  eldest  brother  and  sister,  Jock  said  little;  but 
theie  was  no  need  to  explain  why  his  mother  was 
straitening  herself,  and  remaining  at  Belforest  when 
it  had  become,  so  irksome  to  her. 
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‘‘And  you  are  going  out  to  India?”  said  Mr, 
Ogilvie. 

“  That’s  not  coming  off,  sir.” 

“Indeed,  I  thought  you  were  to  have  a  staff 
appointment” 

It  would  not  pay,  sir  ;  and  that  is  a  consideration.” 

“  Then  have  you  anything  else  in  view  ?  ” 

“The  hospitals,”  said  Jock,  with  a  poor  effort  to 
seem  diverted  ;  “  the  other  form  of  slaughter.”  Then 
as  his  fiiend  looked  at  him  with  concerned  and 
staitled  eyes,  he  added,  “Unless  there  were  some 
extraordinary  chance  of  loot.  You  see  the  pagoda 
tree  is  shaken  bare,  and  I  could  do  no  more  than  keep 
myself  and  have  nothing  mr  my  mother,  and  I  am 
afraid  she  will  need  it.  It  is  a  chance  whether  Allen, 
at  his  age,  or  Armine,  with  his  health,  can  do  much’ 
and  some  one  must  stay  and  get  remunerative  work.” 

“  Is  not  the  training  costly  ?  ” 

“  Her  Majesty  owes  me  something.  Luckily  I  got 
my  commission  by  purchase  just  in  time,  and  I  shall 
receive  compensation  enough  to  carry  me  through  my 
studies.  We  shall  be  all  together  with  Friar  Brownlow, 
who  takes  the  same  line  in  the  old  house  in  Blooms¬ 
bury,  where  we  were  all  born.  That  she  really  does 
look  forward  to.” 

“  I  should  think  so,  with  you  to  look  after  her,  ; 
said  Mr.  Ogilvie  heartily. 

“  Only  she  can’t  get  into  it  till  Lady  Day.  And  I 
wanted  to  ask  you,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  do  you  know  any¬ 
thing  about  expenses  down  at  your  place  ?  What 
would  tolerable  lodgings  be  likely  to  come  to,  rent 
of  rooms,  I  mean,  for  my  mother  and  the  two  young 
ones.  Armie  has  not  wintered  in  England  since  that 
Swiss  adventure  of  ours,  and  I  suppose  S.  Cradocke’s 
would  be  as  good  a  place  for  him  as  any.” 

“I  had  a  proposition  to  make,  Brownlow.  My 
sister  and  I  invested  in  a  house  at  S.  Cradocke’s 
when  I  was  curate  there,  and  she  meant  to  retire 
to  me  when  she  had  finished  Barbara.  My  married 
curate  is  leaving  it  next  week,  when  I  go  home.  The 
single  ones  live  in  the  rectory  with  me,  and  I  think 
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of  making  it  a  convalescent  home  ;  but  this  can’t 
be  begun  for  some  months,  as  the  lady  who  is  to  be 
at  the  head  will  not  be  at  liberty.  Do  you  think 
your  mother  would  do  me  the  favour  to  occupy  it  ? 
It  is  furnished,  and  my  housekeeper  would  see  it 
made  comfortable  for  her.-  Do  you  think  you  could 
make  the  notion  acceptable  to  her  ?  ”  he  said,  colour¬ 
ing  like  a  lad,  and  stuttering  in  his  eagerness. 

“It  would  be  a  huge  relief,”  exclaimed  Jock. 
n  Thank  you,  Mr.  Ogilvie.  Belforest  has  come  to  be 
like  a  prison  to  her,  and  it  will  be  everything  to  have 
Armine  in  a  warm  place  among  reasonable  people.” 

“  Is  Kenminster  more  unreasonable  than  formerly  ?  ” 

“Not  Kenminster,  but  Woodside.  I  say,  Mr. 
Ogilvie,  you  haven’t  any  one  at  S.  Cradocke’s  who 
will  send  Armine  and  Babie  to  walk  three  miles  and 
back  in  the  rain  for  a  bit  of  crimson  cord  and  tassels  ?  ” 

“  I  trust  not,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie,  smiling.  “  That  is 
the  way  in  which  good  people  manage  to  do  so  much 
harm.” 

“I’m  glad  you  say  so,”  cried  Jock.  “  That  woman 
is  worse  for  him  than  six  months  of  east  wind.  I 
declare  I  had  a  hard  matter  to  get  myself  to  go  to 
Church  there  the  next  day.” 

“  Who  is  she  f  ” 

“  The  sister  of  the  Vicar  of  Woodside,  who  is  making 
him  the  edifying  martyr  of  a  goody  book.  Ah,  you 
know  her,  I  see,”  as  Mr.  Ogilvie  looked  amused. 

“  A  gushing  lady  of  a  certain  age  ?  Oh  yes,  she 
has  been  at  S.  Cradocke’s.” 

“  She  is  not  coming  again,  I  hope  !  ”  in  horror. 

“Not  likelyr.  They  were  there  for  a  few  months 
before  her  brother  had  the  living,  and  I  could  quite 
fancy  her  influence  bringing  on  a  morbid  state  of 
mind.  There  is  something  exaggerated  about  her.” 

“You’ve  hit  her  off  exactly!”  cried  Jock,  “and 
you’ll  unbewitch  our  poor  boy  before  she  has  quite 
done  for  him !  Can’t  you  come  down  with  me  on 
Saturday,  and  propose  the  plan  ?  ” 

“  Thank  you,  I  am  pledged  to  Sunday.” 

“  I  forgot.  But  come  on  Monday  then  ?  ” 
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“  1  had  better  go  and  prepare.  I  had  rather  you 
spoke  for  me.  Somehow,”  and  a  strange  dew  came 
in  David  Ogilvie’s  eyes,  “  I  could  not  bear  to  see  her 
there,  where  we  saw  her  installed  in  triumph,  now 
that  all  is  so  changed.  ” 

“  You  would  see  her  the  brightest  and  bravest  ol 
all.  Neither  she  nor  Babie  would  mind  the  loss  of 
fortune  a  bit  if  it  were  not,  as  Babie  says,  for  ‘  other 
things.  But  those  other  things  are  wearing  her  to  a 
mere  shadow.  No,  not  a  shadow — that  is  dark — but 
a  mere  sparkle !  But  to  escape  from  Belforest  will 
cure  a  great  deal.” 

So  Jock  went  away  with  the  load  on  his  heart 
somewhat  lightened.  He  could  not  get  home  on 
Saturday  till  very  late,  when  dinner  had  long  been 
over-_  Coming  softly  in,  through  the  dimly  lighted 
drawing-rooms,  over  the  deeply  piled  carpets,  he 
heard  Babie  s  voice  reading  aloud  in  the  innermost 
library,  and  paused  for  a  moment,  looking  through 
the  heavy  velvet  curtains  over  the  doorway  before 
withdrawing  one  and  entering.  His  mother’s  face 
was  in  full  light,  as  she  sat  helping  Armine  to  illumi¬ 
nate  texts.  She  did  .indeed  look  worn  and  thin,  and 
there  were  absolute  lines  on  it,  but  they  were  curves 
such  as  follow  smiles,  rather  than  furrows  of  care  ; 
feet  rather  of  larks  than  of  crows,  and  her  whole  air 
was  far  more  cheerful  and  animated  than  that  of  her 
youngest  son.  He  was  thin  and  wan,  his  white 
cheeks  contrasting  with  his  dark  hair  and  brown 
eyes,  which  looked  enormous  in  their  weary  pensive¬ 
ness,  as  he  lent  back  languidly,  holding  a  brush  across 
his  lips  in  a  long  pause,  while  she  was  doing  his  work. 
Barbara’s  bright  keen  little  features  were  something 
quite  different  as,  wholly  wrapped  up  in  her  book, 
she  read — 


“  Oh  !  then  Ladurlad  started, 

As  one  who,  in  his  grave, 

Has  heard  an  angel’s  call, 

Yea,  Mariately,  thou  must  deign  to  save, 
Yea,  goddess,  it  is  she, 

Kailyal - ” 
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“Are  you  learning  Japanese?”  asked  Jock,  ad¬ 
vancing,  so  that  Arnrine  started  like  Ladurlad 
himself. 

“Dear  old  Skipjack!  Skipped  here  again!”  and 
they  were  all  about  him.  “Have  you  had  any 
dinner  ?  ” 

“A  mouthful  at  the  station.  If  there  is  any  coffee 
and  a  bit  of  something  cold,  I’d  rather  eat  it  promis¬ 
cuously  here.  No  dining-room  spread,  pray.  It  is 
too  jolly  here,”  said  Jock,  dropping  into  an  armchair. 
“  Where’s  Bob  ?  ” 

“  Dining  at  the  school-house.” 

“And  what’s  that  Mariolatry  ?  ” 

“Mariately,”  said  Babie.  “  An  Indian  goddess.  It 
is  the  ‘  Curse  of  Ivehama,’  and  wonderfully  noble.” 

“  Moore  or  Browning  ?  ” 

“  For  shame,  Jock!”  cried  the  girl.  “I  thought 
you  did  know  more  than  examination  cram.” 

“  It  is  the  advantage  of  having  no  Mudie  boxes,” 
said  his  mother.  “We  are  taking  up  our  Southey.” 

“  And,  Armie,  how  are  you  ?  ” 

“  My  cough  is  better,  thank  you,”  was  the  languid 
answer.  “  Only  they  won’t  let  me  go  beyond  the 
terrace.” 

“For  don’t  I  know,”  said  his  mother,  “that  if  once 
I  let  you  out,  I  should  find  you  croaking  at  a  choir 
practice  at  Woodside  ?  ” 

Then,  after  ordering  a  refection  for  the  traveller, 
came  the  question  what  he  had  been  doing. 

“  Dining  with  Mr.  Ogilvie.  It  is  quite  a  new 
sensation  to  find  oneself  on  a  level  with  the  Ogre  of 
one’s  youth,  and  prove  him  a  human  mortal  after  all.” 

“That’s  a  sentiment  worthy  of  Joe,”  said  Babie. 
“  You  used  to  know  him  in  private  life.” 

“Always  with  a  smack  of  the  dominie.  More¬ 
over,  he  is  so  young.  I  thought  him  as  ancient  as 
Dr.  Lucas,  and,  behold,  he  is  a  brisk  youth,  without 
a  grey  hair.” 

“  He  always  was  young-looking,”  said  his  mother. 
“  I  am  glad  you  saw  him.  I  wish  he  were  not  so 
far  off.” 
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vacated  by  his  married  curate,  and  he  wants  you  to 

1,6  begi"S  3 

“  How  very  kind  J  ” 

consternation.116'"'  y°“  CtmIdnV  burst  out  A™,ine  " 

sa SoCl^.'  “•  lo“  t0  M”.  Rck?  • 

compllshed"  diS^ 'v  if  e^ed"  ytS  a“ 
do^bt^e  .onid  consent  to  /o^”  Tltts 

But,  mother,”  again  implored  Armine,  “you  said 
Evelyns !”  ',0t  ^  *°  g°  t0  Madeira.  with  the 

thunlSstS.^^  t0  Madeh'a?”  CXdaimed  Jock, 

“  Did  you  not  hear  it  from  Cecil  ?  ” 

He  has  been  away  on  leave  for  the  last  week 

this  is  a  sudden  resolution." 

a  ;  Y/S>  Fordham  goes  on  coughing,  and  Sydney  has 
he??  ”  C°  d'  CaUght  at  the  wedding.  Did  you  see 

“Oh  yes,  I  saw  her,”  he  mechanically  answered 
while  his  mother  continued—  J  ’ 

iP?<ArrS'-  Evelyn.has  been  pressing  me  most  kindly  to 
let  Armine  go  with  them  ;  but  as  Dr.  Leslie  assures 

irhimself— and  hG  SeCmS  S°  much  averse  S 

“  You  know,  mother,  how  I  wish  to  hold  mv  nonr 
“WhCt£d  W,00d1s!de1  t0  the  last>”  cried  Annine 
dZrtingTj"  ^  t0  b£  madG  the  excuse  for 

“  Tf  Yc0ll  arJ  the  °nly  reason,”  said  his  mother 
It  is  hard  to  keep  Esther  in  banishment  all  this 
time  and  I  am  m  constant  fear  of  a  row  about  the 
shooting  with  that  Gilbert  Gould." 
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“  Has  he  been  at  it  again  ! exclaimed  Jock,  fiercely. 
“You  are  as  bad  as  Rob,”  she  said.  “I  fully 
expect  a  disturbance  between  them,  and  I  haa  rather 
be  no  party  to  it.  Oh,  I  shall  be  very  thankful  to  get 
away.  I  feel  like  a  prisoner  on  parole.” 

“And  I  feel,”  said  Armine,  “as  if  all  we  could  do 
here  was  too  little  to  expiate  past  carelessness.” 

“Mind,  you  are  talking  of  mother!”  said  Jock, 
firing  up. 

“  I  thought  she  felt  with  me,”  said  Armine,  meekly. 

“  So  I  do,  my  dear  ;  I  ought  to  have  done  much 
better  for  the  place,  but  our  staying  on  now  does  no 
good,  and  only  leads  to  perplexity  and  distress.” 

“And  when  can  you  come,  mother?”  said  Jock. 

“  The  house  is  at  your  service  instanter" 

“  I  should  like  to  go  to-night,  without  telling  any 
one  or  wishing  any  one  good-bye.  No,  you  need  not 
be  afraid,  Armie.  The  time  must  depend  on  your 
brother’s  plans.  S.  Craaocke’s  is  too  far  off  for  much 
running  backwards  and  forwards.  Have  you  any 
notion  when  you  may  have  to  leave  us,  Jock?  You 
don’t  go  with  Sir  Philip  ?  ” 

“No,  certainly  not,”  said  Jock.  Then,  with  a  little 
hesitation,  “  In  fact,  that’s  all  up.” 

“  He  has  not  thrown  you  over  ?  ”  said  his  mother  ; 
“  or  is  there  any  difficulty  about  your  exchange  ?  ” 
Here  Babie  broke  in,  “  Oh,  that’s  it !  That’s  what 
Sydney  meant !  Oh,  Jock  !  you  don’t  mean  that  you 
let  it  prey  upon  you — the  nonsense  I  talked  ?  Oh,  I 
will  never,  never  say  anything  again  !  ” 

“What  did  she  say  ?  ”  demanded  Jock. 

“  Sydney  ?  Oh,  that  it  would  break  her  heart  and 
Cecil’s  if  you  persisted,  and  that  she  could  not  prevent 
you,  and  it  was  my  duty.  Mother,  that  was  the 
letter  I  didn’t  show  you.  I  could  not  understand  it, 
and  I  thought  you  had  enough  to  worry  you.” 

“  But  what  does  it  all  mean  ?  ”  asked  their  mother. 
“  What  have  you  been  doing  to  the  Evelyns  ?  ” 

“  Mother,  I  have  gone  back  to  our  old  programme,” 
said  Jock.  “  I  have  sent  in  my  papers  ;  I  said  nothing 
to  you,  for  I  thought  you  would  only  vex  yourself.” 
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“Oh,  Jock!”  she  said,  overpowered;  “I  should 
never  have  let  you  !  ” 

.  “No,  mother,  dear,  I  knew  that,  so  I  didn’t  ask 
you.” 

“'You  undutiful  person!”  but  she  held  out  her 
arm,  and  as  he  came  to  her,  she  leant  her  head  against 
him,  sobbing  a  little  sob  of  infinite  relief,  as  though 
fortitude  found  it  much  pleasanter  to  have  a  living 
column. 

“You’ve  done  it  ?”  said  Armine. 

“You  will  see  it  gazetted  in  a  day  or  two.” 

“  Then  it  is  all  over,”  cried  Babie,  again  in  tears  ; 
“  all  our  dreams  of  honour,  and  knighthood,  and 
wounds,  and  glorious  things  !  ” 

“You  can  always  have  the  satisfaction  of  believing 
I  should  have  got  them,”  said  jock,  but  there  was  a 
quiver  in  his  voice,  and  a  thrill  through  his  whole 
frame  that  showed  his  mother  that  it  was  very  sore 
with  him,  and  she  hastened  to  let  him  subside  into  a 
chair  while  she  asked  if  it  was  far  to  the  end  of  the 
canto,  and  as  Babie  was  past  reading,  she  took  the 
book  and  finished  it  herself.  Nobody  had  much 
notion  of  the  sense,  but  the  cadence  was  soothing, 
and  all  were  composed  by  the  time  the  prayer-bell 
rang. 

“  Come  to  my  dressing-room  presently,”  she  said  to 
Lucas,  as  he  lighted  her  candle  for  her. 

Just  as  she  had  gone  up  stairs,  the  front  door 
opened  to  admit  Bobus. 

“  Oh,  you  are  here !  ”  was  his  salutation.  “  So  you 
have  done  for  yourself  ?  ” 

“  How  do  you  know  ?  ” 

“Your  colonel  wrote  to  my  uncle.  He  was  at  the 
dinner,  and  made  me  come  back  with  him  to  ask  if  I 
knew  about  it.” 

“  How  does  he  take  it  ?  ” 

“  He  will  probably  fall  on  you,  as  he  did  on  me  to¬ 
night,  calling  it  all  my  fault.” 

“  As  how  ?  ” 

“  For  looking  out  for  myself.  For  my  part,  I  had 
thought  it  praiseworthy,  but  he  says  none  of  the  rest 
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of  us  care  a  rush  for  my  mother,  and  so  the  only  one 
of  us  good  for  anything  has  to  be  the  victim.  But 
don’t  plume  yourself.  You’ll  be  the  scum  of  the 
earth  when  he  has  you  before  him.  Poor  old  boy,  it 
is  a  sore  business  to  him,  and  it  doesn’t  improve  his 
temper.  I  believe  this  place  is  a  greater  loss  to  him 
than  to  my  mother.  What  are  your  plans  ?  ” 

“  Rotifer,  as  before.” 

“  Chacun  a  son  gout"  said  Bobus,  shrugging  his 
shoulders. 

“  I  should  have  thought  you  would  respect  curing 
more  than  killing.” 

“  If  there  were  not  a  whole  bag  of  stones  about 
your  neck.” 

“Magnets,”  said  Jock. 

“  That’s  just  it.  All  the  heavier.” 

The  brothers  went  upstairs  together,  and  Jock  was 
kept  waiting  a  little  while  in  the  dressing-room,  till 
his  mother  came  out,  shutting  the  door  on  Barbara. 

“  The  poor  Infanta  !  ”  she  said.  “She  is  breaking 
her  foolish  little  heart  over  something  she  said  to  you. 

‘  As  bad  as  the  woman  in  the  “  Black  Brunswicker,”  ’ 
she  says,  only  she  didn’t  mean  it.  Was  it  so,  Jock  ?  ” 

“  I  had  pretty  well  made  up  my  mind  before. 
Mother,  are  you  vexed  that  I  did  not  tell  you  ?  ” 

“You  spared  me  much.  Your  uncle  would  never 
have  consented.  But  oh,  Jock!  I’m  not  a  Spartan 
mother.  My  heart  zvill  bound.” 

“My  colonel  said  it  was  right,”  said  Jock;  “so 
did  Cameron,  and  even  Sir  James,  though  he  did  not 
like  it.” 

“  With  such  an  array  of  old  soldiers  on  our  side  we 
may  let  the  young  ladies  rage,”  said  his  mother,  but 
she  checked  her  mirth  on  seeing  how  far  from  a  joke 
their  indignation  was  to  her  son. 

He  turned  and  looked  into  the  fire  as  he  said — ■ 

“  When  did  Sydney  write  that  letter,  mother  ?  ” 

“  Before  meeting  you  at  the  wedding.  She  has  not 
written  since.” 

“  I  thought  not,”  muttered  Jock,  his  brow  against 
the  mantel-piece. 
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“No,  but  Mrs.  Evelyn  has  written  such  a  nice 
letter,  just  like  herself,  though  I  did  not  understand 
it  then.  I  think  she  was  doubtful  how  much  I  knew, 
for  she  only  said  how  thankworthy  it  must  be  to 
have  such  a  self-sacrificing  spirit  among  my  sons, 
moral  courage,  in  fact,  of  the  highest  kind,  and  how 
those  who  were  lavish  of  strong  words  in  their  first 
disappointment  would  be  wiser  by-and-by.  I  was 
puzzled  then.  But  oh,  my  dear,  this  must  have  been 
very  grievous  to  you  !  ” 

“  I  couldn’t  go  back,  but  I  did  not  know  how  it 
would  be,”  said  Jock,  in  a  choked  voice,  collapsing  at 
last,  and  hiding  his  face  on  his  mother’s  lap. 

“  My  Jock,  I  am  so  sorry  !  I  wish  it  were  not  too 
late.  I  could  not  have  let  you  give  up  so  much,”  and 
she  fondled  his  head.  “  I  did  not  think  I  had  been 
so  weak  as  to  let  you  see.” 

“  No,  mother.  It  was  not  that  you  were  so  weak, 
but  that  you  were  so  brave.  Besides,  I  ought  to  take 
the  brunt  of  it.  I  ruined  you  all  by  being  the  prime 
mover  with  that  assification,  and  I  was  the  cause  of 
Armie’s  illness  too.  I  ought  to  take  my  share.  If 
ever  I  can  be  any  good  to  any  one  again,”  he  added, 
in  a  dejected  tone. 

“  Good  ! — unspeakably  good  !  This  is  my  first 
bright  spot  of  light  through  the  wood.  If  it  were 
but  bright  to  you  !  I  am  afraid  they  have  been  very 
unkind.” 

“Not  unkind.  She  couldn’t  be  that,  but  I’ve 
shocked  and  disappointed  her,”  and  his  head  dropped 
again. 

“What,  in  not  being  a  hero  ?  My  dear,  you  are  a 
true  hero  in  the  eyes  of  us  old  mothers  ;  but  I  am 
afraid  that  is  poor  comfort.  My  Jock,  does  it  go 
so  deep  as  that  ?  Giving  up  all  that  for  me !  O 
my  boy  !  ” 

“It  is  nonsense  to  talk  of  giving  up,”  said  Jock, 
rousing  himself  to  a  common-sense  view.  “What 
chance  had  I  of  her  if  I  had  gone  to  India  ten  times 
over?”  but  the  wave  of  grief  broke  over  him  again. 
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“  She  would  have  believed  in  me,  and,  may  be,  have 
waited.” 

“  She  will  believe  in  you  again.” 

“No,  I’m  below  her.” 

“  My  poor  boy,  I  didn’t  know  it  had  come  to  this. 
Do  you  mean  that  anything  had  ever  passed  between 
you  ?  ” 

“No,  but  it  was  all  the  same.  Even  Evelyn 
implied  it,  when  he  said  they  must  give  me  up,  if  we 
took  such  different  lines.” 

“Cecil  too!  Foolish  fellow!  Jock,  don’t  care 
about  such  absurdity.  They  are  not  worth  it.” 

“  They’ve  been  the  best  of  my  life,”  said  poor  Jock, 
but  he  stood  up,  shook  himself,  and  said,  “  A  nice  way 
this  of  helping  you  !  I  didn’t  think  I  was  such  a  fool. 
But  it  is  over  now.  I’ll  buckle  to,  and  do  my  best.” 

“  My  brave  boy !  ”  and  as  the  thought  of  the 
Magnum  Bonum  darted  into  her  mind,  she  said, 
“You  may  have  greater  achievements  than  are 
marked  by  Victoria  Crosses,  and  Sydney  herself  may 
own  it.” 

And  Jock  went  to  bed,  cheered  in  spite  of  himself 
by  his  mother’s  pleasure,  and  by  Mrs.  Evelyn’s 
letter,  which  she  allowed  him  to  take  away  with  him. 

Colonel  Brownlow  was  not  so  much  distressed  by 
Lucas’s  retirement  as  had  been  apprehended.  He 
knew  the  life  of  a  soldier  with  small  means  too  well 
to  recommend  it.  The  staff  appointment,  he  said, 
might  mean  anything  or  nothing,  and  could  only  last 
a  short  time  unless  Lucas  had  extraordinary  oppor¬ 
tunities.  It  might  be  as  well,  he  was  very  like  his 
grandfather,  poor  John  Allen,  and  might  have  had  his 
history  over  again. 

The  likeness  was  a  new  idea  to  Caroline  and  a 
great  pleasure  tO'  her.  Indeed,  she  seemed  to  Armine 
unfeelingly  joyous,  as  she  accepted  Mr.  Ogilvie’s 
invitation,  and  hurried  her  preparations.  There  was 
a  bare  possibility  of  a  return  in  the  spring,  which 
prevented  final  farewells,  and  softened  partings  a 
little.  The  person  who  showed  most  grief  of  all  was 
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Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow,  who,  glad  as  she  must  have 
been  to  be  free  of  Bobus  and  able  to  recall  her 
daughter,  wept  over  her  sister-in-law  as  if  she  had 
been  going  into  the  workhouse,  with  tears  partly 
penitent  for  the  involuntary  ingratitude  with  which 
past  kindness  had  been  received.  She  was,  as  Babie 
said,  much  more  sorry  for  Mother  Carey  than  Mother 
Carey  for  herself. 

Yet  the  relief  was  all  the  greater  that  it  was  plain 
that  Esther  was  not  happy  in  her  banishment  ;  and 
that  General  Hood  thought  her  visit  had  lasted  long 
enough,  while  the  matter  was  complicated  at  home  by 
her  sister  Eleanor’s  undisguised  sympathy  with  her 
cousin  Bobus,  for  whom  she  would  have  sent 
messages  if  her  mother  had  not,  with  some  difficulty, 
exacted  a  promise  never  to  allude  to  him  in  her 
letters. 

CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

BITTER  FAREWELLS. 

But  he  who  lets  his  feelings  run 
In  soft  luxurious  flow 
Shrinks  when  hard  service  must  be  done 
And  faints  at  every  woe. 

y .  II  Newman, 

WELCOME  shone  in  Mr.  Ogilvie’s  face  in  the  gas¬ 
light  on  the  platform  as  the  train  drew  up,  and  the 
Popinjay  in  her  cage  was  handed  out,  uttering,  “  Hie, 
hcec ,  hoc.  We’re  all  Mother  Carey’s  chicks.” 

Therewith  the  mother  and  the  two  youngest  of  her 
chicks  were  handed  to  their  fly,  and  driven,  through 
raindrops  and  splashes  flashing  in  the  gas,  to  a  door 
where  the  faithful  Emma  awaited  them,  and  con¬ 
veyed  them  to  a  room  so  bright  and  comfortable  that 
Babie  piteously  exclaimed — - 

“  Oh,  Emma,  you  have  left  me  nothing  to  do  !  ” 
Presently  came  Mr.  Ogilvie  to  make  sure  that  the 
darty  needed  nothing.  He  was  like  a  child  hovering 
near,  and  constantly  looking  to  assure  himself  of  the 
reality  of  some  precious  acquisition. 
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Later  in  the  evening,  on  his  way  from  the  night 
school,  he  was  at  the  door  again  to  leave  a  parish 
magazine  with  a  list  of  services  that  ought  to  have 
rejoiced  Armine’s  heart,  if  he  had  felt  capable  of 
enjoying  anything  at  S.  Cradocke’s,  and  at  which 
Babie  looked  with  some'  dismay,  as  if  fearing  that 
they  would  all  be  inflicted  on  her.  He  was  in  a 
placid,  martyr-like  state.  He  had  made  up  his  mind 
that  the  air  was  of  the  relaxing  sort  that  disagreed 
with  him,  and  no  doubt  would  be  fatal,  though  as  he 
coughed  rather  less  than  more,  he  could  hardly  hope 
to  edify  Bobus  by  his  death-bed,  unless  he  could 
expedite  matters  by  breaking  a  blood-vessel  in  saving 
some  one’s  life.  On  the  whole,  however,  it  was 
pleasanter  to  pity  himself  for  vague  possibilities  than 
to  apprehend  the  crisis  as  immediate.  It  was  true 
that  he  was  very  forlorn.  He  missed  the  admiring 
petting  by  which  Miss  Parsons  had  fostered  his 
morbid  state  ;  he  missed  the  occupations  she  had 
given  him,  and  he  missed  the  luxurious  habits  of 
wealth  far  more  than  he  knew.  After  his  winters 
under  genial  skies,  close  to  blue  Mediterranean 
waves,  English  weather  was  trying  ;  and,  in  contrast 
with  southern  scenery,  people,  and  art,  everything 
seemed  ugly,  homely,  and  vulgar  in  his  eyes. 
Gorgeous  Cathedrals  with  their  High  Masses  and 
sweet  Benedictions,  their  bannered  processions  and 
kneeling  peasantry,  rose  in  his  memory  as  he  beheld 
the  half  restored  Church,  the  stiff,  open  seats,  and  the 
Philistine  precision  of  the  S.  Cradocke’s  Old  Church 
congregation  ;  and  Anglicanism  shared  his  distaste, 
in  spite  of  the  fascinations  of  the  district  Church. 

He  was  languid  and  inert,  partly  from  being- 
confined  to  the  house  on  days  of  doubtful  character. 
He  would  not  prepare  any  work  for  Bobus,  who,  with 
Jock,  was  to  follow  in  ten  days,  he  would  not  second 
Babie’s  wish  to  get  up  a  S.  Cradocke’s  number  of  the 
*  Traveller’s  Joy,’  to  challenge  a  Madeira  one  ;  he  did 
little  but  turn  over  a  few  books,  say  there  was  no¬ 
thing  to  read,  and  exchange  long  letters  with  Miss 
Parsons, 


475 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD. 

Atmine,”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie,  “  I  never  let  my 
friends  come  into  my  parish  without  getting  work  out 
of  them.  I  have  a  request  to  make  you.” 

“  I’m  afraid  I  am  not  equal  to  much,”  said  Armine 
not  graciously. 

“  This  is  not  much.  We  have  a  lame  boy  here  for 
the  winter,  son  to  a  cabinet  maker  in  London.  His 
mind  is  set  on  being  a  pupil-teacher,  and  he  is  a 
clever,  bright  fellow,  but  his  chance  depends  on  his 
keeping  up  his  work.  I  have  been  looking  over  his 
Latin  and  French,  but  I  have  not  time  to  do  so 
properly,  and  it  would  be  a  great  kindness  if  you 
would  undertake  it,” 

Can  t  he  go  to  school  ?  ”  said  Armine,  not 
graciously. 

“  It  is  much  too  far  off.  Now  he  is  only  round  the 
corner  here.” 

“  My  going  out  is  so  irregular,”  said  Armine,  not 
by  any  means  as  he  would  have  accepted  a  behest  of 
Petronella’s. 

“  He  could  often  come  here.  Or  perhaps  the 
Infanta  would  fetch  and  carry.  He  is  with  an  uncle, 
a  fisherman,  and  the  wife  keeps  a  little  shop.  Stagg 
is  the  name.  They  are  very  respectable  people,  but^of 
a  lower  stamp  than  this  lad,  and  he  is  rather  lost  for 
want  of  companionship.  The  London  doctors  say 
his  recovery  depends  on  sea  air  for  the  winter,  so  here 
he  is,  and  whatever  you  can  do  for  him  will  be  a  real 
good  work.” 

“  What  is  the  name  ?  ”  asked  Mrs.  Brownlow. 

“Stagg.  It  is  over  a  little  grocery  shop.  You 
must  ask  for  Percy  Stagg.” 

Perhaps  Armine  suspected  the  motive  to  be  his 
own  good,  for  he  took  a  dislike  to  the  idea  at  once. 

“  Percy  Stagg !  ”  he  began,  as  soon  as  Mr.  Ogilvie 
was  gone.  “What  a  detestable  conjunction,  just 
showing  what  the  fellow  must  be.  And  to  have  him 
on  my  hands.” 

“  I  thought  you  liked  teaching  ?  ”  said  his  mother. 
“As  if  this  would  be  like  a  Woodside  boy  !  ” 

“Yes,”  said  Babie  ;  I  don’t  suppose  he  will  carry 
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onions  and  lolipops  in  his  pockets,  nor  put  cock¬ 
chafers  down  on  one’s  book.” 

“Babie,  that  was  only  Ted  Stokes  !  ” 

“  And  I  should  think  he  might  have  rather  cleaner 
hands,  and  not  leave  their  traces  on  every  book.” 

“He’ll  do  worse!”  sa-id  Armine.  “He  will  be 
vulgarly  stuck  up,  and  excruciate  me  with  every 
French  word  he  attempts  to  pronounce.” 

“  But  you’ll  do  it,  Armie  ?  ”  said  his  mother. 

“  Oh,  yes,  I  will  try  if  it  be  possible  to  make  any¬ 
thing  of  him,  when  I  am  up  to  it.” 

Armine  was  not  “up  to  it  ”  the  next  day,  nor  the 
next.  The  third  was  very  fine,  and  with  great 
resignation,  he  sauntered  down  to  Mrs.  Stagg’s. 

Percy  turned  out  to  be  a  quiet,  gentle,  pale  lad  of 
fourteen,  without  cockney  vivacity,  and  so  shy  that 
Armine  grew  shyer,  did  little  but  mark  the  errors  in 
his  French  exercise,  hear  a  bit  of  reading,  and 
retreat,  bemoaning  the  hopeless  stupidity  of  his  pupil. 

A  few  days  later  Mr.  Ogilvie  asked  the  lame  boy 
how  he  was  getting  on. 

“  Oh,  sir,”  brightening,  “  the  lady  is  so  kind.  She 
does  make  it  so  plain  in  me.” 

“  The  lady  ?  Not  the  young  gentleman  ?  ” 

“  The  young  gentleman  has  been  here  once,  sir.” 

“And  his  sister  comes  when  he  is  not  well  ?” 

“  No,  sir,  it  is  his  mother,  I  think.  A  lady  with 
white  hair— the  nicest  lady  I  ever  saw.” 

“  And  she  teaches  you  ?  ” 

“  Oh  yes,  sir  !  ”  I  am  preparing  a  fable  in  the  Latin 
Delectus  for  her,  and  she  gave  me  this  French  book. 
She  does  tell  me  such  interring  facts  about  words, 
and  about  what  she  has  seen  abroad,  sir !  And  she 
brought  me  this  cushion  for  my  knee.” 

“  Percy  thinks  there  never  was  such  a  lady,” 
chimed  in  his  aunt.  “  She  is  very  good  to  him,  and 
he  is  ever  so  much  better  in  his  spirits  and  his 
appetite  since  she  has  been  coming  to  him.  The 
young  gentleman  was  haughty  like,  and  couldn’t 
make  nothing  of  him  ;  but  the  lady — she’s  so  affable  ! 
She  is  one  of  a  thousand  !  ” 
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“I  did  not  mean  to  impose  a  task  on  you,”  said 
Mr.  Ogilvie,  next  time  he  could  speak  to  Mrs. 
Brownlow. 

“  Oh  !  I  am  only  acting  stop-gap  till  Armine 
rallies  and  takes  to  it,”  she  said.  “The  boy  is 
delightful.  It  is  very  amusing  to  teach  French 
to  a  mind  of  that  age  so  thoroughly  drilled  in 
grammar.” 

A  capital  thing  for  Percy,  but  I  thought  at  least 
you  would  have  deputed  the  Infanta.” 

The  Infanta  was  a  little  overdone  with  the  style 
of  thing  at  Woodside.  She  and  Sydney  Evelyn  had 
a  romance  about  good  works,  of  which  Miss  Parsons 
completely  disenchanted  her— rather  too  much  so  I 
fear.”  ■  ’ 

‘‘Let  her  alone;  she  will  recover,”  said  Mr. 
Ogilvie,  “if  only  by  seeing  you  do  what  I  never 
intended.” 

“  I  like  it,  teacher  as  I  am  by  trade.” 

So  each  day  Armine  imagined  himself  bound  to 
the  infliction  of  Percy  Stagg,  and  compelled  by  head¬ 
ache,  cough,  or  weather,  to  let  his  mother  be  his 
substitute. 

“  She  is  keeping  him  going  on  days  when  I  am  not 
equal  to  it,”  he  said  to  Mr.  Ogilvie. 

“  Having  thus  given  you  one  of  my  tasks,”  said 
that  gentleman,  “  let  me  ask  whether  I  can  help  you 
in  any  of  your  studies  ?” 

“  I  have  been  reading  with  Bobus,  thank  you.” 

“  And  now  ?  ” 

“  I  have  not  begun  again,  though,  if  my  mother 
desires  it,  I  shall.” 

“  So  I  should  suppose  ;  but  I  am  sorry  you  do  not 
take  more  interest  in  the  matter.” 

“  Even  if  I  live,”  said  Armine,  “  the  hopes  with 
which  I  once  studied  are  over.” 

“  What  hopes  ?  ” 

The  boy  was  drawn  on  by  his  sympathy  to  explain 
his  plans  for  the  perfection  of  church  and  charities  at 
Woodside,  where  he  would  have  worked  as  curate, 
and  lavished  all  that  wealth  could  supply  in  all  in- 
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stitutions  for  its  good  and  that  of  Kenminster.  It 
was  the  vanished  castle  over  which  he  and  Miss 
Parsons  had  spent  so  many  moans,  and  yet  at  the 
end  of  it  all,  Armine  saw  a  sort  of  incredulous  smile 
on  his  friend's  face. 

“  I  don’t  think  it  was  impossible  or  unreasonable,” 
he  said.  “  I  could  have  been  ordained  as  curate 
there,  and  my  mother  would  have  gladly  given  land, 
and  means,  and  all.” 

“  I  was  not  thinking  of  that,  my  boy.  What  struck 
me  was  how  people  put  their  trust  in  riches  without 
knowing:  it.” 

“Indeed  I  should  have  given  up  all  wealth  and 
luxury.  I  am  not  regretting  that !  ”  exclaimed 
Armine,  in  unconscious  blindness. 

“  I  did  not  say  you  were.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  said  Armine,  thinking  he  had 
not  caught  the  words. 

“  I  said  people  did  not  know  how  they  put  their 
trust  in  riches.” 

“  I  never  thought  I  did.” 

“  Only  that  you  think  nothing  can  be  done  without 
them.” 

“  I  don’t  see  how  it  can.” 

Don  t  you?  Well,  the  longer  I  live  the  more 
cause  I  see  to  dread  and  distrust  what  is  done  easily 
by  force  of  wealth.  Of  course  when  the  money  is 
there,  and  is  given  along  with  one’s  self  (as  I  know 
you  intended),  it  is  providential,  but  I  verily  believe  it 
intensifies  difficulties  and  temptations.  Poverty  is 
almost  as  beneficial  a  sieve  of  motives  and  stimulus 
to  energy  as  persecution  itself.” 

“  There  are  so  many  things  one  can’t  do.” 

Pei  haps  the  fit  time  is  not  come  for  their  beino- 
done.  Or  you  want  more  training  for  doing  them! 
Remember  that  to  bring  one’s  good  desires  to  good 
effect,  theie  is  a  how  to  be  taken  into  account.  1 
know  of  a  place  where  the  mere  knowledge  that 
theie  are  unlimited  means  to  bestow  seems  to 
pioduce  ingi atitude  and  captiousness  for  whatever  is 
done.  On  the  other  hand,  I  have  seen  a  far  smaller 
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“I  suppose  one  does  not  know  till  one  has  tried,” 
,I<?TAr™me>  “but  I  should  mind  nothing  from  Mr. 


“By  endeavouring  to  do  your  best  for  God  with 
what  is  left  you  ? 


murmuring  resignation,  but  he  added  only,  “  Which 
would  be  much  assisted  by  a  little  exertion  ” 

“I  did  exert  myself  at  home,  but  it  is  all  aimless 
now. 

“  I  should  have  thought  you  still  equally  bound  to 
learn  and  labour  to  do  your  duty  in  Him  and  for 
iiim.  Will  you  think  about  what  I  have  said  ?  ” 

X*rs’  Ogilvie,  thank  you.  I  know  you  mean 
!t  kindly,  and  no  one  can  be  expected  to  enter  into 
my  feeling  of  the.  uselessness  of  wasting  my  time 
over  classical  studies  when  I  know  I  shall  never  be 
able  to  be  ordained.” 

“  Are  y°u  sure  you  are  not  wasting  it  now  ?  ” 

It  was  not  possible  to  continue  the  subject.  Mr. 
Ogilvie  had  failed  in  both  his  attempts  to  rouse 
Armine,  and  had  to  tell  his  mother,  who  had  hoped 
much  from  this  new  influence.  “I  think”  he  said 
“that  Armine  is  partly  feeling  the  change  from  ‘in¬ 
validism  to  ordinary  health.  He  does  not  know  it, 
pooi  fellow  ;  but  it  is  rather  hard  to  give  up  being 
interesting.  ° 
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Caroline  saw  the  truth  of  this  when  Armine  showed 
himself  absolutely  nettled  at  his  brothers,  on  then- 
arrival,  pronouncing  that  he  looked  much  bettei— - m 
fact  quite  jolly,  an  insult  which  he  tieated  with 

Christian  forgiveness.  _  . 

Bobus  had  visited  Belforest.  His  mother  had 
never  intended  this,  and  still  less  that  he  should  walk 
direct  from  the  station  to  Kencroft,  surprising  the 
whole  family  at  luncheon,  and  taking  his  seat  among 
them  quite  naturally.  Thereby  he  obtained  all  he 
had  expected  or  hoped,  for  when  the  meal  was  ovei, 
he  was  able,  though  in  the  presence  of  all  the  family, 
to  take  Esther  by  both  hands,  and  say  in  his  resolute 
earnest  voice,  “  Good-bye,  my  sweet  and  only  love. 
You  will  wait  for  me,  and  by-and-by,  when  I  have 
made  you  a  home,  and  people  see  things  diffeiently, 

T  shall  come  for  you/'  and  therewith  he  pressed  on 
her  burning,  blushing,  drooping  brow  four  kisses  that 
felt  like  fire. 

Her  mother  might  fret  and  her  father  might  fume, 
but  they  were  as  powerless  as  the  parents  of  young 
Lochinvar’s  bride,  and  the  words  of  their^  protest 
were  scarcely  begun  when  he  loosed  the  girl’s  hands, 
and,  turning  to  her  mother,  said,  “  Good-bye,  Aunt 
Ellen.  When  we  meet  again,  you  will  see  things 
otherwise.  I  ask  nothing  till  that  time  comes.” 

This  was  not  the  part  of  his  visit  of  which  he  told 
his  mother,  he  only  dwelt  on  a  circumstance  so 
opportune  that  he  had  almost  been  forgiven  even  by 
the  Colonel.  He  had  encountered  Dr.  Hermann, 
who  had  come  down  to  make  another  attempt  on 
the  Gracious  Lady,  and  had  thus  found  himself  in 
the  presence  of  a  very  different  person.  An  open¬ 
ing  had  offered  itself  in  America,  and  he  had  come 
to  try  to  obtain  his  wife’s  fortune  to  take  them  out. 
The  opportunity  of  making  stringent  terms  had 
seemed  to  Bobus  so  excellent  that  he  civilly  invited 
Demetrius  to  dine  and  sleep,  and  sent  off  a  note  to 
beg  his  uncle  to  come  and  assist  in  a  family  compact. 
Colonel  Brownlow,  having  happily  resisted  his  im¬ 
pulse  to  burn  the  letter  unread  as  an  impertinent  pro- 


OR,  MOTHER  CAREY’S  BROOD. 


481 


posal  for  his  daughter,  found  that  it  contained  so 
sensible  a  scheme  that  he  immediately  conceived  a 

higher  opnnon  of  his  namesake  than  he  had  ever 
nad  before. 

Thus  Dr.  Hermann  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  the  very  last  members  of  the  family  he  desired 

o  meet,  and  had  to  make  the  best  of  the  situation. 
Of  secrets  of  the  late  Joseph  Brownlow  he  said 
nothing,  but  based  his  application  on  the  offer  of  a 
practice  and  lectureship  he  said  he  had  received 

fuT  vJCW  °rleanf*  He  had  evidently  never  credited 
tnat  Mrs.  Brownlow  meant  to  resign  the  whole  pro¬ 
perty  without  giving  away  among  her  children ‘the 
accumulation  of  ready  money  in  hand,  and  as  he 
knew  himself  to  be  worth  buying  off,  he  reckoned 
upon  Janet’s  full  share.  He  had  taken  Mrs.  Brown¬ 
low  s  own  statements  as  polite  refusals,  and  a  lady’s 
romance  until  he  found  the  uncle  and  nephew  view¬ 
ing  the  resignation  of  the  whole  as  common  honesty, 
and  that  she  was  actually  gone.  I  hey  would  not 
give  him  her  address,  and  prevented  his  coming  in 
contact  with  the  housekeeper,  so  that  no  more 
molestation  might  be  possible,  and  meantime  they 
offered  him  terms  such  as  they  thought  she  would 
ratify. 

All  that  Joseph  Brownlow  had  left  was  entirely  in 
her  power,  and  the  amount  was  such  that  if  she  had 
died  intestate,  each  of  her  six  children  would  have 
been  entitled  to  about  1600/.,  exclusive  of  the  house 
in  London.  Janet  had  no  right  to  claim  anything 
now  or  at  her  mother’s  death,  but  the  uncle  and 
nephew  knew  that  Mrs.  Brownlow  would  not  endure 
to  leave  her  destitute,  and  they  thought  the  deporta¬ 
tion  to  America  worth  a  considerable  sacrifice. 
Therefore  they  proposed  that  on  the  actual  bond  fide 
departure,  500/.  should  be  paid  down,  the  interest  of 
the  1100/.  should  be  secured  to  her,  and  paid  half- 
yearly  through  Mr.  Wakefield,  who  was  to  draw  up 
the  agreement  ;  but  the  final  disposal  of  the  sum  was 
not  to  be  promised,  but  to  depend  on  Mrs.  Brown- 
low’s  will. 
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Such  a  present  boon  as  500/.  had  made  Hermann 
willing  to  agree  to  anything.  Bobus  had  seen  the 
lawyer  in  London,  and  with  him  concocted  the  agree¬ 
ment  for  signature,  making  the  payments  pass 
through  the  Wakefield  office,  the  receipts  being 
signed  by  Janet  Hermann  herself. 

“  Why  must  all  payments  go  through  the  office  ?  ” 
asked  Caroline. 

“  Because  there’s  no  trusting  that  slippery  Greek,” 
said  Bobus. 

“I  should  have  liked  my  poor  Janet  to  have  been 
forced  to  communicate  with  me  every  half-year,”  she 
sighed. 

“  What,  when,  phe  has  never  chosen  to  write  all  this 
time  ?  ” 

“Yes.  It  is  very  weak,  but  I  can’t  help  it.  It 
would  be  something  only  to  see  her  name.  I  have 
never  known  where  to  write  to  her,  or  I  would  have 
done  so.” 

“  O,  very  well,”  said  Bobus,  “you  had  better  invite 
them  both  to  share  the  menage  in  Collingwood 
Street.” 

“For  shame,  Bobus,”  said  Jock.  “You  have  no 
right  to  say  such  things.” 

“Only  that  all  this  might  as  well  have  been  left 
undone  if  my  mother  is  to  rush  on  them  to  ask  their 
pardon  and  beg  them  to  receive  her  with  open  arms. 
I  mean,  mother,”  he  added  with  a  different  manner, 
“if  you  give  one  inch  to  that  Greek,  he  will  make  it  a 
mile,  and  as  to  Janet,  if  she  can’t  bring  down  her 
pride  to  write  to  you  like  a  daughter,  I  wouldn’t  give 
a  rap  for  her  receipt,  and  it  might  lead  to  intolerable 
pestering.  Now  you  know  she  can’t  starve  on  50/.  a 
year  besides  her  medical  education.  Wakefield  will 
always  know  where  she  is,  and  you  may  be  quite 
easy  about  her.” 

Caroline  gave  way  to  her  son’s  reasoning,  as  he 
thought,  but  no  sooner  was  she  alone  with  Jock  than 
she  told  him  that  he  must  take  her  to  London  to 
see  Janet  in  her  lodgings  before  the  departure  for  the 
States. 
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He  was  at  hei  seivice,  and  as  they  did  not  mean  to 
sleep  in  town,  they  started  at  a  preposterously  early 
hour,  with  a  certain  mirth  and  gaiety  at  thus  eloping 
together,  as  the  mother’s  spirits  rose  at  the  bare  idea 
of  seeing  the  first-born  child  for  whom  she  had  famished 
so  long.  Jock  was  such  a  perfect  squire  of  dames, 
and  so  chivalrously  charmed  to  be  her  escort,  that 
hei  journey  was  delightful,  nor  did  she  grow  sad  till 
it  was  over.  Then,  she  could  not  eat  the  food  he 
would  have  had  her  take  at  the  station,  and  he  saw 
tears  standing  in  her  eyes  as  he  sat  beside  her  in 
the  omnibus.  .  When  they  were  set  down  they  walked 
swiftly  and  without  a  word  to  the  lodgings. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Hermann  had  “  left  two  days  ago,” 
said  the  untidy  girl,  whose  aspect,  like  that  of  the 
street  and  house,  betokened  that  Janet  was  drinkino- 
of  her  bitter  brewst. 

“What  shall  we  do,  mother?”  asked  Jock.  “You 
ought  to  rest.  Will  you  go  to  Mrs.  Acton  or  Mrs. 
Lucas,  while  I  run  down  to  Wakefield’s  office  and 
find  out  about  them  ?  ” 

“To  Miss  Ray’s,  I  think,”  she  said  faintly.  “Nita 
may  know  their  plans.  Here’s  the  address,”  taking 
a  little  book  from  her  pocket,  and  ruffling  over  the 
leaves,  “you  must  find  it.  I  can’t  see.  O,  but  I  can 
walk  !  ”  as  he  hailed  a  cab,  and  helped  her  into  it, 
finding  the  address  and  jumping  after  her,  while  she 
sank  back  in  the  corner. 

Very  small  and  shrunken  did  she  look  when  he 
took  her  out  at  the  door  leading  to  rooms  over  a 
stationer’s  shop.  The  sisters  were  somewhat  better 
off  than  formerly,  .though  good  old  Miss  Ray  was 
half  ashamed  of  it,  since  it  was  chiefly  owing  to 
the  liberal  allowance  from  Mrs.  Brownlow  for  the 
chaperonage  in  which  she  felt  herself  to  have  so 
sadly  failed. 

Jock  saw  his  mother  safe  in  the  hands  of  the  kind 
old  lady,  heard  that  the  pair  were  really  gone,  and 
departed  for  his  interview  with  Mr.  Wakefield.  No 
sooner  had  the  papers  been  signed,  and  the  500/. 
made  over  to  them,  than  the  Hermanns  had  hurried 

2  I  2 
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away  a  fortnight  earlier  than  they  had  spoken  of 
going.  It  was  much  like  an  escape  from  creditors, 
but  the  reason  assigned  was  an  invitation  to  lecture 
in  New  York. 

So  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  put  up  with 
Miss  Ray’s  account  of  Janet,  and  even  that  was 
second-hand,  for  the  gentle  spirit  of  the  good  old 
lady  had  been  so  roused  at  the  treachery  of  the 
stolen  marriage  that  she  had  refused  to  see  the 
couple,  and  when  Nita  had  once  brought  them  in, 
she  had  retired  to  her  bedroom. 

Nita  was  gone  on  a  professional  engagement  into 
the  country  for  a  week.  According  to  what  she  had 
told  her  sister,  Demetrius  and  Janet  were  passionately 
attached,  and  his  manner  was  only  too  endearing 
but  Miss  Ray  had  disliked  the  subject  so  muck 
that  she  had  avoided  it  in  a  way  she  now- 
regretted. 

“  Everything  I  have  done  has  turned  out  wrong,’’ 
she  said  with  tears  running  down  her  cheeks.  “  Even 
this  !  I  would  give  anything  to  be  able  to  tell  you  of 
poor  Janet,  and  yet  I  thought  my  silence  was  for  the 
best,  for  Nita  and  I  could  not  mention  her  with¬ 
out  quarrelling  as  we  had  never  done  before.  O, 
Mrs.  Brownlow,  I  can’t  think  how  you  have  ever 
forgiven  me.” 

“  I  can  forgive  every  one  but  myself,”  said  Caroline 
sadly.  “  If  I  had  understood  how  to  be  a  better 
mother,  this  would  never  have  been.” 

“You  !  the  most  affectionate  and  devoted.” 

“  Ah !  but  I  see  now  it  was  only  human  love 
without  the  true  moving  spring,  and  so  my  poor  child 
grew  up  without  it,  and  these  are  the  fruits.” 

“But  my  dear,  my  dear,  one  can’t  give  these  things. 
Poor  Janet  always  was  a  headstrong  girl,  like  my 
poor  Nita.  I  know  what  you  mean,  and  how  one 
feels  that  if  one  had  been  better  oneself,”  said 
poor  Miss  Ray,  ending  in  utter  entanglement,  but 
tender  sympathy. 

“  She  might  have  been  a  child  of  many  prayers,” 
said  the  poor  mother. 
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t(  but  that  she  can  still  be,”  said  the  old  lady. 

'“She  will  turn  back  again,  my  dear.  Never  fear,  i 
don’t  think  1  could  die  easy  if  I  did  not  believe 
she  would !  ” 

Jock  brought  back  word  that  the  lawyer  had  been 
entirely  unaware  of  the  Hermanns’  departure,  and 
thought  it  looked  bad.  He  had  seen  them  both, 
and  his  report  was  less  brilliant  than  Nita’s.  Indeed 
Jock  kept  back  the  details,  for  Mr.  Wakefield  had 
described  Mrs.  Hermann  as  much  altered,  thin, 
haggard,  shabby,  and  anxious,  and  though  her 
husband  fawned  upon  her  demonstratively  before 
spectators,  something  in  her  eyes  betokened  a  certain 
fear  of  him.  He  had  also  heard  that  Elvira  was  still 
making  visits.  There  was  a  romance  about  her, 
which,  in  addition  to  her  beauty  and  future  wealth' 
made  people  think  her  a  desirable  guest.  She  was' 
always  more  agreeable  with  strangers  than  in  her  own 
family;  and  as  to  the  needful  funds,  she  had  her 
ample  allowance ;  and  no  doubt  her  expectations 
secured  her  unlimited  credit.  Her  conduct  was 
another  pang,  but  it  was  lost  in  the  keener  pain 
Janet  had  given. 

As  his  mother  could  not  bear  to  face  any  one  else, 
Jock  thought  the  sooner  he  could  get  her  home  the 
better,  and  all  they  did  was  to  buy  some  of  Armine’s 
favourite  biscuits,  and  likewise  to  stop  at  Rivington’s, 
where  she  chose  the  two  smallest  and  neatest  Greek 
Testaments  she  could  find. 

They  reached  home  three  hours  before  they  were 
expected,  and  she  went  up  at  once  to  her  room  and 
her  bed,  leaving  Jock  to  make  the  explanations,  and 
receive  all  Bobus’s  indignation  at  having  allowed  her 
to  knock  herself  up  by  such  a  foolish  expedition. 

Chill,  fatigue,  and,  far  more,  grief  after  her  long 
course  of  worry  really  did  bring  on  a  feverish  attack, 
so  unprecedented  in  her  that  it  upset  the  whole 
family,  and  if  Mr.  Ogilvie  had  not  been  almost  equally 
wretched  himself,  he  would  have  been  amused  to 
see  these  three  great  sons  wandering  forlorn  about 
the  house  like  stray  chicks  who  had  lost  their  parent 
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hen,  and  imagining  her  ten  times  worse  than  she 
really  was. 

Babie  was  really  useful  as  a  nurse,  and  had  very 
little  time  to  comfort  them.  And  indeed  they  treated 
her  as  childish  and  trifling  for  assuring  them  that 
neither  patient,  maid,  nor  doctor  thought  the  ailment 
at  all  serious.  Bobus  found  some  relief  in  laying  the 
blame  on  Jock,  but  when  Armine  heard  the  illness 
ascribed  to  a  long  course  of  anxiety  and  harass,  he 
was  conscience-stricken,  as  he  thought  how  often  his 
perverse  form  of  resignation  had  baffled  her  pleadings 
and  added  to  her  vexations.  Words,  impatiently 
heard  at  the  moment,  returned  upon  him,  and  com¬ 
punction  took  its  outward  effect  in  crossness.  It  was 
all  that  Jock  could  do  by  his  good-humoured  banter 
and  repartee  to  keep  the  peace  between  the  other  two 
who,  when  unchecked  by  regard  to  their  mother  and 
Babie,  seemed  bent  on  discussing  everything  on  which 
they  most  disagreed. 

Babie  was  a  welcome  messenger  to  Jock  at  least, 
when  she  brought  word  that  mother  hoped  Armine 
would  attend  to  Percy  Stagg,  and  would  take  him  the 
book  she  sent  down  for  him.  Her  will  was  law  in  the 
present  state  of  things,  and  Armine  set  forth  in 
dutiful  disgust ;  but  he  found  the  lad  so  really 
anxious  about  the  lady,  and  so  much  brightened  and 
improved,  that  he  began  to  take  an  interest  in  him  and 
promised  a  fresh  lesson  with  alacrity. 

His  next  step  in  obedience  was  to  take  out  his 
books  ;  but  Bobus  had  no  mind  for  them,  and  said  it 
was  too  late.  If  Armine  had  really  worked  diligently 
all  the  autumn,  he  might  have  easily  entered  King’s 
College,  London ;  but  now  he  had  thrown  away  his 
chance. 

Mr.  Ogilvie  found  him  with  his  books  on  the  table, 
plunged  in  utter  despondency.  “Your  mother  is  not 
worse  ?  ”  he  asked  in  alarm. 

“  Oh  no  ;  she  is  very  comfortable,  and  the  doctor 
says  she  may  get  up  to-morrow.” 

“  Then  is  it  the  Greek  ?  ”  said  Mr.  Ogilvie,  much 
relieved. 
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_  “Yes.  Bobus  says  my  rendering  is  perfectly 
ridiculous.” 

“  Are  you  preparing  for  him  ?  ” 

“  No.  He  is  sick  of  me,  and  has  no  time  to  attend 
to  me  now.” 

“  Let  me  see - ” 

“  Oh  !  Mr.  Ogilvie,”  said  Armine,  looking  up  with 
his  ingenuous  eyes.  “  I  don’t  deserve  it.  Besides, 
Bobus  says  it  is  of  no  use  now.  I’ve  wasted  too 
much  time  ever  to  get  into  King’s.” 

“  I  should  like  to  judge  of  that.  Suppose  1 
examined  you — not  now,  but  to-morrow  morning. 
Meantime,  how  do  you  construe  this  chorus  t  It  is  a 
tough  one.” 

_  Armine  winked  out  of  his  eyes  the  tears  that  had 
risen  at  the  belief  that  he  had  really  in  his  wilfulness 
lost  the  hope  of  fulfilling  the  higher  aims  of  his  life, 
and  with  a  trembling  voice  translated  the  passage  he 
had  been  hammering  over.  A  word  from  Mr.  Ogilvie 
gave  him  the  clue,  and  when  that  stumbling-block  was 
past,  he  acquitted  himself  well  enough  to  warrant  a 
little  encouragement. 

“Well  done,  Armine.  We  shall  make  a  fair 
scholar  of  you,  after  all.” 

“  I  don’t  deserve  you  should  be  so  kind.  I  see  now 
what  a  fool  I  have  been,”  said  Armine,  his  eyes  filling 
again  with  tears. 

“  I  have  no  time  to  talk  of  that  now,”  said  Mr. 
Ogilvie.  “  I  only  looked  in  to  hear  how  your  mother 
Avas.  Bring  down  whatever  books  you  have  been 
getting  up  at  twelve  to-morrow  ;  or  if  it  is  a  wet  day, 
I  will  come  to  you.” 

Armine  worked  for  this  examination  as  eagerly  as 
he  had  decorated  for  Miss  Parsons,  and  in  the  face  of 
the  like  sneers ;  for  Bobus  really  believed  it  was  all 
waste  of  time,  and  did  not  scruple  to  tell  him  so,  and 
to  laugh  when  he  consulted  Jock,  whose  acquirements 
lay  more  in  the  way  of  military  mathematics  and 
modern  languages  than  of  university  requirements. 

Perhaps  the  report  that  Armine  was  reading  Livy 
with  all  his  might  was  one  of  his  mother's  best  restora" 
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lives, — and  still  more  that  when  he  came  to  wish  her 
good-night,  he  said,  “Mother,  I’ve  been  a  wretched, 
self-sufficient  brute  all  this  time;  I’m  very  sorry, 
and  I’ll  try  to  go  on  better.” 

And  when  she  came  downstairs  to  be  petted  and 
made  much  of  by  all  the  four,  she  found  that  the  true 
and  original  Armine  had  come  back,  instead  of 
Petronella’s  changeling.  Indeed,  the  danger  now  was 
that  he  would  overwork  himself  in  his  fervour,  for 
Bobus’s  continued  ill-auguries  only  acted  as  a 
stimulus  ;  nor  were  they  silenced  till  she  begged  as 
a  personal  favour  that  he  would  not  torment  the  boy. 

Indeed  her  presence  made  life  smooth  and  cheerful 
again  to  the  young  people  ;  there  were  no  more  rubs 
of  temper,  and  Bobus,  whose  departure  was  very  near, 
showed  himself  softened.  He  was  very  fond  of  his 
mother,  and  greatly  felt  the  leaving  her.  He  assured 
her  that  it  was  all  for  her  sake,  and  that  he  trusted 
to  be  able  to  lighten  some  of  her  burdens  when  his 
first  expenses  were  over. 

“  And  mother,”  he  said,  on  his  last  evening,  “  you 
will  let  me  sometimes  hear  of  my  Esther  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  Bobus,  if  you  could  only  forget  her  !  ” 

“Would  you  rob  me  of  my  great  incentive — my 
sweet  image  of  purity,  who  rouses  and  guards  all  that 
is  best  in  me  ?  My  ‘  loyalty  to  my  future  wife  ’  is 
your  best  hope  for  me,  mother.” 

“  Oh,  if  she  were  but  any  one  else !  How  can  I 
encourage  you  in  disobedience  to  your  father  and 
to  hers  ?  ” 

“  You  know  what  I  think  about  that.  When  my 
Esther  ventures  to  judge  for  herself,  these  prejudices 
will  give  way.  She  shall  not  be  disobedient,  but  you 
will'  all  perceive  the  uselessness  of  withholding  my 
darling.  Meanwhile,  I  only  ask  you  to  let  me  see 
her  name  from  time  to  time.  You  won’t  deny  me 
that  ?  ” 

“No,  my  dear,  I  cannot  refuse  you  that,  but  you 
must  not  assume  more  than  that  I  am  sorry  for  you 
that  your  heart  is  set  so  hopelessly.  Indeed,  I  see  no 
sign  of  her  caring  for  you.  Do  you  ?  ” 
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“  Her  heart  is  not  opened  yet,  but  it  will.” 

“  Suppose  it  should  do  so  to  any  one  else  ?  ” 

“  She  is  a  mere  child  ;  she  has  few  opportunities  ; 
and  if  she  had — well,  I  think  it  would  recall  to  het 
what  she  only  half  understood.  I  am  content  to  be 
patient — and,  mother,  you  little  know  the  good  it 
does  me  to  think  of  her  and  think  of  you.  It  is  well 
for  us  men  that  all  women  are  not  like  Janet.” 

“Yet  if  you  took  away  our  faith,  what  would  there 
be  to  hinder  us  from  being  like  my  poor  Janet  ?  ” 

“  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  take  away  any  one’s 
honest  faith  ;  above  all,  yours  or  Essie’s.” 

“  Except  by  showing  that  you  think  it  just  good 
enough  for  us.” 

“  How  can  I  help  it,  any  more  than  I  can  help  that 
Belforest  was  left  to  Elvira  ?  Wishes  and  belief  are 
two  different  things.” 

“Would  you  help  it  if  you  could?”  she  earnestly 
asked.” 

He  hesitated.  “  I  might  wish  to  satisfy  you, 
mother,  and  other  good  folks,  but  not  to  put  myself 
in  bondage  to  what  has  led  blindfold  to  half  the 
dastardly  and  cruel  acts  on  this  earth,  beautiful  dream 
though  it  be.” 

“Ah,  my  boy,  it  is  my  shame  and  grief  that  it  is 
not  a  beautiful  reality  to  you.” 

“You  were  too  wise  to  bore  us.  You  have  only 
fancied  that  since  you  fell  in  with  the  Evelyns.” 

“  Ah,  if  I  had  only  bred  you  up  in  the  same  spirit 
as  the  Evelyns  !  ” 

“  It  would  not  have  answered.  We  are  of  different 
stuff.  And  after  all,  Janet  and  I  are  your  only  black 
sheep.  Jock  has  his  convictions  in  a  strong,  practical 
working  order,  as  real  to  him  as  ever  his  drill  and 
order-book  were.  Good  old  fellow,  he  strikes  me  a 
good  deal  more  than  all  Ogilvie’s  discussions.” 

“  Mr.  Ogilvie  has  talked  to  you  ?  ” 

“  He  has  done  his  part  both  as  cleric  and  your 
devoted  servant,  mother,  and,  I  confess,  made  the 
best  of  his  case,  as  an  able  man  heartily  convinced 
can  do.  Good  night,  mother.” 
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“  One  moment,  Bobus,  my  dear ;  I  want  one 
promise  from  you,  to  your  old  Mother  Carey.  Call 
it  a  superstition  and  a  charm  if  you  will,  but  promise. 
Take  this  Greek  Testament,  keep  it  with  you,  and 
read  a  few  verses  every  night.  Promise  me.” 

“  Dear  mother,  I  am  ready  to  promise.  I  have  read 
those  poems  and  letters  several  times  in  the  original.” 

“  But  you  will  do  this  for  me,  beginning  again 
when  you  have  finished  ?  Promise.” 

“  I  will,  mother,  since  it  comforts  you,”  said  Bobus, 
in  a  tone  that  she  knew  might  be  trusted. 

The  other  little  book,  with  the  like  request,  in 
urgent  and  tender  entreaty,  was  made  up  into  a 
parcel  to  be  forwarded  as  soon  as  Mr.  Wakefield 
should  learn  Janet  Hermann’s  address.  It  was  all 
that  the  mother  could  do,  except  to  pray  that  this 
living  Sword  of  the  Spirit  might  yet  pierce  its  way 
to  those  closed  hearts. 

Nor  was  she  quite  happy  about  Barbara.  Hitherto 
the  girl  had  seemed,  as  it  were,  one  with  Armine,  and 
had  been  led  by  his  precocious  piety  into  similar 
habits  and  aspirations,  which  had  been  fostered  by 
her  intercourse  with  Sydney  and  the  sharing  with  her 
of  many  a  blissful  and  romantic  dream. 

All  this,  however,  was  altered.  Petronella  had 
drawn  Armine  aside  one  way,  and  now  that  he  was 
come  back  again,  he  did  not  find  the  same  perfectly 
sympathetic  sister  as  before.  Bobus  had  not  been 
without  effect  upon  her,  as  the  impersonation  of 
common  sense  and  antagonism  to  Miss  Parsons.  It 
had  not  shown  at  the  time,  for  his  domineering  tone 
and  his  sneers  always  impelled  her  to  stand  up  for 
her  darling ;  but  when  he  was  “  poor  Bobus  ”  gone 
into  exile  and  bereft  of  his  love,  certain  poisonous 
germs  attached  to  his  words  began  to  grow.  There 
was  no  absolute  doubt — far  from  it — but  there  was  an 
impatience  of  the  weariness  and  solemnity  of  relff-ion. 

To  enjoy  Church  privileges  to  the  full,  and  do 
good  works  under  Church  direction,  had  in  their 
wandering  life  been  a  dream  of  modern  chivalry 
which  she  had  shared  with  Sydney,  much  as  they  had 
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talked  of  going  on  a  crusade.  And  now  she  found 
these  privileges  very  tedious,  the  good  works  onerous, 
and  she  viewed  them  somewhat  as  she  might  have  re¬ 
garded  Cceur  de  Lion’s  camp  had  she  been  set  down 
in  it.  Armine  would  have  gone  on  hearing  nothing 
but  “Remember  the  Holy  Sepulchre,”  but  Barbara 
would  soon  have  seen  every  folly  and  failure  that 
spoiled  the  glory  of  the  army— even  though  she  might 
not  question  its  destination — and  would  have  been' 
unfeignedly  weary  of  its  discipline. 

So  she  hung  back  from  the  frequent  Church  ordi¬ 
nances  of  S.  Cradocke’s,  being  allowed  to  do  as  she 
pleased  about  everything  extra  ;  she  made  fun  of  the 
peculiarities  of  the  varieties  of  the  genus  Petronella 
who  naturally  hung  about  it,  and  adopted  the  popular 
tone  about  the  curates,  till  Jock  told  her  “not  to  be 
so  commonplace.”  Indeed  both  he  and  Armine  had 
made  friends  with  them,  as  he  did  with  every  one  ; 
and  Armine’s  enjoyment  of  the  society  of  a  new, 
young,  bright  deacon,  who  came  at  Christmas,  perhaps 
accounted  for  a  little  of  her  soreness,  and  made 
Armine  himself  less  observant  that  the  two  were 
growing  apart. 

Her  mother  saw  it  though,  and  being  seconded  by 
Jock,  found  it  easier  than  of  old  to  keep  the  tables 
free  from  sceptical  and  semi-sceptical  literature  ;  but 
this  involved  the  loss  of  much  that  was  clever,  and 
there  was  no  avoiding  those  envenomed  shafts  that 
people  love  to  strew  about,  and  which,  for  their  seem¬ 
ing  wit  and  sense,  Babie  always  relished.  She  did 
not  think— that  was  the  chief  charge ;  and  she  was 
still  a  joyous  creature,  even  though  chafing  at  the 
dulness  of  S.  Cradocke’s. 

“  Gould  and  another  versus  Brownlow  and  another, 
to  be  heard  on  the  18th,”  Mr.  Wakefield  writes.  “  So 
we  must  leave  our  peaceful  harbour  to  face  the  world 
again  !  ” 

“  Oh,  I’m  so  glad  !  ”  cried  Barbara.  “  I  am  fairly 
tingling  to  be  in  the  thick  of  it  again  !  ” 

“You  ungrateful  infant,”  said  Armine,  “when  this 
place  has  done  every  one  so  much  good  !  ” 
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“  So  does  bed  ;  but  I  feel  as  if  it  were  six  in  the 
morning  and  I  couldn’t  get  the  shutters  open  !  ” 

“  I  wonder  if  Mr.  Ogilvie  will  think  me  fit  to  go  in 
for  matriculation  for  the  next  term  ?  ”  said  Armine. 

“  Andloughttogo  up  for  lectures,”  said  Jock,  whohad 
been  reading  hard  all  this  time  under  directions  from 
Dr.  Medlicott.  “  I  might  go  on  before,  and  see  that  the 
house  is  put  in  order  before  you  come  home,  mother.” 

“Home!  It  sounds  more  like  going  home  than 
ever  going  back  to  Belforest  did  !  ” 

“  And  we’ll  make  it  the  very  moral  of  the  old  times, 
We’ve  got  all  the  old  things  !  ” 

“  What  do  you  know  about  the  old  times — baby 
that  you  are  and  were  ?”  said  Jock. 

“  The  Drakes  move  to-morrow,”  said  his  mother. 
“  I  must  write  to  your  aunt  and  Richards  about 
sending  the  things  from  Belforest.  We  must  have  it 
at  its  best  before  Ali  comes  home.” 

“All  right!”  said  Babie.  “You  know  our  own 
things  have  only  to  go  back  into  their  places,  and  the 
Drake  carpets  go  on.  It  will  be  such  fun  ;  as  nice  as 
the  getting  into  the  Folly  !  ” 

“Nice  you  call  that?”  said  her  mother.  “All  I 
remember  is  the  disgrace  we  got  into  and  the  fright  I 
was  in  !  I  wonder  what  the  old  home  will  brinsr  us  ?  ” 
“  Life  and  spirit  and  action,”  cried  Babie.  “  Oh, 
I’m  wearying  for  the  sound  of  the  wheels  and  the  flow 
of  people  !  ” 

“  Oh,  you  little  Cockney  !  ” 

“  Of  course.  I  was  born  one,  and  I  am  thankful 
for  it  !  There’s  nothing  to  do  here.” 

“  Babie  !  ”  cried  Armine,  indignantly. 

“Well,  you  and  Jock  have  read  a  great  deal,  and  he 
has  plunged  into  night-schools.” 

“  And  become  a  popular  lecturer,”  added  Armine, 
“And  you  and  mother  have  cultivated  Percy  Stagg, 
and  gone  to  Church  a  great  deal — pour  passer  It 
temps. ” 

“  Ah,  you  discontented  mortal  !  ”  said  her  mother, 
rising  to  write  her  letters.  “You  have  yet  to  learn 
that  what  is  stagnation  to  some  is  rest  to  others.” 
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“  Oh  yes,  mother,  I  know  it  was  very  good  for  you, 
but  I’m  heartily  glad  it  is  over.  Sea  and  Ogre  are  all 
very  well  for  once  in  a  way,  but  they  pall,  especially 
in  an  east  wind  English  fog  !  ” 

“My  Babie,  I  hope  you  are  not  spoilt  by  all  the 
excitements  of  our  last  few  years,”  said  the  mother. 
“You  won’t  find  life  in  Collingwood  Street  much  like 
life  in  Hyde  Corner.” 

“  No,  but  it  will  be  life ,  and  that’s  what  I  care  for  !  ” 

No,  Barbara,  used  to  constant  change,  and  eager 
for  her  schemes  of  helpfulness,  could  not  be  expected 
to  enjoy  the  peacefulness  of  S.  Cradocke’s  as  the 
others  had  done.  To  Armine,  indeed,  it  had  been  the 
beginning  of  a  new  life  of  hope  and  vigour,  and  a  casting 
oft  of  the  slough  of  morbid  self-contemplation,  induced 
by  his  invalid  life,  and  fostered  at  Woodside.  He  had 
left  off  the  romance  of  being  early  doomed,  since  his 
health’  had  stood  the  trial  of  the  English  winter,  and 
under  Mr.  Ogilvie’s  bracing  management,  seconded 
by  Jock’s  energetic  companionship,  he  had  learnt  to 
look  to  active  service,  and  be  ready  to  strive  for  it. 

To  Jock,  the  time  had  been  a  rest  from  the  victory 
which  had  cost  him  so  dear,  and  though  the  wounds 
still  smarted,  there  had  been  nothing  to  call  them 
into  action  ;  and  he  had  fortified  himself  against  the 
inevitable  reminders  he  should  meet  with  in  London. 
He  had  been  studying  with  all  his  might  for  the  pre¬ 
liminary  examination,  and  eagerness  in  so  congenial 
a  pursuit  was  rapidly  growing  on  him,  while  conver¬ 
sations  with  Mr.  Ogilvie  had  been  equally  pleasant  to 
both,  for  the  ex-schoolmaster  thoroughly  enjoyed 
hearing  of  the  scientific  world,  and  the  young  man 
was  heartily  glad  of  the  higher  light  he  was  able  to 
shed  on  his  studies,  and  for  being  shown  how  to 
prevent  the  spiritual  world  from  being  obscured  by 
the  physical,  and  to  deal  with  the  difficulties  that  his 
brother’s  materialism  had  raised  for  him.  He  had 
never  lost,  and  trusted  never  to  lose,  hold  of  his 
anchor  in  the  Rock  ;  but  he  had  not  always  known 
how  to  answer  when  called  on  to  prove  its  existence 
and  trace  the  cable.  Thus  the  winter  at  S.  Cradocke’s 
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had  been  very  valuable  to  him  personally,  and  he  had 
been  willing  to  make  return  for  the  kindness  for 
which  he  felt  so  grateful,  by  letting  the  Vicar  employ 
him  in  the  night-schools,  lectures,  and  parish  diversions 
. — all  in  short  for  which  a  genial  and  sensible  young 
layman  is  invaluable,  when. he  can  be  caught. 

"And  for  their  mother  herself,  she  had  been  sheltered 
from  agitation,  and  had  gathered  strength  and  calm¬ 
ness,  though  with  her  habitual  want  of  self-conscious¬ 
ness  she  hardly  knew  it,  and  what  she  thanked  her  old 
friend  for  was  what  he  had  done  for  her  sons,  especially 
Armine.  “  He  and  I  shall  be  grateful  to  you  all  the 
rest  of  our  lives,”  she  said,  with  her  bright  eyes 
glistening. 

David  Ogilvie,  in  his  deep,  silent,  life-long  romance, 
felt  that  precious  guerdons  sometimes  are  won  at  an 
age  which  the  young  suppose  to  be  past  all  feeling 
— guerdons  the  more  precious  and  pure  because  un¬ 
connected  with  personal  hopes  or  schemes.  He  still 
knew  Caroline  to  be  as  entirely  Joseph  Brownlow’s  own 
as  when  he  had  first  perceived  it,  ten  years  ago,  but 
all  that  was  regretful  jealousy  was  gone.  His  idealisa¬ 
tion  of  her  had  raised  and  moulded  his  life,  and  now 
that  she  had  grown  into  the  reality  of  that  ideal,  he 
was  content  with  the  sunshine  she  had  brought,  and 
the  joy  of  having  done  her  a  real  service,  little  as  she 
guessed  at  the  devoted  homage  that  prompted  it. 

CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

BLIGHTED  BEINGS. 

Allen-a-Dale  has  no  faggot  for  burning, 

Allen-a-Dale  has  no  furrow  for  turning, 

Allen-a-Dale  has  no  fleece  for  the  spinning, 

Y et  Allen-a-Dale  has  red  gold  for  the  winning. 

Scolt. 

The  little  family  raft  put  forth  from  the  haven  of 
shelter  into  the  stormy  waves.  The  first  experience 
was,  as  Jock  said,  that  large  rooms  and  country 
clearness  had  been  demoralising,  or,  as  Babie  averred, 
the  bad  taste  and  griminess  of  the  Drake  remains 
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were  invincible,  for  when  the  old  furniture  and  pic¬ 
tures  were  all  restored  to  the  old  places,  the  tout 
ensemble  was  so  terribly  dingy  and  confined  that  the 
mother  could  hardly  believe  that  it  was  the  same 
place  that  had  risen  in  her  schoolgirl  eyes  as  a  vision 
of  home  brightness.  Armine  was  magnanimously 
silent,  but  what  would  be  the  effect  on  Allen,  who 
had  been  heard  of  at  Gibraltar,  and  was  sure  to 
return  before  the  case  was  heard  in  court  ? 

“We  must  give  up  old  associations,  and  try  what 
a  revolution  will  do,”  Mother  Carey  said. 

“  Hurrah  !  ”  cried  Babie  ;  “  I  was  feeling  totally 
overpowered  by  that  awful  round  table,  but  I  thought 
it  was  .the  very  core  of  mother’s  heart.” 

“  So  did  I,”  said  the  mother  herself,  “  when  I 
remember  how  we  used  to  sit  round  with  the  lamp  in 
the  middle,  and  spin  the  whole  table  when  we  wanted 
a  drawer  on  the  further  side.  But  it  won’t  bring 
back  those  who  sat  there  !  and  now  the  light  falls 
anywhere  but  where  it  is  wanted,  and  our  goods  get 
into  each  other’s  way  !  Yes,  Babie,  you  may  dispose 
of  it  in  the  back  drawing-room  and  bring  in  your 
whole  generation  of  little  tables.” 

There  w’as  opportunity  for  choice,  for  the  house 
was  somewhat  over-full  of  furniture,  since  besides  the 
original  plenishing  of  the  Pagoda,  all  that  was  indivi¬ 
dual  property  had  been  sent  from  Belforest,  and  this 
included  a  great  manymhoice  and  curious  articles, 
small  and  great,  all  indeed  that  any  one  cafed  much 
about,  except  the  more  intrinsically  valuable  gems  of 
art.  It  had  been  all  done  between  Messrs.  Wakefield, 
Gould,  and  Richards,  who  had  sent  up  far  more  than 
Mrs.  Brownlow  had  marked,  assuring  her  that  she 
need  not  scruple  to  keep  it. 

So  by  the  time  twilight  came  on  the  second 
evening,  when  the  whole  family  were  feeling  exceed¬ 
ingly  bruised,  weary,  and  dusty,  such  a  transformation 
had  been  effected  that  each  of  the  four,  on  returning 
from  the  much  needed  toilet,  stood  at  the  door 
exclaiming — “  This  is  something  like  ;  ”  and  when 
John  arrived,  a  little  later,  he  looked  round  with — - 


496  MAGNUM  BONUM J 

“This  is  almost  as  nice  as  the  Folly.  How  does 
Mother  Carey  manage  to  make  things  like  herself 
and  nobody  else  ?  ” 

Allen’s  comment  a  few  days’  later  was — 

“  What’s  the  use  of  taking  so  much  trouble  about  a 
dingy  hole  which  you  can’t  make  tolerable  even  if 
you  were  to  stay  here.’’ 

“  I  mean  it  to  be  my  home  till  my  M.D.  son  takes 
a  wife  and  turns  me  out.” 

“  Why,  mother,  you  don’t  suppose  that  ridiculous 
will  can  hold  water  ?  ” 

“You  know  I  don’t  contest  it.” 

“  I  know,  but  they  will  not  look  at  it  for  a  moment 
in  the  Probate  Court.” 

Some  chance  friend  whom  he  had  met  abroad  had 
suggested  this  to  Allen,  and  he  had  gradually  let  his 
wish  become  hope,  and  his  hope  expectation,  till  he 
had  come  home  almost  secure  of  a  triumph,  which 
would  reinstate  his  mother,  and  bring  Elvira  back  to 
him,  having  learnt  the  difference  between  true  friends 
and  false. 

It  was  a  proportionate  blow  when  no  difficulty 
was  made  about  proving  the  will.  As  the  trustees 
acted,  Mrs.  Brownlow  had  not  to  appear,  but  Allen 
haunted  the  Law  Courts  with  his  uncle  and  saw 
the  will  accepted  as  legal.  Nothing  remained  but 
another  amicable  action  to  put  Elvira  de  Menella  in 
possession. 

He  was  in  a  state  of  nervous  excitement  at  every 
postman’s  knock,  making  sure,  poor  fellow,  that 
Elvira’s  first  use  of  her  victory  would  be  to  return  to 
him.  But  all  that  was  heard  of  was  a  grand  reception 
at  Belforest,  bands,  banners,  horsemen,  triumphal 
arches,  banquet,  speeches,  toasts,  and  ball,  all,  no 
doubt,  in  “Gould  taste.”  The  penny-a-liner  of  the 
Kenminster  paper  outdid  himself  in  the  polysyllables 
of  his  description,  while  Colonel  Brownlow  briefly 
wrote  that  “  all  was  as  insolent  as  might  be  expected, 
and  he  was  happy  to  say  that  most  of  the  county 
people  and  some  of  the  tenants  showed  their  good 
feeling  by  their  absence.” 
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Over  this  Mrs.  Brownlow  would  not  rejoice.  She 
did  not  like  the  poor  girl  to  be  left  to  such  society  as 
her  aunt  would  pick  up,  and  she  wrote  on  her  behalf 
to  various  county  neighbours  ;  but  the  heiress  had 
already  come  to  the  house  in  Hyde  Corner,  chape¬ 
roned  by  her  aunt,  who,  fortified  by  the  trust  that  she 
was  “as  good  as  Mrs.  Joseph  Brownlow,”  had  come 
to  fight  the  battle  of  fashion,  with  Lady  Flora  Folliott 
for  an  ally. 

The  name  of  George  Gould,  Esquire,  was  used  on 
occasion,  but  he  was  usually  left  in  peace  at  his  farm 
with  his  daughter  Mary,  with  whom  her  step-mother 
had  decided  that  nothing  could  be  done.  Kate  was 
made  presentable  by  dress  and  lessons  in  deportment, 
and  promoted  to  be  white  slave,  at  least  so  Armine 
and  Barbara  inferred,  from  her  constrained  and 
frightened  manner  when  they  met  her  in  a  shop, 
though  she  was  evidently  trying  to  believe  herself 
very  happy. 

Allen  was  convinced  at  last  that  he  was  designedly 
given  up,  and  so  far  from  trying  to  meet  his  faithless 
lady,  dejectedly  refused  all  society  where  he  could 
fall  in  with  her,  and  only  wandered  about  the  parks 
to  feed  his  melancholy  with  distant  glimpses  of  her 
on  horseback,  while  Armine  and  Barbara,  who  held 
Elvira  very  cheap,  were  wicked  enough  to  laugh  at 
him  between  themselves  and  term  him  the  forsaken 
merman. 

Jock  had  likewise  given  up  his  old  connections 
with  fashionable  life.  Several  times,  if  anything  were 
going  on,  or  if  he  met  a  former  brother  officer  in  the 
street,  he  would  be  warmly  invited  to  come  and  take 
his  share,  or  to  dine  with  the  mess ;  he  might  have 
played  in  cricket  matches  and  would  have  been 
welcome  as  a  frequent  guest  ;  but  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  that  this  would  only  lead  to  waste  of  time 
and  money,  and  steadily  declined,  till  the  invitations 
ceased.  It  would  have  cost  him  more  had  any  come 
from  Cecil  Evelyn,  but  all  that  had  been  seen  of  him 
was  a  couple  of  visiting-cards.  The  rest  of  the  family 
had  not  come  to  town  for  the  season,  and  though  the 
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two  mothers  corresponded  as  warmly  as  ever,  and 
Fordham  and  Armine  exchanged  letters,  there  was  a 
sort  of  check  and  chill  upon  the  friendship  between 
the  two  young  girls,  of  which  each  understood  only 
her  own  half. 

Jock  said  nothing,  but, he  seemed  to  have  grown 
mother-sick,  spent  all  his  leisure  moments  in  haunt¬ 
ing  his  mother’s  steps,  helping  her  in  whatever  she 
was  about,  and  telling  her  everything  about  his 
studies  and  companions,  as  if  she  were  the  great 
solace  of  the  life  that  had  become  so  much  less 
bright  to  him. 

In  general  he  showed  himself  as  droll  as  ever,  but 
there  were  days  when,  as  John  said,  “all  the  skip  was 
gone  out  of  the  Jack.”  The  good  Monk  was  puzzled 
by  the  change,  which  he  did  not  think  quite  worthy  of 
his  cousin,  having — though  the  son  of  a  military  man 
—a  contempt  for  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  war. 
He  marvelled  to  see  Jock  affectionately  hook  up  his 
sword  over  the  photograph  of  Engelberg  above  his 
mantelshelf;  and  he  hesitated  to  join  the  volunteers, 
as  his  aunt  wished,  by  way  of  compelling  variety  and 
exercise.  Jock,  however,  decided  on  so  doing,  that 
Sydney  might  own  at  least  that  he  was  ready  for  a 
call  to  arms  for  his  country.  He  did  not  like  to  think 
that  she  was  reading  a  report  of  Sir  Philip  Cameron’s 
campaign,  in  which  the  aide-de-camp  happened  to 
receive  honourable  mention  for  a  dashing  and  hazard¬ 
ous  ride. 

“  Why,  old  fellow,  what  makes  you  so  down  in  the 
mouth?”  said  John,  on  that  very  day  as  the  two 
cousins  were  walking  home  from  a  lecture.  They 
had  had  to  get  into  a  door-way  to  avoid  the  rush  of 
rabble  escorting  a  regiment  of  household  troops  on 
their  way  to  the  station,  and  Lucas  had  afterwards 
walked  the  length  of  two  streets  without  a  word. 
“You  don’t  mean  that  you  are  hankering  after  all 
this  style  of  thing — row  and  all  the  rest  of  it.” 

“  There’s  a  good  deal  more  going  to  it  than  row,” 
said  Jock,  rather  heavily. 

“  What,  that  donkey,  Evelyn,  having  cut  you  ?  I 
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should  not  trouble  myself  much  on  that  score,  though 
I  did  think  better  of  him  at  Eton.” 

“  He  hasn’t  cut  me,”  Jock  made  sharp  return. 

“  One  pasteboard  among  all  the  family,”  grunted 
the  Friar.  “  I  reserve  to  myself  the  satisfaction 
of  cutting  him  dead  the  next  opportunity,”  he  added 
magniloquently. 

Jock  laughed,  as  he  was  of  course  intended  to  do, 
but  there  was  such  a  painful  ring  in  the  laugh  that 
John  paused  and  said — 

“  That  s  not  all,  old  fellow  !  Come,  make  a  clean 
breast  of  it,  my  fair  son.  Thou  dost  weary  of  thy 
vocation.” 

“  No  such  thing,”  exclaimed  Jock,  with  an  inaudible 
growl  between  his  teeth.  “  Trust  Kencroft  for  boring 
on!”  and  aloud,  with  some  impatience,  “It  is  just 
what  I  would  have  chosen  for  its  own  sake.” 

Then,  said  John,  still  keeping  up  the  grand 
philosophical  air  and  demeanour,  though  with  real 
kindness  and  desire  to  show  sympathy,  “thou  art 
either  entangled  by  worldly  scruples,  leading  thee  to 
disdain  the  wholesome  art  of  healing,  or  thou  art,  like 
thy  brother,  the  victim  of  the  fickle  sex.” 

“  Shut  up  !”  said  Jock,  pushed  beyond  endurance  ; 
“can’t  you  understand  that  some  things  can’t  be 
talked  of  ? ” 

“Whew!”  John  whistled,  and  surveyed  him  rather 
curiously  from  head  to  foot.  “It  is  another  case 
of  deluded  souls  not  knowing  what  an  escape  they’ve 
had.  What !  she  thought  you  a  catch  in  the  old 
days.” 

“  That’s  all  you  know  about  it !  ”  said  Jock.  “  She 
is  not  that  sort.  The  poverty  is  nothing,  but  there’s 
a  fitness  in  things.  Women,  the  best  of  them,  think 
much  of  what  I  suppose  you  call  the  row.  It  fits  in 
with  all  their  chivalry  and  romance.” 

“  Then  she’s  a  fool,”  said  John,  shortly. 

“  I  can’t  stand  any  more  of  this,  Monk,  I  tell  you. 
You  know  just  nothing  at  all  about  it,  and  I’ve 
no  right  to  complain,  nor  any  one  to  bait  me  with 
questions.” 
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The  Monk  took  the  hint,  and  when  they  reachec 
their  own  street  Jock  said — 

“  You  meant  it  all  kindly,  Reverend  Friar,  but 
there  are  things  that  won’t  stand  probing,  as  you’ll 
know  .some  day.” 

“  Poor  old  chap,”  said  John,  with  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  “  I’ll  not  bother  you  any  more.  The  veil 
shall  be  sacred.  If  this  has  been  going  on  all  the 
time,  I  wonder  you  have  carried  it  off  so  well !  ” 

“Ali  is  a  caution,”  said  Jock,  who  had  shaken 
himself  into  his  ordinary  manner.  “  What  would 
become  of  Babie  with  two  blighted  beings  on  her 
hands  ?  Besides,  he  has  some  excuse,  and  I  have 
not.” 

After  this,  at  every  carriage  to  which  Lucas  bowed, 
John  frowned,  and  scanned  the  inmates  in  search  of 
the  fair  deceiver,  never  making  a  guess  in  the  right 
direction. 

John  had  enough  of  the  Kencroft  character  not  to 
be  original.  Set  him  to  work,  and  he  had  plenty  of 
intelligence  and  energy,  perhaps  more  absolute  force 
and  power  than  his  cousin  Lucas ;  but  he  would 
never  devise  things  for  himself,  and  was  not  dis¬ 
cursive,  pausing  at  novelties,  because  his  nature  was 
so  thorough  that  he  could  not  take  up  anything 
without  spending  his  very  utmost  force  upon  it. 

His  University  training'  made  him  an  excellent 
aid  to  Armine,  who  went  up  for  his  examination 
at  King’s  College  and  acquitted  himself  so  well  as 
to  be  admitted  to  begin  his  terms  after  the  long 
vacation. 

Indeed  he  and  Barbara  had  drawn  together  again 
more.  She  had  her  home  tasks  and  her  classes  at 
King’s  College,  and  did  not  fret  as  at  S.  Cradocke’s 
for  want  of  work  ;  she  enjoyed  the  full  tide  of  life,  and 
had  plenty  of  sympathy  for  whatever  did  not  come 
before  her  in  a  “  goody  ”  aspect,  and,  though  there 
might  be  little  depth  of  serious  reflection  in  her,  she 
was  a  very  charming  member  of  the  household.  Then 
her  enjoyment  of  society  was  gratified,  for  society  of 
her  own  kind  had  by  no  means  forgotten  one  so 
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agreeable  as  Mrs.  Brownlow,  and  whereas,  in  her 
prosperity,  she  had  never  dropped  old  friends,  they 
welcomed  her  back  as  one  of  themselves,  resuming 
the  homely  inexpensive  gatherings  where  the  brains 
were  more  consulted  than  the  palate,  aesthetics 
more  than  fashion.  She  was  glad  of  it  for  the 
young  people’s  sake  as  well  as  her  own,  and  returned 
to  her  old  habit  of  keeping  open  house  one  evening  in 
the  week  between  eight  and  ten,  with  cups  of  coffee 
and  varieties  of  cheap  foreign  drinks,  and  slight  but 
dainty  cates  made  by  herself  and  Babie  according  to 
lessons  taken  together  at  the  school  of  cookery. 

As  Allen  declared  these  evenings  a  grievance,  and 
often  thought  himself  unable  to  bear  family  chattel-, 
she  had  made  the  old  consulting  room  as  like  his 
luxurious  apartment  at  heme  as  furniture  and  fittings 
could  do,  and  he  was  always  free  to  retire  thither. 
Indeed  the  toleration  and  tenderness  with  which  his 
mother  treated  him  were  a  continual  wonder  and 
annoyance  to  Barbara,  the  active  little  busy  bee,  who 
not  unjustly  considered  him  the  drone  of  the  family, 
and  longed  to  sting  him,  not  to  death  but  to  exertion. 

It  was  provoking  that  when  all  the  other  youths 
had  long  finished  breakfast  and  gone  forth,  Mother 
Carey  should  wait  lingering  in  the  dining-room  to 
cherish  some  delicate  hot  morceau  and  cup  of  coffee, 
till  the  tardy,  soft-falling  feet  came  down  the  stairs, 
and  then  sit  patiently  as  long  as  he  chose  to  dally 
with  his  meal,  telling  how  little  he  had  slept.  Babie 
had  tried  her  tongue  on  both,  but  Allen,  when  she 
shouted  at  his  door  that  breakfast  was  ready,  came 
forth  no  sooner,  and  when  he  did  so,  told  his  mother 
that  he  could  not  have  children  screaming  at  his  door 
at  all  hours  of  the  morning.  Mother  Carey  x-eplied 
to  her  impatient  champion  that  while  waiting  for 
Allen  was  her  time  for  wi'iting  letters  and  reading 
amusing  books,  and  that  the  day  was  only  too  long 
for  him  already,  poor  fellow,  without  urging  him  to 
make  it  longer. 

“  More  shame  for  him,”  muttei'ed  pitiless  sixteen. 

After  breakfast  Allen  generally  sti'olled  out  to  see 


MAGNUM  BONUM ; 


$02 

the  papers  or  to  bestow  his  time  somewhere — in  the 
picture  galleries  or  in  the  British  Museum,  where  he 
had  a  reading  order ;  but  it  was  always  uncertain 
whether  he  would  disappear  for  the  whole  day,  shut 
himself  up  in  his  own  room,  or  hang  about  the 
drawing-room,  very  much  injured  if  his  mother  could 
not  devote  herself  to  him.  Indeed  she  always  did 
so,  except  when  she  was  bound  to  take  Barbara  to 
some  of  her  classes  (including  cookery),  or  when  she 
had  promised  herself  to  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lucas,  who 
were  now  both  very  infirm,  and  knew  not  how  to 
be  thankful  enough  for  the  return  of  one  who  became 
like  a  daughter  to  them  ;  while  Jock,  their  godson,  at 
once  made  himself  like  the  best  of  grandsons,  and 
never  failed  to  give  them  a  brightening,  cheering  hour 
every  Sunday. 

The  science  of  cookery  was  by  no  means  a  need¬ 
less  task,  for  the  cook  was  very  plain,  and  Allen’s 
appetite  was  dainty,  and  comfort  at  dinner  could  only 
be  hoped  for  by  much  thought  and  contrivance. 
Allen  was  never  discourteous  to  his  mother  herself, 
but  he  would  look  at  her  in  piteous  reproach,  and 
affect  to  charge  all  failures  on  the  cook,  or  on 
“children  being  allowed  to  meddle,”  the  most 
cutting  thing  to  Babie  he  could  say.  Then  the  two 
Johns  always  took  up  the  cudgels,  and  praised  the 
food  with  all  their  might.  Indeed  the  Friar  was 
often  sensible  of  a  strong  desire  to  flog  the  dawdling 
melancholy  out  of  his  cousin,  and  force  him  no  longer 
to  hang  a  dead  weight  on  his  mother;  and  even  Jock 
began  to  be  annoyed  at  her  unfailing  patience  and 
pity,  though  he  understood  her  compassion  better 
than  did  those  who  had  never  felt  a  wound. 

She  did  in  truth  blame  herself  for  having  given 
him  no  profession,  and  having  acquiesced  in  the 
indolent  dilettante  habits  which  made  all  harder  to 
him  now  ;  and  she  was  not  certain  how  far  it  was 
only  his  fancy  that  his  health  and  nerves  were 
perilously  affected,  though  Dr.  Medlicott,  whom  she 
secretly  consulted,  assured  her  that  the  only  remedies 
needed  were  good  sense  and  something  to  do. 
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At  last,  at  Midsummer,  the  crisis  came  in  a  heavy 
discharge  of  bills,  the  consequence  of  Allen’s  in¬ 
credulity  as  to  their  poverty  and  incapability  of 
economising.  He  said  “  the  rascals  could  wait,”  and 
“  his  mother  need  not  trouble  herself.”  She  said  they 
must  be  paid,  and  she  found  it  could  be  done  at  the 
cost  of  giving  up  spending  August  at  S.  Cradocke’s, 
as  well  as  of  breaking  into  her  small  reserve  for 
emergencies. 

But  she  told  Allen  that  she  insisted  on  his  making 
some  exertion  for  his  own  maintenance. 

“Yes,”  said  Allen  in  languid  assent. 

“  I  know  it  is  harder  at  your  age  to  find  occupation.” 

“  That  is  not  the  point.  I  can  easily  find  something 
to  do.  There’s  literature.  Or  I  could  take  up  art. 
And  last  year  there  was  a  Hungarian  Count  who 
would  have  given  anything  to  get  me  for  a  tutor.” 

“  Then  why  didn’t  you  go  ?  ” 

“  Mother,  you  ask  me  why  !  ” 

“  I  know  you  had  not  made  up  your  mind  to  the 
worst,  but  it  is  a  pity  you  missed  the  opportunity.” 

“There  will  be  more,”  said  Allen  loftily.  “  I  never 
meant  to  be  a  burden,  but  ladies  are  so  impatient. 
I  suppose  you  do  not  wish  to  turn  me  out  instantly 
to  seek  my  fortune.  No,  mother,  I  do  not  mean  to 
blame  you.  You  have  been  sadly  harassed,  and  no 
woman  can  ever  enter  into  what  I  have  suffered. 
Put  aside  those  bills.  Long  before  Christmas,  I  shall 
be  able  to  discharge  them  myself.” 

So  Allen  wrote  to  Bobus’s  friend  at  Oxford,  but  he 
of  course  did  not  keep  a  pocketful  of  Hungarian 
Counts.  He  answered  one  or  two  advertisements 
for  a  travelling  tutor,  and  had  one  personal  interview, 
the  result  of  which  was  that  he  could  have  nothing 
to  do  with  such  insufferable  snobs.  He  also 
concocted  an  advertisement  beginning  with  “  M.A.. 
Oxford,  accustomed  to  the  best  society  and  familiar 
with  European  languages,”  but  though  the  news¬ 
papers  charged  highly  for  it,  he  only  received  one 
answer,  except  those  from  agents,  and  that,  he  said 
with  illimitable  disgust,  was  from  a  Yankee. 
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Meantime  he  turned  over  his  poems,  and  made 
Barbara  copy  out  a  ballad  he  had  written  for  the 
“Traveller’s  Joy”  on  some  local  tradition  in  the 
Tyrol.  He  offered  this  to  a  magazine,  whose  editor,  a 
lady,  was  an  occasional  frequenter  of  Mrs.  Brownlow’s 
evenings.  The  next  time  she  came,  she  showed 
herself  so  much  interested  in  the  legend  that  Allen 
said  he  should  like  to  show  her  another  story,  which 
he  had  written  for  the  same  domestic  periodical. 

“  Would  it  serve  for  our  Christmas  number  ?  ” 

“  I  will  have  it  copied  out  and  send  it  for  you  to 
look  at,”  said  Allen. 

“  If  it  is  at  hand,  I  had  better  cast  my  eye  over  it, 
to  judge  whether  it  be  worth  while  to  copy  it.  I 
shall  set  forth  on  my  holiday  journey  the  day  after 
to-morrow,  and  I  should  like  to  have  my  mind  at  rest 
about  my  Christmas  number.” 

So  she  carried  off  with  her  the  Algerine  number  of 
the  “Joy,”  and  in  a  couple  of  days  returned  it  with  a 
hasty  note — 

“A  capital  little  story,  just  young  and  sentimental 
enough  to  make  it  taking,  and  not  overdone.  Please 
let  me  have  it,  with  a  few  verbal  corrections,  ready 
for  the  press  when  I  come  home  at  the  end  of  Sep¬ 
tember.  It  will  bring  you  in  about  15/.” 

Allen  was  modestly  elated,  and  only  wished  he 
had  gone  to  one  of  the  periodicals  more  widely  cir¬ 
culated.  It  was  plain  that  literature  was  his  voca¬ 
tion,  and  he  was  going  to  write  a  novel  to  be 
published  in  a  serial,  the  instalments  paying  his  ex¬ 
penses  for  the  trial.  The  only  doubt  was  what  it 
should  be  about,  whether  a  sporting  tale  of  modern 
life,  or  a  historical  story  in  which  his  familiarity  with 
Italian  art  and  scenery  would  be  available.  Jock  ad¬ 
vised  the  former,  Armine  inclined  to  the  latter,  for 
each  had  tried  his  hand  in  his  own  particular  line 
in  the  “Traveller’s  Joy,”  and  wanted  to  see  his  germ 
developed. 

To  write  in  the  heat  and  glare  of  London  was, 
however,  manifestly  impossible  in  Allen’s  eyes,  and 
he  must  recruit  himself  by  a  yachting  expedition  to 
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Which  an  old  acquaintance  had  invited  him  half 
compassionately.  Jock  shrugged  his  shoulders  011 
hearing  of  it,  and  observed  that  a  tuft  always 
expected  to  be  paid  in  service,  if  in  no  other  way, 
and  he  doubted  Allen’s  liking  it,  but  that  was  his 
affair.  Jock  himself  with  his  usual  facility  of  making 
friends,  had  picked  up  a  big  north-country  student, 
twice  as  large  as  himself,  with  whom  he  meant  to 
walk  through  the  scenery  of  Derbyshire  and  York¬ 
shire,  as  far  as  the  modest  sum  they  allowed  them¬ 
selves  would  permit,  after  which  he  was  to  make  a 
brief  stay  in  his  friend’s  paternal  Cumberland  farm. 
He  had  succeeded  in  gaining  a  scholarship  at  the 
Medical  School  of  his  father’s  former  hospital, 
and  this,  with  the  remains  of  the  price  of  his 
commission,  still  made  him  the  rich  man  of  the 
family.  John  was  of  course  going  home,  and  Mrs. 
Brownlow  and  the  two  younger  ones  had  a  warm 
invitation  from  their  friends  at  Fordham. 

“  I  should  like  Armie  to  go,”  said  the  mother  in 
conference  with  Babie,  her  cabinet  councillor. 

“O  yes,  Armie  must  go,”  said  Babie,  “but - 

“  Then  it  will  not  disappoint  you  to  stay  at  home, 
my  dear  ?  ” 

“  I  had  much  rather  not  go,  if  Sydney  will  not 
mind  very  much.” 

“  Well,  Babie,  I  had  resolved  to  stay  here  this 
summer,  and  I  thought  you  would  not  wish  to  go 
without  me.” 

“  O  no,  no,  NO,  NO,  mother,”  and  her  face  and 
neck  burnt  with  blushes. 

“  Then  my  Infant  and  I  will  be  thoroughly  cosy 
together,  and  get  some  surprises  ready  for  the  others.” 

“  Hurrah  !  We’ll  do  the  painting  of  the  doors. 
What  fun  it  will  be  to  see  London  empty.” 

The  male  population  were  horribly  scandalised  at 
the  decision.  Jock  and  Armine  wanted  to  give  up 
their  journey,  and  John  implored  his  aunt  to  come  to 
Kencroft ;  but  she  only  promised  to  send  Babie  there 
if  she  saw  signs,  of  flagging,  and  the  Infanta  laughed 
at  the  notion,  and  said  she  had  had  an  overdose 
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of  country  enough  to  last  her  for  years'.  Allen  said 
ladies  overdid  everything,  and  that  Mother  Carey 
could  not  help  being  one  of  the  sex,  and  then  he 
asked  her  for  io/.,  and  said  Babie  would  have 
plenty  of  time  to  copy  out  “The  Single  Eye.” 
She  pouted  “  I  thought  you  were  going  to  put  the 
finishing  touches.” 

“I’ve  marked  them  for  you.  Why,  Barbara,  I 
am  surprised,”  he  added  in  an  elder  brotherly 
tone  ;  “  you  ought  to  be  thankful  to  be  able  to  be 
useful.” 

“  Useful !  I’ve  lots  of  things  to  do  !  And  you  ?  ” 

“As  if  I  could  lug  that  great  MS.  of  yours  about 
with  me  on  board  Apthorpe’s  yacht.” 

“  Never  mind,  Allen,”  said  his  mother,  who  had  not 
been  intended  to  hear  all  this.  “  I  will  do  it  for  you  ; 
but  Miss  Editor  must  not  laugh  at  my  peaked 
governessy  hand.” 

I  did  not  mean  that,  mother,  only  Babie  ought 
not  to  be  disobliging.” 

Babie  has  a  good  deal  to  do.  She  has  an  essay 
to  write  for  her  professor,  you  know,  and  her  hands 
are  pretty  full.” 

Babie  too  said,  “  Mother,  I  never  meant  you  to 
undertake  it.  Please  let  me  have  it  now.  Only 
Allen  will  never  do  anything  for  himself  that  he  can 
get  any  one  else  to  do.” 

He  could  not  well  do  it  on  board  the  yacht,  my 
deal.  And  I  don  t  want  you  to  have  so  much 
writing  on  your  hands.’ 

“And  so  you  punish  me,”  sighed  Barbara,  more 
annoyed  than  penitent. 

Howevei,  nothing  could  be  more  snug  and  merry 
than  the  mother  and  daughter  when  left  together 
for  they  were  like  two  sisters  and  suited  one  another 
perfectly.  Babie  was  disappointed  that  London 
would  not  look  emptier  even  in  the  fashionable 
squares,  which  she  insisted  on  exploring  in  search  of 
solitude  They  made  little  gay  outings  in  a  joyous 
spirit  of  adventure,  getting  up  early  and  going  by 
tram  to  some  little  station,  with  an  adjacent  expanse 
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of  wood  or  heather,  whence  they  came  home  with 
their  luncheon  basket  full  of  flowers,  wherewith  to 
gladden  Mrs.  Lucas’s  eyes,  and  those  of  Mother 
Carey’s  district.  They  prepared  their  surprises  too. 
Several  hopelessly  dingy  panels  were  painted  black 
and  adorned  with  stately  lilies  and  irises,  with  proud 
reed-maces,  and  twining  honeysuckle,  and  bryony, 
fluttered  over  by  dragon-flies  and  butterflies,  from  the 
brush  of  mother  and  daughter.  The  stores  from 
Belforest  further  supplied  hangings  for  brackets,  and 
coverings  for  cushions,  under  the  dainty  fingers  of  the 
Infanta,  who  had  far  more  of  the  household  fairy 
about  her  than  had  her  mother,  perhaps  from  having 
grown  up  in  a  home  instead  of  a  school,  and  besides, 
from  being  bent  on  having  the  old  house  a  delight¬ 
some  place. 

Indeed  her  mother  was  really  happier  than  for 
many  years,  for  the  sense  of  failing  in  her  husband’s 
charge  had  left  her  since  she  had  seen  jock  by  his 
own  free  will  on  the  road  to  the  quest,  and  likely  also 
to  fulfil  the  moral,  as  well  as  the  scientific,  conditions 
attached  to  it.  She  did  feel  as  if  her  dream  was 
being  realised  and  the  golden  statues  becoming 
warmed  into  life,  and  though  her  heart  ached  for 
Janet,  she  still  hoped  for  her.  So,  with  a  mother’s 
unfailing  faith,  she  believed  in  Allen’s  dawning  future 
even  while  another  sense  within  her  marvelled,  as  she 
copied,  at  the  acceptance  of  “  The  Single  Eye.”  But 
then,  was  it  not  well-known  that  loving  eyes  see  the 
most  faults,  and  was  not  an  editor  the  best  judge  of 
popularity  ? 

She  had  her  scheme  too.  She  had  taken  lessons 
some  years  ago  at  Rome  in  her  old  art  of  modelling, 
and  knew  her  eye  and  taste  had  improved  in  the 
galleries.  She  had  once  or  twice  amused  the  house¬ 
hold  by  figures  executed  by  her  dexterous  fingers  in 
pastry  or  in  butter  ;  and  in  the  empty  house,  in  her 
old  studio,  amid  remnants  of  Bobus’s  museum,  she  set 
to  work  on  a  design  that  had  long  been  in  her  mind 
asking  her  to  bring  it  into  being. 

Thus  the  tete-a-tetc  was  so  successful  that  people’s 
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pity  was  highly  diverting,  and  the  vacation  was 
almost  too  brief,  though  when  the  young  men  began 
to  return,  it  was  a  wonder  how  existence  could  have 
been  so  agreeable  without  them. 

Jock  was  first,  having  come  home  ten  days  sooner 
than  his  friends  were  willing  to  part  with  him, 
determined  if  he  found  his  ladies  looking  pale  to 
drag  them  out  of  town,  if  only  to  Ramsgate. 

They  met  him  in  a  glow  of  animation,  and  Babie 
hardly  gave  him  time  to  lay  down  his  basket  of  ferns 
from  the  dale,  and  flowers  from  the  garden,  before 
she  threw  open  the  folding  doors  to  the  back  drawing¬ 
room. 

“  Why,  mother,  who  sent  you  that  group  ?  Why  do 
you  laugh  ?  Did  Grinstead  lend  it  to  Babie  to  copy  ? 
Young  Astyanax,  isn’t  it  ?  And,  I  say!  Andromache 
is  just  like  Jessie.  I  say!  Mother  Carey  didn’t  do 
it.  Well !  She  is  an  astonishing  little  mother  and 
no  mistake.  The  moulding  of  it  !  Our  anatomical 
professor  might  lecture  on  Hector’s  arm.” 

“Ah  !  I  haven’t  been  a  surgeon’s  wife  for  nothing. 
Your  father  put  me  through  a  course  of  arms  and 
legs.” 

“  And  we  borrowed  a  baby,”  said  Babie.  “  Mrs. 
Jones,  our  old  groom’s  wife,  who  lives  in  the  Mews, 
was  only  too  happy  to  bring  it,  and  when  it  was  shy, 
it  clung  beautifully.” 

“  Then  the  helmet.” 

“That  was  out  of  the  British  Museum.” 

“  Has  Grinstead  seen  it  ?” 

“  No,  I  kept  it  for  my  own  public  first.” 

“  What  will  you  do  with  it  ?  Put  it  into  the  Royal 
Academy  ?  ” 

“  No,  it  is  not  big  enough.  I  thought  of  offering  it 
to  the  Works  that  used  to  take  my  things  in  the  old 
Folly  days.  They  might  do  it  in  terra  cotta,  oi 
Parian.” 

“Too  good  for  a  toy  material  like  that,”  said  Jock. 
“  Get  some  good  opinion  before  you  part  with  it, 
mother.  I  wish  we  could  keep  it.  Pm  proud  of  my 
Mother  Carey.” 
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Allen,  who  came  home  next,  only  sighed  at  the 
cruel  necessity  of  selling  such  a  work.  He  was  in 
deplorable  spirits,  for  Gilbert  Gould  was  superintend¬ 
ing  the  refitting  of  a  beautiful  steam  yacht,  in  which 
Miss  Menella  meant  to  sail  to  the  West  Indies,  with 
her  uncle  and  aunt. 

“ 1  knew  she  would  !  I  knew  she  would,”  softly 
said  Babie. 

That  did  not  console  Allen,  and  his  silence  and 
cynicism  about  his  hosts  gave  the  impression  that 
he  had  outstayed  his  welcome,  since  he  had  neither 
wealth,  nor  the  social  brilliance  or  subservience  that 
might  have  supplied  its  place.  He  had  scarcely 
energy  to  thank  his  mother  for  her  faultless  tran¬ 
scription  of  “The  Single  Eye,”  and  only  just  ex¬ 
erted  himself  to  direct  the  neat  roll  of  MS.  to  the 
Editor. 

The  next  day  a  note  came  for  him. 

Mother  what  have  you  done?”  he  exclaimed. 

“  What  did  you  send  to  the  ‘  Weathercock  ’  ?  ” 

“  ‘  The  Single  Eye.’  What  ?  Not  rejected  ?  ” 

“  See  there  !  ” 

“Dear  Mr.  Brownlow,- I  am  afraid  there  has 
been  some  mistake.  The  story  I  wished  for  is  not 
this  one,  but  another  in  the  same  MS.  Magazine  \  a 
charming  little  history  of  a  boy’s  capture  by,  and 
escape  from,  the  Moorish  corsairs.  Can  you  let  me 
have  it  by  Tuesday  ?  I  am  very  sorry  to  have  given 
so  much  trouble,  but  ‘  The  Single  Eye  ’  will  not  suit 
my  purpose  at  all.” 

“What  does  she  mean  ?  ”  demanded  Allen. 

“I  see  !  It  is  a  story  of  the  children’s  !  ‘  Marco’s 

Felucca.  I  looked  at  it  while  I  was  copying,  and 
thought  how  pretty  it  was.  And  now  I  remember 
there  were  some  pencil-marks  !  ” 

“  Well,  it  will  please  the  children,”  graciously  said 
Allen.  “  I  am  not  sorry  ;  I  did  not  wish  to  make  my 
dibut  in  a  second-rate  serial  like  that,  and  now  I  am 
quit  of  it.  She  is  ouite  right.  It  is  not  her  style  of 
thing.” 
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But  Allen  did  not  remember  that  he  had  spent 
the  15/.  beforehand,  so  as  to  make  it  25 /.,  and  this 
made  it  fortunate  that  his  mother’s  group  had  been 
purchased  by  the  porcelain  works,  and  another  pair 
ordered. 

Thus  she  could  freely  leave  their  gains  to  Armine 
and  Babie,  for  the  latter  declared  the  sum  was  alike 
due  to  both,  since  if  she  had  the  readiest  wit,  her 
brother  had  the  most  discrimination,  and  the  best 
choice  of  language.  The  story  was  only  signed  A. 
B.,  and  their  mother  made  a  point  of  the  authorship 
being  kept  a  secret ;  but  little  notices  of  the  story  in 
the  papers  highly  gratified  the  young  authors. 

Armine,  who  had  returned  from  a  round  of  visits 
to  S.  Cradocke’s,  Fordham,  Kenminster,  and  Wood- 
side,  confirmed  the  report  of  Elvira’s  intended  voyage  ,• 
but  till  the  yacht  was  ready,  the  party  had  gone 
abroad,  leaving  the  management  of  the  farm,  and 
agency  of  the  estate,  to  a  very  worthy  man  named 
Whiteside,  who  had  long  been  a  suitor  to  Mary 
Gould,  and  whom  she  was  at  last  allowed  to  marry. 
He  had  at  once  made  the  Ivencroft  party  free  of  the 
park  and  gardens,  and  indeed  John  and  Armine  came 
laden  with  gifts  in  poultry,  fruit,  and  flowers  from  the 
dependants  on  the  estate  to  Mrs.  Brownlow. 

Armine  really  looked  quite  healthy,  nothing  re¬ 
maining  of  his  former  ethereal  air,  but  a  certain 
expansiveness  of  brow  and  dreaminess  of  eye. 

He  greatly  scrupled  at  halving  the  15 /.  when  it 
was  paid,  but  Barbara  insisted  that  he  must  take  his 
share,  and  he  then  said — 

“  After  all  it  does  not  signify,  for  we  can  do  things 
together  with  it,  as  we  have  always  done.” 

“  What  things  ?  ” 

“  Well,  I  am  afraid  I  do  want  a  few  books.” 

“  So  do  I,  terribly.” 

“And  there  are  some  Christmas  gifts  I  want  to 
send  to  Woodside.” 

“  Woodside  !  oh  !  ” 

“  And  wouldn’t  it  be  pleasant  to  put  the  choir  at  the 
iron  Church  into  surplices  and  cassocks  for  Christmas  ?” 
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“  Oh,  Armie,  I  do  think  we  might  have  a  little  fun 
out  of  our  own  money.” 

“  What  fun  do  you  mean  ?  ”  said  Armine. 

“  I  want  to  subscribe  to  Rolandi’s,  and  to  take  in 
the  ‘  Contemporary,’  and  to  have  one  real  good  Christ¬ 
mas  party  with  tableaux  vivants,  and  charades. 
Mother  says  we  can’t  make  it  a  mere  surprise  party, 
for  people  must  have  real  food,  and  I  think  it  would 
be  more  pleasure  to  all  of  us  than  presents  and 
knicknacks.” 

.  “ 0f  course  you  can  do  it,”  said-  Armine,  rather 
disappointed.  “  And  if  we  had  in  Percy  Stagg,  and 
the  pupil  teachers,  and  the  mission  people - ” 

“  It  would  be  awfully  edifying  and  good-booky  ! 
Oh  yes,  to  be  sure,  nearly  as  good  as  hiding  your 
little  sooty  shoe-blacks  in  surplices  !  But,  my  dear 
Armie,  I  am  so  tired  of  edifying  !  Why  should  I 
never  have  any  fun  ?  Come,  don’t  look  so  dismal. 
I’ll  spare  five  shillings  for  a  gown  for  old  Betty  Grey, 
and  if  there’s  anything  left  out  after  the  party,  you 
shall  have  it  for  the  surplices,  and  you’ll  be  Roland 
Graeme  in  my  tableau  ?  ” 

The  next  day  Mother  Carey  found  Armine  with 
an  elbow  on  each  side  of  his  book  and  his  hands  in 
his  hair,  looking  so  dreamily  mournful  that  she 
apprehended  a  fresh  attack  of  Petronella,  but  made 
her  approaches  warily. 

“  What  have  you  there  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“  Dean  Church’s  lectures,”  he  said. 

“  Ah  !  I  want  to  make  time  to  read  them !  But 
why  have  they  sent  you  into  doleful  dumps  ?  ” 

“Not  they,”  said  Armine  ;  “but  I  wanted  to  read 
Babie  a  passage  just  now,  and  she  said  she  had  no 
notion  of  making  Sundays  of  week  days,  and  ran 
av/ay.  It  is  not  only  that,  mother,  but  what  is  the 
matter  with  Babie  ?  She  is  quite  different.” 

“  Plave  you  only  just  seen  it  ?  ” 

“No,  I  have  felt  something  indefinable  between  us, 
though  I  never  could  bear  to  speak  of  it,  ever  since 
Bobus  went.  Do  you  think  he  did  her  any  harm  ?  ” 
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“A  little,  but  not  much.  Shall  I  tell  you  the 
truth,  Armine  ;  can  you  bear  it  ?  ” 

"What!  did  I  disgust  her  when  I  was  so  selfish 
and  discontented  ?  ” 

“Not  so  much  you,  my  boy,  as  the  overdoing  at 
Woodside  !  I  can  venture  to  speak  of  it  now,  for  I 
fancy  you  have  got  over  the  trance.” 

“Well,  mother,”  said  Armine,  smiling  back  to  her 
in  spite  of  himself,  “  I  have  not  liked  to  say  so,  it 
seemed  a  shame  ;  but  staying  at  the  Vicarage  made 
me  wonder  at  my  being  such  an  egregious  ass  last 
year  !  Do  you  know,  I  couldn’t  help  it  ;  but  that 
good  lady  would  seem  to  me  quite  mawkish  in  her 
flattery  !  And  how  she  does  domineer  over  that  poor 
brother  of  hers !  Then  the  fuss  she  makes  about 
details,  never  seeming  to  know  which  are  accessories 
and  which  are  principles.  I  don’t  wonder  that  I  was 
an  absurdity  in  the  eyes  of  all  beholders.  But  it  is 
very  sad  if  it  has  really  alienated  my  dear  Infanta 
from  all  deeper  and  higher  things  !  ” 

“  Not  so  bad  as  that,  my  dear  ;  my  Babie  is  a  eood 
little  girl.” 

“  Oh  yes,  mother,  I  did  not  mean - ” 

“But  it  did  break  that  unity  between  you,  and 
prevent  your  leading  her  insensibly.  I  fancy  your 
two  characters  would  have  grown  apart  anyhow, 
but  this  was  the  moving  cause.  Now  I  fancy,  so  far 
as  I  can  see,  that  she  is  more  afraid  of  being  wearied 
and  restrained  than  of  anything  else.  It  is  just  what 
I  felt  for  many  years  of  my  life.” 

“  No,  mother  ?  ” 

“Yes,  my  boy  ;  till  the  time  of  your  illness,  serious 
thought,  religion  and  all  the  rest,  seemed  to  me  a 
tedious  tax  ;  and  though  I  always,  I  believe,  made  it 
a  rule  to  my  conscience  in  practical  matters,  it  has 
only  very,  very  lately  been  anything  like  the  real  joy 
I  believe  it  has  always  been  to  you.  Believe  that,  and 
be  patient  with  your  little  sister,  for  indeed  she  is  an 
unselfish,  true,  faithful  little  being,  and  some  day  she 
will  go  deeper.” 
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Armine  looked  up  to  his  mother,  and  his  eyes  were 
full  of  tears,  as  she  kissed  him,  and  said — 

“  You  will  do  her  much  more  good  if  you  sympathise 
with  her  in  her  innocent  pleasures  than  if  you  insist 
on  dragging  her  into  what  she  feels  like  privations.” 

“  Very  well,  mother,”  he  said.  “  It  is  due  to  her.” 

And  so,  though  the  choir  did  have  at  least  half 
Armine’s  share  of  the  price  of  “  Marco’s  Felucca,”  he 
threw  himself  most  heartily  into  the  Christmas  party, 
was  the  poet  of  the  versified  charade,  acted  the  strong- 
minded  woman  who  was  the  chief  character  in  “  Blue 
Bell  ;”  and  he  and  Jock  gained  universal  applause. 

Allen  hardly  appeared  at  the  party.  He  had  a 
fresh  attack  of  sleepless  headache  and  palpitation, 
brought  on  by  the  departure  of  Miss  Menella  for  the 
Continent,  and  perhaps  by  the  failure  of  “A  Single 
Eye  ”  with  some  of  the  magazines.  He  dabbled  a 
little  with  his  mother’s  clay,  and  produced  a  nymph, 
who,  as  he  persuaded  her  and  himself,  was  a  much 
nobler  performance  than  Andromache,  but  unfortu¬ 
nately  she  did  not  prove  equally  marketable.  And  he 
said  it  was  quite  plain  that  he  could  not  succeed  in 
anything  imaginative  till  his  health  and  spirits  had 
recovered  from  the  blow  ;  but  he  was  ready  to  do 
anything. 

So  Dr.  Medlicott  brought  in  one  day  a  medical 
lecture  that  he  wanted  to  have  translated  from  the 
German,  and  told  Allen  that  it  would  be  well  paid  for. 
He  began,  but  it  made  his  head  ache  ;  it  was  not  a 
subject  that  he  could  well  turn  over  to  Babie  ;  and 
when  Jock  brought  a  message  to  say  the  translation 
must  be  ready  the  next  day,  only  a  quarter  had  been 
attempted.  Jock  sat  up  till  three  o’clock  in  the 
morning  and  finished  it,  but  he  could  not  pain  his 
mother  by  letting  her  know  that  her  son  had  again 
failed,  so  Allen  had  the  money,  and  really  believed,  as 
he  said,  that  all  Jock  had  done  was  to  put  the  extreme 
end  to  it,  and  correct  the  medical  lingo  of  which  he 
could  not  be  expected  to  know  anything.  Allen  was 
always  so  gentle,  courteous,  and  melancholy,  that 
every  one  was  getting  out  of  the  habit  of  expecting 
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him  to  do  anything  but  bring  home  news,  discover 
anything  worth  going  to  see,  sit  at  the  foot  of  the 
table,  and  give  his  verdict  on  the  cookery.  Babie 
indeed  was  sometimes  provoked  into  snapping  at  him, 
but  he  bore  it  with  the  amiable  magnanimity  of  one 
who  could  forgive  a  petulant  child,  ignorant  of  what 
he  suffered. 

Jock  was  borne  up  by  a  great  pleasure  that  winter. 
One  day  at  dinner,  his  mother  watched  his  eyes 
dancing,  and  heard  the  old  boyish  ring  of  mirth  in  his 
laugh,  and  as  she  went  up  stairs  at  night,  he  came 
after  and  said — 

“  Fancy,  I  met  Evelyn  on  the  ice  to-day.  He  wants 
to  know  if  he  may  call.” 

,  “  What  prevents  him  ?  ” 

“  Well,  I  believe  the  poor  old  chap  is  heartily 
ashamed  of  his  airs.  Indeed  he  as  good  as  said  so. 
He  has  been  longing  to  make  a  fresh  start,  only  he 
didn’t  know  how.” 

“  I  think  he  used  you  very  ill,  Jock  ;  but  if  you  wish 
to  be  on  the  old  terms,  I  will  do  as  you  like.” 

“Well,”  said  Jock,  in  an  odd  apologetic  voice,  “you 
see  the  old  beggar  had  got  into  a  pig-headed  sort  of 
pet  last  year.  He  said  he  would  cut  me  if  I  left  the 
service,  and  so  he  felt  bound  to  be  as  good  as  his 
word  ;  but  he  seems  to  have  felt  lost  without  us,  and 
to  have  been  looking  out  for  a  chance  of  meeting. 
He  was  horribly  humiliated  by  the  Friar  looking  over 
his  head  last  week.” 

“Very  well.  If  he  chooses  to  call,  here  we  are.” 

“Yes,  and  don’t  put  on  your  cold  shell,  mother 
mine.  After  all,  Evelyn  is  Evelyn.  There  are  wiser 
fellows,  but  I  shall  never  warm  to  any  one  again  like 
him.  Why,  he  was  the  first  fellow  who  came  into  my 
room  at  Eton  !  I  am  to  meet  him  to-morrow  after 
the  lecture.  May  I  bring  him  home  ?  ” 

“  If  he  likes.  His  mother’s  son  must  have  a 
welcome.” 

She  could  not  feel  cordial,  and  she  so  much  ex¬ 
pected  that  the  young  gentleman  might  be  seized 
with  a  fresh  fit  of  exclusive  disdain,  that  she  would 
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not  mention  the  possibility,  and  it  was  an  amazement  to 
ail  save  herself  when  Jock  appeared  with  the  familiar 
figure  in  his  wake.  Guardsman  as  he  was,  Cecil 
had  the  grace  to  look  bashful,  not  to  say  shamefaced 
and  more  so  at  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  kindly  reception 
than  at  Barbara’s  freezing  dignity.  The  young  lady 
was  hotly  resentful  on  Jock’s  behalf,  and  showed  it  by 
a  stift  courtesy,  elevated  eyebrows,  and  the  merest 
tips  of  her  fingers. 

Allen  took  it  easily.  He  had  been  too  much 
occupied  with  his  own  troubles  to  have  entered  into 
all  the  complications  with  the  Evelyn  family  ;  and 
though  he  had  never  greatly  cared  for  them,  and  had 
viewed  Cecil  chiefly  as  an  obnoxious  boy,  he  was,  in 
his  mournful  way,  gratified  by  any  reminder  of’ his 
former  surroundings.  So  without  malice  prepense  he 
stung  poor  Cecil  by  observing  that  it  was  long  since 
they  had  met ;  but  no  one  could  be  expected  to  find 
the  way  to  the  other  end  of  nowhere.  Cecil  blushed 
and  stammered  something  about  Hounslow,  but  Allen, 
who  prided  himself  on  being  the  conversational  man  of 
the  world,  carried  off  the  talk  into  safe  channels. 

As  Cecil  was  handing  Mrs.  Brownlow  down  to  the 
dining-room,  wicked  Barbara  whispered  to  her  cousin 
J  ohn — 

“  We’ve  such  a  nice  vulgar  dinner.  It  couldn’t 
have  been  better  if  I’d  known  it !  ” 

John,  whose  wrath  had  evaporated  in  his  "cut” 
snook  his  head  at  her,  but  partook  of  her  diversion  at 
her  brother’s  resignation  at  sight  of  a  large  dish  of 
boiled  beef,  with  a  suet  pudding  opposite  to  it.  Allen 
was  too  well  bred  to  apologise,  but  he  carved  in  the 
dainty  and  delicate  style  befitting  the  single  slice 
of  meat  interspersed  between  countless  entrees. 
Laibaia  began  to  relent  as  soon  as  Cecil,  after  making 
four  mouthfuls  of  Allen’s  help,  sent  his  plate  with  a 
request  for  something  more  substantial.  And  before 
the  meal  was  over,  his  evident  sense  of  bien-etre  and 
happiness  had  won  back  her  kindness  \  she  remem¬ 
bered  that  he  was  Sydney’s  brother,  and  took  no 
more  trouble  to  show  her  indignation. 
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Thenceforth,  Cecil  was  as  much  as  ever  Jock’s 
friend,  and  a  frequenter  of  the  family,  finding  that  the 
loss  of  their  wealth  and  place  in  the  great  world  made 
wonderfully  little  difference  to  them,  and  rather 
enhanced  the  pleasant  freedom  and  life  of  their  house. 
The  rest  of  the  family  were  seen  once  or  twice, _  when 
passing  through  London,  but  only  in  calls,  which,  as 
Babie  said,  were  as  good  as  nothing,  except,  as  she 
forgot  to  add,  that  they  broke  through  the  constraint 
on  her  correspondence  with  Sydney. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THE  PHANTOM  BLACKCOCK  OF  KILN  AUGHT. 

And  we  alike  must  shun  regard 
From  painter,  player,  sportsman,  bard, 

Wasp,  blue-bottle,  or  butterfly, 

Insects  that  swim  in  fashion’s  sky. 

Scott. 

“  At  home  ?  Then  take  these.  There’s  a  lot  more. 
I’ll  run  up,”  said  Cecil  Evelyn  one  October  evening 
nearly  two  years  later,  as  he  thrust  into  the  arms  of 
the  parlour-maid  a  whole  bouquet  of  game,  while  his 
servant  extracted  a  hamper  from  his  cab,  and  he  him¬ 
self  dashed  up  stairs  with  a  great  basket  of  hot-house 
flowers. 

But  in  the  drawing-room  he  stood  aghast,  glancing 
round  in  the  firelit  dusk  to  ascertain  that  he  had 
not  mistaken  the  number,  for  though  the  maid  at  the 
door  had  a  well-known  face,  and  though  tables,  chairs, 
and  pictures  were  familiar,  the  two  occupants  of  the 
room  were  utter  strangers,  and  at  least  as  much 
startled  as  himself. 

A  little  pale  child  was  hurriedly  put  down  from  the 
lap  of  a  tall  maiden  who  rose  from  a  low  chair  by  the 
fire,  and  stood  uncertain. 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  he  said  ;  “  I  came  to  see  Mrs, 
Brownlow.” 

“  My  aunt.  She  will  be  here  in  a  moment.  Will 
you  run  and  call  her,  Lina  ?  ” 

“You  may  tell  her  Cecil  Evelyn  is  here,”  said  he  ; 
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“but  there  is  no  hurry,”  he  added,  seeing  that  the 
child  clung  to  her  protector,  too  shy  even  to  move. 
“  You  are  John  Brownlow’s  little  sister,  eh  ?  ”  he  added, 
bending  towards  her ;  but  as  she  crept  round  in  terror’ 
still  clinging,  he  addressed  the  elder  one  :  “  I  am  so 
glad  ;  I  thought  I  had  rushed  into  a  strange  house,  and 
should  have  to  beat  a  retreat.” 

The  young  lady  gave  a  little  shy  laugh  which  made 
her  sweet  oval  glowing  face  and  soft  brown  eyes  light 
up  charmingly,  and  there  was  a  fresh  graceful  round¬ 
ness  of  outline  about  her  tall  slender  figure,  as  she 
stood  holding  the  shy  child,  which  made  her  a 
wondrously  pleasant  sight.  “  Are  you  staying  here  ?  ” 
he  asked. 

“  Yes  ;  we  came  for  advice  for  my  little  sister,  who 
is  not  strong.” 

“  I’m  so  glad.  I  mean  I  hope  there  is  only  enough 
amiss  to  make  you  stay  a  long  time.  Were  you  ever 
in  town  before  ?  ” 

“  Only  for  a  few  hours  on  our  way  to  school.” 

Here  a  voice  reached  them — 

“Fee,  fa,  fum, 

I  smell  the  breath  of  geranium.” 

And  through  the  back  drawing-room  door  came 
Babie,  in  walking  attire,  declaiming — 

“  ’Tis  Cecil,  by  the  jingling  steel, 

’Tis  Cecil,  by  the  pawing  bay, 

’Tis  Cecil,  by  the  tall  two-wheel, 

’Tis  Cecil,  by  the  fragrant  spray.” 

“  O  Cecil,  how  lovely !  Oh,  the  maiden-hair. 
You’ve  been  making  acquaintance  v/ith  Essie  and 
Lina  ?” 

“  I  did  not  know  you  were  out,  Babie,”  said  Essie. 

“  Was  my  aunt  with  you  ?” 

“Yes.  We  just  ran  over  to  see  Mrs.  Lucas,  and  as 
we  were  coming  home,  a  poor  woman  besought  us  to 
buy  two  toasting-forks  and  a  mouse-trap,  by  way  of 
ornament  to  brandish  in  the  streets.  She  looked  so 
frightfully  wretched,  that  mother  let  her  follow,  and 
is  having  it  out  with  her  at  the  door.  So  you  are 
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from  Fordham,  Cecil ;  I  see  and  I  smell.  How  are 
they  ?  ” 

“  Duke  is  rather  brisk.  I  actually  got  him  out 
shooting  yesterday,  but  he  didn’t  half  like  it,  and 
was  thankful  when  I  let  him  go  home  again.  See, 
Sydney  said  I  was  to  tell  you  that  passion-flower 
came  from  the  plant  she  brought  from  Algiers.” 

“  The  beauty !  It  must  go  into  Mrs.  Evelyn’s 
Venice  glass,”  said  Babie,  bustling  about  to  collect 
her  vases. 

Lina,  with  a  cry  of  delight,  clutched  at  a  spray  of 
butterfly-like  mauve  and  white  orchids,  in  spite  of  her 
sister’s  gentle  “No,  no,  Lina,  you  must  not  touch.” 

Babie  offered  some  China  asters  in  its  stead,  Cecil 
muttered  “  Let  her  have  it ;  ”  but  Esther  was  firm  in 
making  her  relinquish  it,  and  when  she  began  to  cry, 
led  her  away  with  pretty  tender  gestures  of  mingled 
comfort  and  reproof. 

“  Poor  little  thing,”  said  Babie,  “  she  is  sadly  fretful. 
Nobody  but  Essie  can  manage  her.” 

“  I  should  think  not !  ”  said  Cecil,  looking  after  the 
vision,  as  if  he  did  not  know  what  he  was  saying. 
“  You  never  told  me  you  had  any  one  like  that  in  the 
family  ?  ” 

“  O  yes  ;  there  are  two  of  them,  as  much  alike  as 
two  peas.” 

“  What !  the  Monk’s  sisters  ?  ” 

“To  be  sure.  They  are  a  comely  family  ;  all  but 
poor  little  Lina.” 

“  Will  they  be  long  here  ?  ” 

“  That  depends.  That  poor  little  mite  is  the 
youngest  but  one,  and  the  nurse  likes  boys  best.  So 
she  peaked  and  pined,  and  was  bullied  by  Edmund 
above  and  Harry  below,  and  was  always  in  trouble. 
Nobody  but  Johnny  and  Essie  ever  had  a  good  word 
for  her.  This  autumn  it  came  to  a  crisis.  You  know 
we  had  a  great  meeting  of  the  two  families  at  Walmer, 
and  there,  the  shock  of  bathing  nearly  took  out  of  her 
all  the  little  life  there  was.  I  believe  she  would  have 
gone  into  fits  if  mother  had  not  heard  her  screams, 
and  dashed  on  the  nurse  like  a  vindictive  mermaid, 
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and  then  made  uncle  Robert  believe  her.  My  aunt 
trusts  the  nurse,  you  must  know,  and  lets  her  ride 
rough-shod  over  every  one  in  the  nursery.  The  poor 
little  thing  was  always  whining  and  fretting  whenever 
she  was  not  in  Essie’s  arms  or  the  Monk’s,  till  the 
Monk  declared  she  had  a  spine,  and  he  and  mother 
gave  uncle  and  aunt  no  peace  till  they  brought  her 
lieie  lor  advice,  and  sure  enough  her  poor  little  spine 
is_  all  wrong,  and  will  never  be  good  for  anything 
without  a  regular  course  of  watching  and  treatment. 
So  we  have  her  here  with  Essie  to  look  after  her  for 
as  long  as  Sir  Edward  Fane  wants  to  keep  her  under 
him,  and  you  can’t  think  what  a  nice  little  mortal  she 
turns  out  to  be  now  she  is  rescued  from  nurse  and 
those  little  ruffians  of  brothers.” 

“  That’s  first-rate,”  remarked  Cecil. 

“  The  eucharis  and  maiden-hair,  is  it  not  ?  I  must 
keep  some  sprays  for  our  hairs  to-night.” 

“  Is  any  one  coming  to-night  ?  ” 

“  The  promiscuous  herd.  Oh,  didn’t  you  know  ? 
Our  Johns  told  mother  it  would  be  no  end  of  kindness 
to  let  them  bring  in  a  sprinkling  of  their  fellow- 
students — poor  lads  that  live  poked  up  in  lodgings, 
and  never  see  a  lady  or  any  civilisation  all  through 
the  term.  So  she  took  to  having  them  on  Thursday 
once  a  fortnight,  and  Dr.  Medlicott  was  perfectly 
delighted,  and  said  she  could  not  do  a  better  work  ; 
and  it  is  such  fun  !  We  don’t  have  them  unmitigated, 
we  get  other  people  to  enliven  them.  The  Actons 
are  coming,  and  I  hope  Mr.  Esdale  is  coming  to-night 
to  show  us  his  photographs  of  the  lost  cities  in 
Central  America.  You’ll  stay,  wont  you  ?  ” 

“If  Mrs.  Brownlow  will  let  me.  I  hope  your 
toasting-fork  woman  has  not  spirited  her  away  ?  ” 

“  Under  the  eyes  of  your  horse  and  man.” 

“  Are  you  all  at  home  ?  And  has  Allen  finished 
his  novel  ?  ” 

Babie  laughed,  and  said — 

“  Poor  Ali  !  You  see  there  comes  a  fresh  blight 
whenever  it  begins  to  bud.” 

“  What  has  that  wretched  girl  been  doing  now  ?” 
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“  Oh,  don’t  you  know  ?  The  yacht  had  to  be  over¬ 
hauled,  so  they  went  to  Florence  instead,  and  have 
been  wandering  about  in  all  the  resorts  of  rather 
shady  people,  where  Lisette  can  cut  a  figure.  Mr. 
Wakefield  is  terribly  afraid  that  even  poor  Mr.  Gould 
himself  is  taking  to  gambling  for  want  of  something 
to  do.  There  are  always  reports  coming  of  Elfie 
taking  up  with  some  count  or  baron.  It  was  a 
Russian  prince  last  time,  and  then  Ali  goes  down 
into  the  very  lowest  depths,  and  can’t  do  anything 
but  smoke.  You  know  that’s  good  for  blighted 
beings.  I  cure  my  plants  by  putting  them  into  his 
room  surreptitiously.” 

“You  are  a  hard-hearted  little  mortal,  Babie.  Ah, 
there’s  the  bell  !  ” 

Mrs.  Brownlow  came  in  with  the  two  Johns,  who 
had  joined  her  just  as  she  had  finished  talking  to  the 
poor  woman  ;  Jock  carried  off  his  friend  to  dress,  and 
Babie,  after  finishing  her  arrangements  and  making 
the  most  of  every  fragment  of  flower  or  leaf,  repaired 
with  a  selection  of  delicate  sprays,  to  the  room  where 
Esther,  having  put  her  little  sister  to  bed,  was 
dressing  for  dinner.  She  was  eager  to  tell  of  her 
alarm  at  the  invasion,  and  of  Captain  Evelyn’s  good¬ 
nature  when  she  had  expected  him  to  be  proud  and 
disagreeable. 

“He  wanted  to  be,”  said  Babie,  “but  honest  nature 
was  too  strong  for  him.” 

“Johnny  was  so  angry  at  the  way  he  treated 
Jock.” 

“  O,  we  quite  forget  all  that.  Poor  fellow  !  it  was  a 
mistaken  reading  of  noblesse  oblige ,  and  he  is  very 
much  ashamed  of  it.  There,  let  me  put  this  fern  and 
fuchsia  into  your  hair.  I’ll  try  to  do  it  as  well  as 
Elbe  would.” 

She  did  so,  and  better,  being  more  dainty-fingered, 
and  having  more  taste.  It  really  was  an  artistic 
pleasure  to  deal  with  such  beautiful  hair,  and  such  a 
lovely  lay  figure  as  Esther’s.  With  all  her  queenly 
beauty  and  grace,  the  girl  had  that  simplicity  and 
sedateness  which  often  goes  with  regularity  of  feature, 
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and  was  hardly  conscious  of  the  admiration  she 
excited.  Her  good  looks  were  those  of  the  family, 
and  Kenminster  was  used  to  them.  This  was  her 
fiist  evening  of  company,  for  on  the  only  previous 
occasion  her  little  sister  had  been  unwell,  sleepless 
and  miserable  in  the  strange  house,  and  she  had 
begged  off.  She  was  very  shy  now,  and  could  not  go 
down  without  Barbara’s  protection,  so,  at  the  last 
moment  before  dinner,  the  little  brown  fairy  led  in 
the  tall,  stately  maiden,  all  in  white,  with  the  bright 
fuchsias  and  delicate  fern  in  her  dark  hair,  and  a 
creamy  rose,  set  off  by  a  few  more  in  her  bosom. 

Babie  exulted  in  her  work,  and  as  her  mother 
beheld  Cecil’s  raptured  glance  and  the  incarnadine 
glow  it  called  up,  she  guessed  all  that  would  follow  in 
one  rapid  prevision,  accompanied  by  a  sharp  pang  for 
her  son  in  Japan.  It  was  not  in  her  maternal  heart 
not  to  hope  almost  against  her  will  that  some  fibre  had 
been  touched  by  Bobus  that  would  be  irresponsive  to 
others,  but  duty  and  loyalty  alike  forbade  the  slightest 
attempt  to  revive  the  thought  of  the  poor  absentee, 
and  she  must  steel  herself  to  see  things  take  their 
course,  and  own  it  for  the  best. 

Esther  was  a  silent  damsel.  The  clash  of  keen 
wits  and  exchange  of  family  repartee  were  quite 
beyond  her.  She  had  often  wondered  whether  her 
cousins  were  quarrelling,  and  had  been  only  reassured 
by  seeing  them  so  merry  and  friendly,  and  her  own 
brother  bearing  his  part  as  naturally  as  the  rest.  She 
was  more  scandalised  than  ever  to-day,  for  it  ab¬ 
solutely  seemed  to  her  that  they  were  all  treating 
Captain  Evelyn,  long  moustache  and  all,  like  a  mere 
family  butt,  certainly  worse  than  they  would  have 
treated  one  of  her  own  brothers,  for  Rob  would  have 
sulked,  and  Joe,  or  any  of  the  younger  ones,  might 
have  been  dangerous,  whereas  this  distinguished- 
looking  personage  bore  all  as  angelically  as  befitted 
one  called  by  such  a  charming  appellation  as  the 
Honourable  Cecil  Evelyn. 

“  Blow  about  the  shooting,  Cecil  ?  Sydney  said 
you  had  not  very  good  sport.” 
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“Why — no,  not  till  I  joined  Rainsforth’s  party.” 

“  Where  was  your  moor  ?  ” 

“  In  Lanarkshire,”  rather  unwillingly. 

“  Eh,”  said  Allen,  in  a  peculiar  soft  languid  tone, 
that  meant  diversion.  “  Near  L - -  ?  ” 

“Yes.” 

Then  Jock  burst  out  into  laughter  inexplicable  at 
first,  but  Allen  made  his  voice  gentler  and  graver, 
as  he  said,  “You  don’t  mean  Kilnaught  ?”  and  then 
he  too  joined  Jock  in  laughter,  as  the  latter  cried — • 

“Another  victim  to  M‘Nab  of  Kilnaught !  He 
certainly  is  the  canniest  of  Scots.” 

“  He  revenges  the  wrongs  of  Scotland  on  innocent 
young  Guardsmen.” 

“  Well,  I’m  sure  there  could,  not  be  a  more  pro¬ 
mising  advertisement.” 

“That’s  just  it!”  said  Jock.  “Moor  and  moss. 
How  many  acres  of  heather  ?” 

“  How  was  I  to  expect  a  man  of  family  to  be  a 
regular  swindler  ?  ” 

“Hush!  hush,  my  dear  fellow!  Roderick  Dhu 
was  a  man  of  family.  It  is  the  modern  form..” 

“But  I  saw  his  keeper.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  cried  Allen.  “  I  know  !  Old  Rory  !  Tells 
you  a  long  story  in  broad  Scotch,  of  which  you 
understand  one  word  here  and  there  about  his  Grace 
the  Deuke,  and  how  many  miles — miles  Scots — he 
walked.” 

“  I  can  see  Evelyn  listening,  and  saying  ‘  yes,’  at 
polite  intervals !  ” 

“  How  many  birds  did  you  actually  see  ?  ” 

“  Well,  I  killed  two  brace  and  a  half  the  first 
day.” 

“  Hatched  under  a  hen,  and  let  out  for  a  foretaste.” 

“And  there  was  one  old  blackcock.” 

“  That  blackcock !  There  are  serious  doubts 
whether  it  is  a  phantom  bird,  or  whether  Rory  keeps 
it  tame  as  a  decoy.  You  didn’t  kill  it  ?” 

«  No.” 

“  If  you  had,  you  might  have  boasted  of  an  achieve¬ 
ment,”  said  Allen. 
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“The  spell  would  have  been  destroyed,"  added 
Jock.  “But  you  did  not  let  him  finish.  Did  you 
say  you  saw  the  blackcock  ? " 

am  not  sure  ■  I  think  I  heard  it  rise  once,  but 
the  keeper  was  always  seeing  it.” 

Everybody  but  Essie  was  in  fits  of  laughing  at 
Cecil  s  .  frank  air  of  good-humoured,  self-defensive 
simplicity,  and  Armine  observed — 

“There’s  a  fine  subject  for  a  ballad  for  the 
Travellers  Joy,’  Babie.  ‘The  Phantom  Blacl  ccock 
of  Kilnaught !  ’  ” 

Babie  extemporised  at  once,  amid  great  applause — 

“The  hills  are  high,  the  laird’s  purse  dry, 

Come  out  in  the  morning  early  • 

M'Nabs  are  keen,  the  Guards  are  green, 

The  blackcock’s  tail  is  curly. 

“  The  Southron’s  spoil  ’tis  worthy  toil, 

Come  out  in  the  morning  early  ; 

Come  take  my  house  and  kill  my  grouse, 

The  blackcock’s  tail  is  curly. 

“  Come  out,  come  out,  quoth  Rory  stout, 

Come  out  in  the  morning  early, 

Sir  Captain  mark,  he  rises  !  hark, 

The  blackcock’s  tail  is  curly.” 

“  Repetition,  Babie,”  said  her  mother ;  “  too  like 
the  Montjoie  S.  Denis  poem.” 

“  It  saves  so  much  trouble,  mother.” 

“And  a  recall  to  the  freshness  and  innocence  of 
childhood  is  so  pleasing,”  added  Jock. 

“How  much  did  the  man  of  family  let  his  moor 
for  ?  ”  asked  Allen. 

There  Cecil  saw  the  pitiful  and  indignant  face 
opposite  to  him,  would  have  sulked,  and  began 
looking  at  her  for  sympathy,  exclaiming  at  last — 

“  Haven’t  you  a  word  to  say  for  me,  Miss 
Brownlow  ?  ” 

“I  don’t  like  it  at  all.  I  don’t  think  it  is  fair,” 
broke  from  Essie,  as  she  coloured  crimson  at  the  laugh. 

“  He  likes  it,  my  dear,”  said  Babie. 

“  It  is  a  gentle  titillation,”  said  Allen. 

“  He  can’t  get  on  without  it,”  said  the  Friar, 


-24  MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 

“  And  comes  for  it  like  the  cattle  to  the  scrubbing- 

stones,”  said  the  Skipjack. 

“  Yes,”  said  Armine ;  “  but  he  tries  to  get  pitied, 
like  Chico  walking  on  three  legs  when  some  one  is 
looking  at  him.” 

“You  deal  in  most  elegant  comparisons,”  said 
the  mother. 

“Only  to  get  him  a  little  more  pitied,”  said  Jock. 

“  He  is  as  grateful  as  possible  for  being  made  so 

interesting.”  _ 

“Hark,  there’s  a  knock!”  cried  Allen.  “Cant 
you  instruct  your  cubs  not  to  punish  the  door  so 
severely,  Jock  ?  I  believe  they  think  that  the.  more 
row  they  make,  the  more  they  proclaim  their  nobility!” 

“The  obvious  derivation  of  the  word  stunning,” 
said  Mother  Carey,  as  she  rose  to  meet  hei  guests 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  Cecil  to  hold  the  door 
for  her. 

“Stay,  Evelyn,”  said  Allen.  “This  is  the  night 
when  unlicked  cubs  do  disport  themselves  in  our 
precincts.  A  mistaken  sense  of  philanthropy  has 
led  my  mother  to  make  this  house  the  fortnightly 
salon  bleu  of  St.  Thomas’s.  But  there’s  a  pipe  at  your 
service  in  my  room.” 

“Dr.  Medlicott  is  coming,”  said  Babie,  who  had 
tarried  behind  the  Johns,  “and  perhaps  Mr.  Grinstead, 
and  we  are  sure  to  have  Mr.  Esdale’s  photographs. 
It  is  never  all  students,  medical  or  otherwise.  Much 
better  than  Allen’s  smoke,  Cecil.” 

“  I  am  coming  of  course,”  he  said.  “  I  was  only 
waiting  for  the  Infanta.” 

It  may  be  doubted  whether  the  photographs,  Dr. 
Medlicott,  or  even  Jock  were  the  attraction.  He 
was  much  more  fond  of  using  his  privilege  of 
dropping  in  when  the  family  were  alone,  than  of 
finding  himself  in  the  midst  of  what  an  American 
guest  had  called  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  surprise  parties. 
They  were  on  regular  evenings,  but  no  one  knew 
who  was  coming,  from  scientific  peers  to  daily 
governesses,  from  royal  academicians  to  medical 
students,  from  a  philanthropic  countess  to  a  city 
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missionary.  To  listen  to  an  exposition  of  the 
microphone,  to  share  in  a  Shakespeare  reading,  or 
worse  still,  in  a  paper  game,  was,  in  the  Captain’s 
eyes,  such  a  bore  that  he  generally  had  only  haunted 
Collingwood  Street  on  home  days  and  on  Sundays, 
when,  for  his  mother’s  sake  and  his  own,  an  exception 
was  made  in  his  favour. 

He  followed  Babie  with  unusual  alacrity,  and  found 
Mrs.  Brownlow  shaking  hands  with  a  youth  whom 
Jock  upheld  as  a  genius,  but  who  laboured  under 
the  double  misfortune  of  always  coming  too  soon, 
and  never  knowing  what  to  do  with  his  arms  and 
legs.  He  at  once  perceived  Captain  Evelyn  to  be 
an  “  awful  swell,”  and  became  trebly  wretched — in 
contrast  to  Jock’s  open-hearted,  genial  young 
dalesman,  who  stood  towering  over  every  one  with 
his  broad  shoulders  and  hearty  face,  perfectly  at 
his  ease  (as  he  would  have  been  in  Buckingham 
Palace),  and  only  wondering  a  little  that  Brownlow 
could  stand  an  empty-headed  military  fop  like  that ; 
while  Cecil  himself,  after  gazing  about  vaguely, 
muttered  to  Babie  something  about  her  cousin. 

“  She  is  gone  to  see  whether  Lina  is  asleep,  and  will 
be  too  shy  to  come  down  again  if  I  don’t  drag  her.” 

So  away  flew  Babie,  and  more  eyes  than  Cecil 
Evelyn’s  were  struck  when  in  ten  minutes’  time  she 
again  led  in  her  cousin. 

Mr.  Acton,  who  was  talking  to  Mrs.  Brownlow, 
said  in  an  undertone- — 

“  Your  model  ?  Another  niece  ?  ” 

“Yes;  you  remember  J  essie  ?  ” 

“  This  is  a  more  ideal  face.” 

It  was  true.  Esther  had  lived  much  less  than 
her  elder  sister  in  the  Coffinkey  atmosphere,  and 
there  was  nothing  to  mar  the  peculiar  dignified 
innocence  and  perfect  unconsciousness  of  her  sweet 
maidenly  bloom.  She  never  guessed  that  every 
man,  and  every  woman  too,  was  admiring  her, 
except  the  strong-minded  one  who  saw  in  her  the 
true  inane  Raffaelesque  Madonna  on  whom  George 
Eliot  is  so  severe. 
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Nor  did  the  lady  alter  her  opinion  when,  at  the 
end  of  a  very  curious  speculation  about  primeval 
American  civilisation,  Captain  Evelyn  and  Miss 
Brownlow  were  discovered  studying  family  photo¬ 
graphs  in  a  corner,  apparently  much  more  interested 
whether  a  hideous  half-faded  brown  shadow  had 
resembled  John  at  fourteen,  than  to  what  century 
and  what  nation  those  odd  curly-whirleys  on  stone 
belonged,  and  what  they  were  meant  to  express. 

Babie  was  scandalised. 

“  You  didn’t  listen  !  It  was  most  wonderful !  Why 
Annie  went  down  and  fetched  up  Allen  to  hear  about 
those  wonderful  walled  towns  !  ” 

“  I  don’t  go  in  for  improving  my  mind,”  said  Cecil. 

“  Then  you  should  not  hinder  Essie  from  improving 
hers  !  Think  of  letting  her  go  home  having  seen 
nothing  but  all  the  repeated  photographs  of  her 
brothers  and  sisters  !  ” 

“  Well,  what  should  she  like  to  see  ?  ”  cried  Cecil. 
“  J.’m  good  for  anything  you  want  to  go  to  before 
the  others  are  free.” 

“•The  Ethiopian  serenaders,  or,  may  be,  Punch,” 
said  Jock.  “Madame  Tussaud  would  be  too  in¬ 
tellectual.” 

“  When  Lina  is  strong  enough  she  is  to  see 
Madame  Tussaud,”  said  Essie  gravely.  “  Georgie 
once  went,  and  she  has  wished  for  it  ever  since.” 

“Oh,  we’ll  get  up  Madame  Tussaud  for  her  at 
home,  free  gratis,  for  nothing  at  all !  ”  cried  Armine, 
whose  hard  wrork  inspirited  him  to  fun  and  frolic. 

So  in  the  twilight  hour  two  days  later  there  was  a 
grand  exhibition  of  human  waxworks,  in  which  Babie 
explained  tableaux  represented  by  the  two  Johns, 
Armine,  and  Cecil,  supposed  to  be  adapted  to  Lina’s 
capacity.  With  the  timid  child  it  was  not  a  success, 
the  disguises  frightened  her,  and  gave  her  an  uncanny 
feeling  that  her  friends  were  transformed  ;  she  sat 
most  of  the  time  on  her  aunt’s  lap,  with  her  face 
hidden,  and  barely  hindered  from  crying  by  the  false 
assurance  that  it  was  all  for  her  pleasure. 

But  there  was  no  doubt  that  Esther  was  a  pleased 
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spectator  of  the  show,  and  her  gratitude  far  more 
than  sufficient  to  cover  the  little  one’s  ingratitude. 

Those  two  drifted  together.  In  every  gathering, 
when  strangers  had  departed  they  were  found  tete-a- 
tete.  Cecil’s  horses  knew  the  way  to  Collingwood 
Street  better  than  anywhere  else,  and  he  took  to 
appearing  there  at  times  when  he  was  fully  aware 
Jock  would  be  at  the  night-school  or  Mutual  Improve¬ 
ment  Society. 

Though  strongly  wishing,  on  poor  Bobus’s  account, 
that  it  should  not  go  much  farther  under  her  own 
auspices  ;  day  after  day  it  was  more  borne  in  upon 
Mrs.  Brownlow  that  her  house  held  an  irresistible 
attraction  to  the  young  officer,  and  she  wondered 
over  her  duty  to  the  parents  who  had  trusted  her. 
Acting  on  impulse  at  last,  she  took  council  with 
John,  securing  him  as  her  companion  in  the  gaslit 
walk  from  a  concert. 

“  Do  you  see  what  is  going  on  there  ?  ”  she  asked, 
indicating  the  pair  before  them. 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?  Oh,  I  never  thought  of  that l  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  !  I  have  seen.  Ever  since  the  night 
of  the  Phantom  Blackcock  of  Kilnaught.  He  did 
his  work  on  Essie.” 

“  Essie  rather  thinks  he  is  after  the  Infanta.” 

“  It  looks  like  it !  What  could  have  put  it  into 
her  head  ?  It  did  not  originate  there  !  ” 

“  Something  my  mother  said  about  Babie  being  a 
viscountess.” 

“  You  know  better,  Friar  !  ” 

“  I  thought  so  ;  but  I  only  told  her  it  was  no  such 
thing,  and  I  believe  the  child  thought  I  meant  to 
rebuke  her  for  mentioning  such  frivolities,  for  she 
turned  scarlet  and  held  her  peace.” 

“  Perhaps  the  delusion  has  kept  her  unconscious, 
and  made  her  the  sweeter.  But  the  question  is, 
whether  this  ought  to  go  on  without  letting  your 
people  know  ?  ” 

“I  suppose  they  would  have  no  objection?”  said 
John.  “There’s  no  harm  in  Evelyn,  and  he  shows 
his  sense  by  running  after  Jock.  He  hasn’t  got  the 
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family  health  either.  I’d  rather  have  him  than  an 
old  stick  like  Jessie’s  General.” 

“Yes,  if  all  were  settled,  I  believe  your  mother  would 
be  very  well  pleased.  The  question  is,  whether  it  is 
using  her  fairly  not  to  let  her  know  in  the  meantime  ?  ” 

“  Well,  what  is  the  code  among  you  parents  and 
guardians  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  that  there  is  any,  but  I  think  that 
though  the  crisis  might  be  pleasing  enough,  yet  it 
your  mother  found  out  what  was  going  on,  she  might 
be  vexed  at  not  having  been  informed.” 

John  considered  a  moment,  and  then  proposed 
that  if  things  looked  “  like  it  ”  at  the  end  of  the  week, 
he  should  go  down  on  Saturday  and  give  a  hint  of 
preparation  to  his  father,  letting  him  understand  the 
merits  of  the  case.  However,  in  the  existing  state 
of  affairs,  a  week  was  a  long  time,  and  that  very 
Sunday  brought  the  crisis. 

The  recollection  of  former  London  Sundays,  of 
Mary  Ogilvie’s  quiet  protests,  and  of  the  effect  on 
her  two  eldest  children,  had  strengthened  Mrs. 
Brownlow’s  resolution  to  make  it  impossible  to  fill 
the  afternoon  with  aimless  visiting  and  gossiping  ; 
and  plenty  of  other  occupations  had  sprung  up. 

Thus  on  this  particular  afternoon  she  and  Barbara 
were  with  their  Girls’  Friendly  Society  Classes,  of 
which  Babie  took  the  clever  one,  and  she  the  stupid. 
Armine  was  reading  with  Percy  Stagg,  and  a  party 
of  School  Board  pupil-teachers,  whom  that  youth 
had  brought  him,  as  very  anxious  for  the  religious 
instruction  they  knew  not  how  to  obtain.  Jock  had 
taken  the  Friar’s  Bible  Class  of  young  men,  and 
Allen  had,  as  a  great  favour,  undertaken  to  sit  with 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lucas  till  he  could  look  in  on  them. 
So  that  Esther  and  Lina  were  the  sole  occupants  of 
the  drawing-room  when  Captain  Evelyn  rang  at  the 
door,  knowing  very  well  that  he  was  only  permitted 
up  stairs  an  hour  later  in  time  for  a  cup  of  tea  before 
evensong.  He  did  look  into  Allen’s  sitting-room  as 
a  matter  of  form,  but  finding  it  empty,  and  hearing  a 
buzz  of  voices  elsewhere,  he  took  licence  to  go  up 
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stairs,  and  there  he  found  Esther  telling  her  little 
sister  such  histories  of  Arundel  Society  engravings 
as  she  could  comprehend. 

Lina  sprang  to  him  at  once  ;  Esther  coloured,  and 
began  to  account  for  the  rest  of  the  family.  “  I 
hear,”  said  Cecil,  as  low  tones  came  through  the 
closed  doors  of  the  back  drawing-room,  “  they  work 
as  hard  here  as  my  sister  does  !  ” 

“  I  think  my  aunt  has  almost  done,”  said  Essie, 
with  a  shy  doubt  whether  she  ought  to  stay.  “  Come, 
Lina,  I  must  get  you  ready  for  tea.” 

“No,  no,”  said  Cecil,  “  don’t  go  !  You  need  not  be 
as  much  afraid  of  me  as  that  first  time  I  walked  in, 
and  thought  I  had  got  into  a  strange  house.” 

Essie  laughed  a  little,  and  said,  “  A  month  ago  ! 
Sometimes  it  seems  a  very  long  time,  and  sometimes 
a  very  short  one.” 

“  I  hope  it  seems  a  very  long  time  that  you  have 
known  me.” 

“Well,  Johnny  and  all  the  rest  had  known  you 
ever  so  long,”  answered  she,  with  a  confusion  of 
manner  that  expressed  a  good  deal  more  than  the 
words.  “  I  really  must  go - ■” 

“Not  till  you  have  told  me  more  than  that,”  cried 
Cecil,  seizing  his  opportunity  with  a  sudden  rush  of 
audacity.  “  If  you  know  me,  can  you — can  you  like 
me  ?  Can’t  you  ?  Oh,  Essie,  stay  !  Could  you  ever 
love  me,  you  peerless,  sweetest,  loveliest - ” 

By  this  time  Mrs.  Brownlow,  who  had  heard 
Cecil’s  boots  on  the  stairs,  and  particularly  wished  to 
stave  matters  off  till  after  the  Friar’s  mission,  had 
made  a  hasty  conclusion  of  her  lesson,  and  letting  her 
girls  depart,  opened  the  door.  She  saw  at  once  that 
she  was  too  late ;  but  there  was  no  retreat,  for 
Esther  flew  past  her  in  shy  terror,  and  Cecil  advanced 
with  the  earnest,  innocent  entreaty,  “  Oh,  Mrs. 
Brownlow,  make  her  hear  me  !  I  must  have  it  out, 
or  I  can’t  bear  it.” 

“  Oh,”  said  she,  “  it  has  come  to  this,  has  it  ?  ’ 
speaking  half-quaintly,  half-sadly,  and  holding  Lina 
kindly  back. 
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“  I  could  not  help  it !  ”  he  went  on.  “  She  did  look 
so  lovely,  and  she  is  so  dear !  Do  get  her  down,  that 
I  may  see  her  again.  I  shall  not  have  a  happy 
moment  till  she  answers  me.” 

“  Are  you  sure  you  will  have  a  happy  moment 

then  f  ” 

“I  don’t  know.  That’S  the  thing!  Wont  you 
help  a  fellow  a  bit,  Mrs.  Brownlow  ?  I’m  quite  done 
for.  There  never  was  any  one  so  nice,  or  so  sweet,  or 
so  lovely,  or  so  unlike  all  the  horrid  girls  in  society  ! 
Oh,  make  her  say  a  kind  word  to  me  !  ” 

“  I’ll  make  her,”  said  little  Lina,  looking  up  from 
her  aunt’s  side.  “  I  like  you  very  much,  Captain 
Evelyn,  and  I’ll  run  and  make  Essie  tell  you  she 
does.” 

“Not  quite  so  fast,  my  dear,”  said  her  aunt,  as  both 
laughed,  and  Cecil,  solacing  himself  with  a  caress,  and 
holding  the  little  one  very  close  to  him  on  his  knee, 
where  her  intentions  were  deferred  by  his  watch  and 
appendages. 

“  I  suppose  you  don’t  know  what  your  mother 
would  say  ?”  began  Mrs.  Brownlow. 

“  I  have  not  told  her,  but  you  know  yourself  she 
would  be  all  right.  Now,  aren’t  you  sure,  Mrs. 
Brownlow  ?  She  isn’t  up  to  any  nonsense  ?  ” 

“  No,  Cecil,  I  don’t  think  she  would  oppose  it. 
Indeed,  my  dear  boy,  I  wish  you  happiness,  but 
Esther  is  a  shy,  startled  little  being,  and  away  from  her 
mother ;  and  perhaps  you  will  have  to  be  patient.” 

“  But  will  you  fetch  her — or  at  least  speak  to  her  ?  ” 
said  he,  in  a  tone  not  very  like  patience  ;  and  she  had 
to  yield,  and  be  the  messenger. 

She  found  Esther  fluttering  up  and  down  her  room 
like  a  newly-caught  bird.  “  Oh,  Aunt  Carey,  I  must 
go  home  !  Please  let  me  !  ”  she  said. 

“Nay,  my  dear,  can’t  I  help  you  for  once?”  and 
Esther  sprang  into  her  arms  for  comfort ;  but  even 
then  it  was  plain  to  a  motherly  eye  that  this  was  not 
the  distress  that  poor  Bobus  had  caused,  but  rather 
the  agitation  of  a  newly-awakened  heart,  terrified  at 
its  own  sensations.  “  He  wants  you  to  eome  and 
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hear  him  out,”  she  said,  when  she  had  kissed  and 
petted  the  girl  into  more  composure. 

“ 0h>  must  I  ?  I  don’t  want.  Oh,  if  I  could  go 
home  !  They  were  so  angry  before.  And  I  only 

said  ‘  if,’  and  never  meant - ” 

That  was  the  very  thing,  my  dear,”  said  her  aunt 
with  a  great  throb  of  pain.  “You  were  quite  right 
not  to  encourage  my  poor  Bobus  ;  but  this  is  a  very 
different  case,  and  I  am  sure  they  would  wish  you  to 
act  according  as  you  feel.” 

Esther  drew  a  great  gasp;  “You  are  sure  they 
would  not  think  me  wrong  ?  ” 

Quite  sure,  was  the  reply,  in  full  security  that 
her  mother  would  be  rapturous  at  the  nearly  certain 
prospect  of  a  coronet.  “  Indeed,  my  dear,  no  one  can 
find  any  fault  with  you.  You  need  not  be  afraid. 
He  is  good  and  worthy,  and  they  will  be  glad  if  you 
wish  it.”  J 

Wish  was  far  too  strong  a  word  for  poor  frightened 
Esther  ;  she  could  only  cling  and  quiver. 

“  Shall  I  tell  him  to  go  and  see  them  at  Kencroft  ?  ” 
“  Oh,  do,  do,  dear  Aunt  Carey  !  Please  tell  him  to 

go  to  papa,  and  not  want  to  see  me  till - ” 

“Very  well,  my  dear  child;  that  will  be  the  best 
way.  Now  I  will  send  you  up  some  tea,  and  then 
you  shall  put  Lina  to  bed ;  and  you  and  I  will  slip  off 
quietly  together,  and  go  to  S.  Andrew’s  in  peace, 
quite  in  a  different  direction  from  the  others,  before 
they  set  out.” 

Meantime  Cecil  had  been  found  by  Babie  tumbling 
about  the  music  and  newspapers  on  the  ottoman,  and 
on  her  observation — 

“Too  soon,  sir  !  And  pray  what  mischief  still  have 
your  idle  hands  found  to  do  ?  ” 

“  Don’t !  ”  he  burst  out ;  “  I’m  on  the  verge  of  di  - 
traction  already  !  I  can’t  bear  it !  ” 

“Is  there  anything  the  matter?  You’re  not  in  a 
scrape  ?  You  don’t  want  Jock  ?  ”  she  said. 

“  No,  no — only  I’ve  done  it.  Babie,  I  shall  go  mad, 
if  I  don’t  get  an  answer  soon.” 

Babie  was  much  too  sharp  not  to  see  what  he 
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meant.  She  knew  in  a  kind  of  intuitive,  undevelopeo 
way  how  things  stood  with  Bobus,  and  this  gave  a 
certain  seriousness  to  her  manner  of  saying — 

“  Essie  ?  ” 

“Of  course,  the  darling!  If  your  mother  would 
only  come  and  tell  me, — but  she  was  frightened,  and 
rvon’t  say  anything.  If  she  won’t,  I’m  the  most 
miserable  fellow  in  the  world.” 

“  How  stupid  you  must  have  been  !  ”  said  Babie. 
“That  comes  of  you,  neither  of  you,  ever  reading. 
You  couldn’t  have  done  it  right,  Cecil.” 

“  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  ”  he  asked,  in  such  piteous 
earnest  tones  that  he  touched  her  heart. 

“Dear  Cecil,”  she  said,  “it  will  be  all  right.  I 
know  Essie  likes  you  better  than  any  one  else.” 

She  had  almost  added  “  though  she  is  an  ungrateful 
little  puss  for  doing  so,”  but  before  the  words  had 
time  to  come  ou-t  of  her  mouth,  Cecil  had  flown  at  her 
in  a  transport,  thrown  his  arms  round  her  and  kissed 
her,  just  as  her  mother  opened  the  door,  and  uttered 
an  odd  incoherent  cry  of  amazement. 

“  Oh,  Mother  Carey,”  cried  Cecil,  colouring  all  over, 
“  I  didn’t  know  what  I  was  doing !  She  gave  me 
hope ! ” 

“I  give  you  hope  too,”  said  Caroline,  “though  I 
don’t  know  how  it  might  have  been  if  she  had  come 
down  just  now  !  ” 

“  Don’t !”  entreated  Cecil.  “Babie  is  as  good  as 
my  sister.  Why,  where  is  she  ?  ” 

“  Fled,  and  no  wonder  !  ” 

“  And  won’t  she,  Esther,  come  ?  ” 

“  She  is  far  too  much  frightened  and  overcome. 
She  says  you  may  go  to  her  father,  and  I  think  that 
is  all  you  can  expect  her  to  say.” 

“  Is  it  ?  Won’t  she  see  me  ?  I  don’t  want  it  to  be 
obedience.” 

“  I  don’t  think  you  need  have  any  fears  on  that 
score.” 

“You  don’t?  Really  now  ?  You  think  she  likes 
me  just  a  little  ?  How  soon  can  I  get  down  ?  Have 
you  a  train-bill  ?  ” 
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Then  during  the  qu,est  into  trains  came  a  fit  of 
humility.  “  Do  you  think  they  will  listen  to  me  ? 
You  are  not  the  sort  who  would  think  me  a  catch,  and 
I  know  I  am  a  very  poor  stick  compared  with  any  of 
you,  and  should  have  gone  to,  the  dogs  long  ago  but 
for  Jock,  ungrateful  ass  as  I  was  to  him  last  year. 
But  if  I  had  such  a  creature  as  that  to  take  care  of, 
why  it  would  be  like  having  an  angel  about  one.  I 
would — indeed  I  would — reverence,  yes,  and  worship 
her  all  my  life  long.” 

“  I  am  sure  you  would.  I  think  it  would  be  a  very 
happy  and  blessed  thing  for  you  both,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  that  her  father  will  think  so  too.  Now,  here 
are  the  others  coming  home,  and  you  must  behave 
like  a  rational  being,  even  though  you  don’t  see  Essie 
at  tea.” 

Mother  Carey  managed  to  catch  Jock,  give  a  hint  of 
the  situation,  and  bid  him  take  care  of  his  friend.  He 
looked  grave.  “  I  thought  it  was  coming,”  he  said. 
“  I  wish  they  would  have  done  it  out  of  our  way.” 

“  So  do  I,  but  I  didn’t  take  measures  in  time.” 

“Well,  it  is  all  right  as  regards  them  both,  but  poor 
Bobus  will  hardly  get  over  it.” 

“  We  must  do  our  best  to  soften  the  shock,  and,  as 
it  can’t  be  helped,  we  must  put  our  feelings  in  our 
pocket.” 

“As  one  has  to  do  most  times,”  said  Jock.  “  Well, 
I  suppose  it  is  better  for  one  in  the  end  than  having 
it  all  one’s  own  way.  And  Evelyn  is  a  generous 
fellow,  who  deserves  anything  i  ” 

“  So,  Jock,  as  we  can  do  Bobus  no  good,  and  know 
besides  that  nothing  could  make  it  right  for  his  hopes 
to  be  fulfilled,  we  must  throw  ourselves  into  this 
present  affair  as  Cecil  and  Essie  deserve.” 

“  All  right,  mother,”  he  said.  “  There’s  not  stuff  in 
her  to  be  of  much  use  to  Bobus  if  he  had  her,  besides 
the  other  objection.  It  is  the  hope  that  he  will 
sorely  miss,  poor  old  fellow  !  ” 

“Ah  !  if  he  had  a  better  hope  lighted  as  his  guiding 
star  !  But  we  must  not  stand  talking  now,  Jock  ;  I 
must  take  her  to  Church  quietly  with  me.” 
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To  Cecil’s  consternation,  his.  military  duties  would 
detain  him  all  the  forenoon,  of  the  next  day ;  and 
before  he  could  have  started,  the  train  that  brought 
John  back  also  brought  his  father  and  mother,  the 
latter  far  more  eager  and  effusive  than  her  sister- 
in-law  had  ever  seen  her.  “  My  dear  Caroline,  I 
thought  you’d  excuse  my  coming,  I  was  so  anxious 
to  see  about  my  little  girl,  and  we’ll  go  to  an. 
hotel.” 

“  I’ll  leave  you  with  her,”  said  Caroline,  rushing  off 
in  haste,  to  let  Esther  utter  her  own  story  as  best  she 
might,  poor  child !  Allen  was  fortunately  in  his 
room,  and  his  mother  sprang  down  to  him  to  warn 
him  to  telegraph  to  Cecil  that  Colonel  Brownlow  was 
in  Collingwood  Street  ;  the  fates  being  evidently 
determined  to  spare  her  nothing. 

Allen’s  feelings  were  far  less  keen  as  to  Bobus  than 
were  Jock’s,  and  he  liked  the  connection;  so  he  let 
himself  be  infected  with  the  excitement,  and  roused 
himself  not  only  to  telegraph,  but  go  himself  to  Cecil’s 
quarters  to  make  sure  of  him.  It  was  well  that  he 
did  so,  for  just  as  he  got  into  Oxford  Street,  he  beheld 
the  well-known  bay  fortunately  caught  in  a  block  of 
omnibuses  and  carts  round  a  tumble-down  cab-horse, 
and  some  gas-fitting.  Such  was  the  impatience  of 
the  driver  of  the  hansom,  that  Allen  absolutely  had  to 
rush  desperately  across  the  noses  of  half-a-dozen 
horses,  making  wild  gestures,  before  he  was  seen  and 
taken  up  by  Cecil’s  side. 

“  The  most  wonderful  thing  of  all,”  said  Cecil 
afterwards,  “was  to  see  Allen  going  on  like  that !  ” 

In  consequence  of  his  speed,  Colonel  and  Mrs. 
Brownlow  had  hardly  arrived  at  Esther’s  faltered 
story,  and  come  to  a  perception  which  way  her  heart 
lay,  when  she  started  and  cried,  “  Oh,  that’s  his 
hansom  !  ”  for  she  perfectly  well  knew  the  wheels. 

So  did  her  aunt  and  Babie,  who  had  taken  refuge 
in  the  studio,  but  came  out  at  Allen’s  call  to  hear  his 
adventures,  and  thenceforth  had  to  remain  easily 
accessible,  Babie  to  take  charge  of  Lina,  who  was 
much  aggrieved  at  her  banishment,  and  Mother  Carey 
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to  be  the  recipient  of  all  kinds  of  effusions  from  the 
different  persons  concerned.  There  was  the  mother  : 
“  Such  a  nice  young  man  !  So  superior  !  Everything 
we  could  have  wished !  And  so  much  attached  ! 
Speaks  so  nicely  !  You  are  sure  there  will  be  no 
trouble  with  his  mother  ?  ” 

“  I  see  no  danger  of  it.  I  am  sure  she  must  love 
dear  little  Esther,  and  that  she  would  like  to  see  Cecil 
married.” 

“Well,  you  know  her!  but  you  know  she  might 
look  much  higher  for  him,  though  the  Brownlows  are 
a  good  old  family.  Oh,  my  dear  Caroline,  I  shall 
never  forget  what  you  have  done  for  us  all.” 

Her  Serenity  in  a  flutter  was  an  amusing  sight.  She 
was  so  full  of  exultation,  and  yet  had  too  much  pro¬ 
priety  to  utter  the  main  point  of  her  hopes,  fears,  doubts, 
and  gratitude ;  and  she  durst  not  so  much  as  hazard 
an  inquiry  after  poor  Lord  Fordham,  lest  she  should 
be  suspected  of  the  thought  that  came  uppermost. 

However,  the  Colonel,  with  whom  that  possibility 
was  a  very  secondary  matter,  could  speak  out :  “  I 
like  the  lad  ;  he  is  a  good,  simple,  honest  fellow,  well- 
principled,  and  all  one  could  wish.  I  don’t  mind 
trusting  little  Essie  with  him,  and  he  says  his  brother 
is  sure  to  give  him  quite  enough  to  marry  upon,  so 

they’ll  do  very  well,  even,  if -  Flow  about  that 

affair  which  was  hinted  of  at  Belforest,  Caroline  ?  Will 
it  ever  come  off  ?  ” 

“  Probably  not.  Poor  Lord  Fordham’s  health  does 
not  improve,  and  so  I  am  very  thankful  that  he 
does  not  fulfil  Babie’s  ideal.” 

“  Poor  young  man  !  ”  said  Ellen,  with  sincere  com¬ 
passion  but  great  relief. 

“That’s  the  worst  of  it,”  said  the  father,  gravely. 
“  I  am  afraid  it  is  a  consumptive  family,  though  this 
young  fellow  looks  hearty  and  strong.” 

“  He  has  always  been  so,”  said  Caroline.  “  He  and 
his  sister  are  quite  different  in  looks  and  constitution 
from  poor  Fordham,  and  I  believe  from  the  elder  ones. 
They  are  shorter  and  sturdier,  and  take  after  their 
mother’s  family.” 
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“  I  told  you  so,  papa,”  said  Ellen.  “  1  was  sure 
nothing  could  be  amiss  with  him.  You  can’t  expect 
everybody  to  look  like  our  boys.  Well,  Caroline,  you 
have  always  been  a  good  sister ;  and  to  think  of  your 
having  done  this  for  little  Essie  !  Tell  me  how  it  was  ? 
Had  you  suspected  it  ?  ” 

It  was  all  very  commonplace  and  happy.  Colonel 
and  Mrs.  Brownlow  were  squeezed  into  the  house  to 
await  Mrs.  Evelyn’s  reply,  and  Cecil  and  Esther  sat 
hand-in-hand  all  the  evening,  looking,  as  Allen  and 
Babie  agreed,  like  such  a  couple  of  idiots,  that  the 
intimate  connection  between  selig  and  silly  was 
explained. 

Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  whiled  away  the  next  day 
by  a  grand  shopping  expedition,  followed  by  the 
lovers,  who  seemed  to  find  pillars  of  floor-cloth  and 
tracery  of  iron-work  as  blissful  as  ever  could  be 
pleached  alley.  Nay,  one  shopman  flattered  Cecil 
and  shocked  Esther  by  directing  his  exhibition  of 
wares  to  them,  and  the  former  was  thus  excited  to 
think  how  soon  they  might  be  actually  shopping  on 
their  own  account,  and  to  fix  his  affections  on  an 
utterly  impracticable  fender  as  his  domestic  hearth. 
Meanwhile  Caroline  had  only  just  come  in  from 
amusing  Mrs.  Lucas  with  the  story,  when  a  cab  drove 
up,  and  Mrs.  Evelyn  was  with  her,  with  an  eager, 
“  Where  are  they  ?  ” 

“Somewhere  in  the  depths  of  the  city,  with  her 
mother,  shopping.  Ought  I  to  have  told  you  ?  ” 

“  Of  course  I  trust  you.  She  must  be  nice — your 
Friar’s  sister  ;  but  I  could  not  stay  at  home,  and 
Duke  wished  me  to  come - ■” 

“  How  is  he  ?  ” 

So  veiy  happy  about  this — the  connection 
especially.  I  don’t  think  he  could  have  borne  it  if 
it  had  been  the  Infanta.  How  is  that  dear  Babie  ?” 

“  Quite  well.  I  left  her  walking  with  Lina  in  the 
Square  gardens.” 

“  As  simple  and  untouched  as  ever  ?  ” 

“  As  much  as  ever  a  light-hearted  baby.” 

“Ah!  well,  so  much  the  better.  And  let  me  say, 
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once  for  all,  that  you  need  not  fear  any  closer  inter¬ 
course  with  us.  My  poor  Duke  has  made  up  his 
mind  that  such  things  are  not  for  him,  and  wishes 
all  to  be  arranged  for  Cecil  as  his  heir.  Not  that 
he  is  any  worse.  With  care  he  may  survive  us  all, 
the  doctors  say  ;  but  he  has  made  up  his  mind,  and 
will  never  ask  Babie  again.  He  says  it  would  be  cruel ; 
but  he  does  long  for  a  sight  of  her  bright  face  !  ” 

“  Well,  we  shall  be  brought  into  meeting  in  a  simple 
natural  way.” 

“  And  Babie  ?  How  does  she  look  ?  I  am 
ashamed  of  it  ;  but  I  can’t  help  thinking  more  about 
seeing  her  than  this  new  cousin.  I  can  fancy  her — - 
handsome,  composed,  and  serene.” 

“  That  may  be  so  ten  or  twenty  years  hence  !  but 
now  she  is  the  tenderest  little  clinging  thing  you  ever 
saw.” 

“  And  my  ideal  would  have  been  that  Cecil  should 
have  chosen  some  one  superior  ;  but  after  all,  I  believe 
he  is  really  more  likely  to  be  raised  by  being  looked 
up  to.  He  has  been  our  boy  too  long.” 

“  Quite  true  ;  I  have  watched  him  content  with  the 
level  my  impertinent  children  assign  him  here,  but 
now  trying  to  be.  manly  for  Essie’s  sake.  You  have 
not  told  me  of  Sydney.” 

“So  angry  at  the  folly  of  passing  over  Babie, 
that  I  was  forced  to  give  her  a  hint  to  be  silent 
before  Duke.  She  collapsed,  much  impressed.  For¬ 
give  me,  if  it  was  a  betrayal  ;  but  she  is  two  years  older 
now,  and  would  not  have  been  a  safe  companion  unless 
warned.  Hark  !  Is  that  the  door-bell  ?  ” 

Therewith  the  private  interview  period  set  in,  and 
Babie  made  such  use  of  her  share  of  it,  that  when 
Lina  was  produced  in  the  drawing-room  before  dinner 
she  sat  on  Cecil’s  knee,  and  gravely  observed  that  she 
had  a  verse  to  repeat  to  him — 

‘  ‘  The  phantom  blackcock  of  Kilnaught 
Is  a  marvellous  bird  yet  uncaught ; 

Go  out  in  all  weather, 

You  see  aot  a  feather, 

Yet  a  marvelous  work  it  has  wrought, 

That  phantom  blackcock  of  Kilnaught.” 


5JS  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

“  What  is  that  verse  you  are  saying,  Lina  ?  ”  said 
her  mother. 

Lina  trotted  across  and  repeated  it,  while  Cecil 
shook  his  head  at  wicked  Babie. 

“  I  hope  you  don’t  learn  nursery  rhymes,  about 
phantoms  and  ghosts,  Lina  ?  ”  said  Mrs.  Robert 
Brownlow. 

“  This  is  an  original  poem,  Aunt  Ellen,”  replied 
Babie,  gravely. 

“More  original  than  practical,”  said  John.  “You 
haven’t  accounted  for  the  pronoun  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  never  mind  that.  Great  poets  are  above 
rules.  I  want  Essie  to  promise  us  bridesmaids  black¬ 
cock  tails  in  our  hats.” 

“  My  dear !  ”  said  her  aunt,  in  serious  reproof, 
shocked  at  the  rapidity  of  the  young  lady’s  ideas. 

“  Or,  at  least,”  added  Babie,  “  if  she  won’t,  you’ll 
give  us  blackcock  lockets,  Cecil.  They  would  be 
lovely — you  know— enamelled  !  ” 

“  That  I  will  !  ”  he  cried.  “  And,  Mother  Carey, 
will  you  model  me  a  group  of  the  birds  ?  That 
would  be  a  jolly  present !  ” 

“  Better  than  Esther’s  head,  eh  ?  I  have  done  that 
three  times,  and  you  shall  choose  one,  Cecil.” 

Nothing  would  serve  Cecil  but  an  immediate  ex¬ 
pedition  to  the  studio,  to  choose  as  well  as  they  could 
by  lamp-light. 

And  during  the  examination,  Mrs.  Evelyn 
managed  to  say  to  Caroline,  “  I’m  quite  satisfied. 
She  is  as  bright  and  childish  as  you  told  me.” 

“  Essie  ?  ” 

“  No,  the  Infanta.” 

“If  she  is  not  a  little  too  much  so.” 

“Oh  no,  don’t  wish  any  difference  in  those  high 
spirits  !  ” 

“  She  makes  it  a  cheerful  house,  dear  child  ;  and 
even  Allen  has  brightened  lately.” 

“And,  Jock  ?  He  looks  hard-worked,  but  brisk  as 
ever.” 

“He  does  work  very  hard  in  all  ways ;  but  he 
thoroughly  enjoys  his  work,  and  is  as  much  my 
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sunshine  as  Babie.  There  are  golden  opinions  of  him 
in  the  Medical  School ;  indeed  there  are  of  both  my 
Johns.” 

“  They  are  quite  the  foremost  of  the  young  men  of 
their  year,  and  carry  off  most  of  the  distinctions, 
besides  being  leaders  in  influence.  So  Dr.  Medlicott 
told  us,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn ;  “  and  yet  he  said  it  was 
delightful  to  see  how  they  avoided  direct  rivalry,  or 
else  were  perfectly  friendly  over  it.” 

“Yes,  they  avoid,  when  it  is  possible,  going  in  for 
the  same  things,  and  indeed  I  think  Jock  has  more 
turn  for  the  scientific  side  of  the  study,  and  the 
Friar  for  the  practical.  There  is  room  for  them 
both  !  ” 

“  And  what  a  contrast  they  are  !  What  a  very 
handsome  fellow  John  has  grown!  So  tall,  and 
broad,  and  strong,  with  that  fine  colour,  and  dark 
eyes  as  beautiful  as  his  sister’s  !  ” 

“  More  beautiful,  I  should  say,”  returned  Caroline  ; 
“there  is  so  much  more  intellect  in  them — raising 
them  out  of  the  regular  Kencroft  comeliness.  True, 
the  great  charm  of  the  stalwart  Friar,  as  we  call 
him,  is — what  his  father  has  in  some  degree — that 
quiet  composed  way  that  gives  one  a  sense  of  pro¬ 
tection.  I  think  his  patients  will  feel  entire  trust 
in  his  hands.  They  say  at  the  hospital  the  poor 
people  always  are  happy  when  they  see  one  of  the 
Mr.  Brownlows  coming,  whether  it  be  the  big  or  the 
little  one.” 

“Not  so  very  little,  except  by  comparison;  and 
I  am  glad  Jock  keeps  his  soldierly  bearing.” 

“He  is  a  Volunteer,  you  know,  and  very  valuable 
there.” 

“But  he  has  not  an  ounce  of  superfluous  flesh. 
He  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  perfectly  polished,  finished 
instrument !  ” 

“That  is  just  what  used  to  be  said  of  his  father. 
Colonel  Brownlow  says  he  is  the  most  like  my  poor 
young  father  of  all  the  children.” 

“  He  is  the  most  like  you.” 

“But  he  puts  me  most  of  all  in  mind  of  my 
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husband,  in  all  his  ways,  and  manner ;  and  our  old 
friends  tell  me  that  he  sets  about  things  exactly  like 
his  father,  as  if  it  were  by  imitation.  I  like  to  know 
it  is  so,” 


CHAPTER'  XXXVI. 

OF  NO  CONSEQUENCE. 

Fell  not,  but  dangled  in  mid  air, 

For  from  a  fissure  in  the  stone 

Which  lined  its  sides,  a  bush  had  grown, 

To  this  he  clung  with  all  his  might. 

Archbishop  Trench. 

LORD  Fordham  made  it  his  most  especial  and 
urgent  desire  that  his  brother’s  wedding,  which  was  to 
take  place  before  Lent,  should  be  at  his  home  instead 
of  at  the  lady’s.  Otherwise  he  could  not  be  present, 
for  Kenminster  had  a  character  for  bleakness,  and 
he  was  never  allowed  to  travel  in  an  English  winter. 
Besides,  he  had  set  his  heart  on  giving  one  grand 
festal  day  to  his  tenantry,  who  had  never  had  a  day 
of  rejoicing  since  his  great-uncle  came  of  age,  forty 
years  ago. 

Mrs.  Robert  Brownlow  did  not  like  it  at  all,  either  as 
an  anomaly  or  as  a  disappointment  to  the  Kenminster 
world,  but  her  husband  was  won  over,  and  she  was 
obliged  to  consent.  Mother  Carey,  with  her  brood, 
were  of  course  to  be  guests,  but  her  difficulty  was  the 
leaving  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lucas.  The  good  old  physician 
was  failing  fast,  and  they  had  no  kindred  near  at 
hand,  or  capable  of  being  of  much  comfort  to  them, 
and  she  was  considering  how  to  steer  between  the  two 
calls,  when  J ock  settled  it  for  her,  by  saying  that  he 
did  not  mean  to  go  to  Fordham,  and  if  Mrs.  Lucas 
liked,  would  sleep  in  the  house.  There  was  much 
amazement  and  vexation.  He  had  of  course  been  the 
first  best  man  thought  of,  but  he  fought  off,  declaring 
that  he  could  not  afford  to  miss  a  single  lecture  or 
demonstration.  Friar  John’s  University  studies  had 
given  him  such  a  start  that  he  had  to  work  less  hard 
than  his  cousin,  and  could  afford  himself  the  week  for 
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which  he  was  invited  ;  but  Jock  declared  that  he  could 
not  even  lose  the  thirty-six  hours  that  Armine  was  to 
take  for  the  journey  to  Fordham  and  back.  Every 
one  declared  this  nonsense,  and  even  Mrs.  Lucas  could 
not  bear  that  he  should  remain,  as  she  thought,  on  her 
account  ;  but  his  mother  did  not  join  in  the  public 
outcry,  and  therefore  was  admitted  to  fuller  insight, 
as  he  was  walking  back  with  her,  after  listening  to  the 
old  lady’s  persuasions. 

“  I  think  she  would  really  be  better  pleased  to 
spare  you  for  that  one  day,”  said  Caroline. 

“May  be,  good  old  soul,”  said  Jock;  “but  as  you 
know,  mother,  that’s  not  all.” 

“  I  guessed  not.  It  may  be  wiser.” 

“Well  !  There’s  no  use  in  stirring  it  all  up  again, 
after  having  settled  down  after  a  fashion,”  said  Jock. 
“  I  see  clearer  than  ever  how  hopeless  it  is  to  have 
anything  fit  to  offer  a  girl  in  her  position  for  the  next 
ten  years,  and  I  must  not  get  myself  betrayed  into 
drawing  her  in  to  wait  for  me.  I  am  such  an 
impulsive  fool,  I  don’t  know  what  I  might  be  saying 
to  her,  and  it  would  not  be  a  right  return  for  all  they 
have  been  to  me.” 

“  You  will  have  to  meet  her  in  town  ?” 

“  Perhaps  ;  but  not  as  if  I  were  in  the  house  and  at 
the  wedding.  It  would  just  bring  back  the  time  when 
she  bade  me  never  give  up  my  sword.” 

“  Perhaps  she  is  wiser  now.” 

“  That  would  make  it  even  more  likely  that  I 
should  say  what  would  be  better  left  alone.  No, 
mother!  Ten  years  hence,  if — - — ” 

She  thought  of  Magnum  Bonum,  and  said,  “  Sooner, 
perhaps !  ” 

“No,”  he  said,  laughing.  “It  is  only  in  the 
‘  Traveller’s  Joy’  that  all  the  bigwigs  are  out  of  sight, 
and  the  apothecary’s  boy  saved  the  Lord  Mayor’s  life.” 

With  that  laugh,  rather  a  sad  one,  he  inserted  the 
latch-key  and  ended  the  discussion. 

Whether  Barbara  were  really  unwilling  to  go  was 
not  clear,  for  she  had  no  such  excuse  as  her  brother  ; 
but  site  grumbled  almost  as  much  as  her  aunt  at  the 
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solecism  of  a  wedding  in  the  gentleman’s  home  ;  and 
for  the  only  time  in  her  life  showed  ill-humour.  She 
was  vexed  with  Esther  for  her  taste  in  bridesmaid’s 
attire  (hers  was  given  by  her  uncle)  ;  sarcastic  to  Cecil 
for  his  choice  of  gifts  ;  cross  to  her  mother  about 
every  little  arrangement  as  to  dress ;  satirical  on 
Allen’s  revival  of  spirits  in  prospect  of  a  visit  to  a 
great  house  ;  annoyed  at  whatever  was  done  or  not 
done  ;  and  so  much  less  tolerant  of  having  little  Lina 
left  on  her  hands,  that  Aunt  Carey  became  the  child’s 
best  reliance. 

Some  of  this  temper  might  be  put  to  the  score  of 
that  pity  for  Bobus,  which  Babie  in  her  caprice  had 
begun  to  dwell  on,  most  inconsistently  with  her 
former  gaiety ;  but  her  mother  attributed  it  to  an 
unconfessed  reluctance  to  meet  Lord  Fordham  again, 
and  a  sense  that  the  light  thoughtlessness  to  which 
she  had  clung  so  long  might  perforce  be  at  an  end. 

So  sharp-edged  was  her  tongue,  even  to  the 
moment  of  embarkation  in  the  train,  that  her  mother 
began  to  fear  how  she  might  behave,  and  dreaded  lest 
she  should  wound  Fordham  ;  but  she  grew  more  silent 
all  the-  way  down,  and  when  the  carriage  came  to 
the  station,  and  they  drove  past  banks  starred  by 
primroses,  and  with  the  blue  eyes  of  periwinkles 
looking  out  among  the  evergreen  trailers,  she  spoke 
no  word.  Even  Allen  brightened  to  enjoy  that  lamb¬ 
like  March  day  ;  and  John,  with  his  little  sister  on  his 
knee,  was  most  joyously  felicitous.  Indeed,  the  tall, 
athletic,  handsome  fellow  looked  as  if  it  were  indeed 
spring  with  him,  all  the  more  from  the  contrast  with 
Allen’s  languid,  sallow  looks,  savouring  of  the  fumes 
in  which  he  lived. 

Out  on  the  steps  were  Fordham,  wrapped  up  to  the 
ears  ;  Sydney  ready  to  devour  Babie,  who  passively 
submitted ;  and  Mrs.  Evelyn,  as  usual,  giving  her 
friend  a  sense  of  rest  and  reliance. 

The  last  visit,  though  only  five  years  previous  to 
this  one,  had  seemed  in  past  ages,  till  the  familiar 
polished  oak  floor  was  under  foot,  and  the  low  tea- 
table  in  the  wainscoted  hall,  before  the  great  wood 
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fire,  looked  so  homelike  and  natural,  that  the  new 
comers  felt  as  if  they  had  only  left  it  yesterday. 
Fordham,  having  thrown  off  his  wraps,  waited  on  his 
guests,  looking  exceedingly  happy  in  his  quiet  way, 
but  more  fragile  than  ever.  He  had  a  good  deal  of 
fair  beard,  but  it  could  not  conceal  the  hollowness  of 
his  cheeks,  and  there  were  great  caves  round  his  eyes, 
which  were  very  bright  and  blue.  Yet  he  was  called 
well,  waited  assiduously  on  little  Lina,  and  talked 
with  animation. 

“We  have  nailed  the  weathercock,”  he  said,  “and 
telegraphed  to  the  clerk  of  the  weather-office  not  to 
let  the  wind  change  for  a  week.” 

Meantime  we  have  three  delicious  days  to  our¬ 
selves,”  said  Sydney,  “before  any  of  the  nonsense 
and  preparation  begins.” 

“  Indeed !  As  if  Sydney  were  not  continually 
drilling  her  unfortunate  children  !  ” 

If  you  call  the  Psalms  and  hymns  nonsense. 
Duke - ” 

“  No  !  no  !  But  isn’t  there  a  course  of  instruction 
going  on,  how  to  strew  the  flowers  gracefully  before 
the  bride  ?  ” 

“Well,  I  don’t  want  them  thrown  at  her  head,  as 
the  children  did  at  the  last  wedding,  when  a  great 
cowslip  ball  hit  the  bride  in  the  eye.  So  I  told  the 
mistress  to  show  them  how,  and  the  other  day  we 
found  them  in  two  lines,  singing — 

“  ‘  This  is  the  way  the  flowers  we  strew  !  ’  ” 

“  I  suppose  Cecil  is  keeping  his  residence  ?  ” 

“  No.  Did  you  not  know  that  this  little  Church  of 
ours  is  not  licensed  for  weddings  ?  The  parish  Church 
is  three  miles  off  and  a  temple  of  the  winds.  This  is 
only  a  chapelry,  there  is  a  special  licence,  and  Cecil  is 
hunting  with  the  Hamptons,  and  comes  with  them 
on  Monday.” 

“  Special  licence  !  Happy  Mrs.  Coffinkey  !  ”  ejacu¬ 
lated  Babie. 

“Everybody  comes  then,”  said  Sydney;  “not 
that  it  is  a  very  large  everybody  after  all,  and  we 
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have  not  asked  more  neighbours  than  we  can 
help,  because  it  is  to  be  a  feast  for  all  the  chief 
tenants — here  in  this  hall — then  the  poor  people 
dine  in  the  great  barn,  and  the  children  drink  tea 
later  in  the  school.  Come,  little  Caroline,  you’ve 
done  tea,  and  I  have  my  old  baby-house  to  show 
you.  Come,  Babie !  Oh !  isn’t  it  delicious  to 
have  you  ?  ” 

When  Sydney  had  carried  off  Babie,  and  the  two 
mothers  stood  over  the  fire  in  the  bedroom,  Mrs. 
Evelyn  said— 

“  So  Lucas  stays  with  his  good  old  godfather.  I 
honour  him  more  than  I  can  show.” 

“  We  did  not  like  to  leave  the  old  people  alone. 
They  were  my  kindest  friends  in  my  day  of  trouble.” 

“You  will  not  let  me  press  him  to  run  down  for 
the  one  day,  if  he  cannot  leave  them  for  more  ? 
Would  he,  do  you  think  ?” 

“  I  believe  he  would,  if  yoio  did  it,”  said  Caroline, 
slowly ;  “  but  I  ought  not  let  you  do  so,  without 
knowing  his  full  reason  for  staying  away.” 

They  both  coloured  as  if  they  had  been  their  own 
daughters,  and  Mrs.  Evelyn  smiled  as  she  said — 

“We  have  outgrown  some  of  our  folly  about  choice 
of  profession.” 

“  But  does  that  make  it  safer  ?  My  poor  boy  has 
talked  it  over  with  me.  He  says  he  is  afraid  of  his 
own  impulses,  leading  him  to  say  what  would  not  be 
an  honourable  requital  for  all  your  kindness  to  him.” 

“  He  is  very  good.  I  think  he  is  right — quite 
right,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn.  “  I  am  afraid  I  must  say 
so.  For  anything  to  begin  afresh  between  them 
might  lead  to  suspense  that  my  child’s  constitution 
might  not  stand,  and  I  am  very  grateful  to  him  for 
sparing  her.” 

“Afresh  ?  Do  you  think  there  ever  was  anything  ?” 

“Never  anything  avowed,  but  a  good  deal'  of 
sympathy.  Indeed,  .so  far  as  I  can  guess,  my  foolish 
girl  was  first  much  offended  and  disquieted  with  Jock 
for  not  listening  to  her  persuasions,  and  then  equally 
so  with  herself  for  having  made  them,  and  now  I 
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coatess  I  think  shame  and  confusion  are  predominant 
with  her  when  she  hears  of  him.” 

“  So  that  she  is  relieved  at  his  absence.” 

“  Just  so,  and  it  is  better  so  to  leave  it ;  I  should  be 
only  too  happy  to  keep  her  with  me  waiting  for  him, 
only  I  had  rather  she  did  not  know  it.” 

“  My  dear  friend  !  ”  And  again  Caroline  thought 
of  Magnum  Bonum.  All  the  evening  she  said  to 
hersell  that  Sydney  showed  no  objection  to  medical 
students,  when  she  was  looking  over  the  Engelberg 
photographs _  with  John,  who  had  been  far  more  her 
companion  in  the  mountain  rambles  they  recalled 
than  had  Jock  in  his  half-recovered  state. 

The  mother  could  not  help  feeling  a  little  pang  of 
jealousy  as  she  owned  to  herself  that  the  Friar  was 
a  very  fine-looking  youth,  with  the  air  of  a  university 
man,  and  of  one  used  to  good  society,  and  that  he 
did  look  most  perilously  happy.  He  was  the  next 
thing  to  her  own  son,  but  not  quite  the  same,  and  she 
half  repented  of  her  candour  to  Mrs.  Evelyn,  and 
wished  that  the  keen,  sensitive  face  and  soldierly 
figure  could  be  there  to  reassert  their  influence. 

There  ensued  a  cheerful,  pleasant  Saturday,  which 
did  much  to  restore  the  ordinary  tone  between  the 
old  friends  and  to  take  off  the  sense  of  strangeness. 
It  was  evident,  that  Lord  Fordham  had  insensibly 
become  much  more  the  real  head  and  master  of  the 
house  than  at  the  time  when  the  Brownlow  party 
had  last  been  there,  and  that  he  had  taken  on  him 
much  more  of  the  duties  of  his  position  than  he  had 
then  seemed  capable  of  fulfilling.  It  might  cost  much 
effort,  but  he  had  ceased  to  be  the  mere  invalid,  and 
had  come  to  take  his  part  thoroughly  and  effectively, 
and  to  win  trust  and  confidence.  It  was  strange  to 
think  how  Babie  could  ever  have  called  him  a  muff 
merely  to  be  pitied. 

The  Sundays  at  Fordham  were  always  delightful. 
The  little  Church  was  as  near  perfection  as  might  be. 
It  was  satisfactory  to  see  that  Fordham’s  gentleness  and 
courtesy  had  dispelled  all  the  clouds,  and  Barbara  had 
returned  to  her  ordinary  manner  ;  perhaps  a  little 
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more  sedate  and  gentie  than  usual,  and  towards  him 
she  was  curiously  submissive,  as  if  she  had  a  certain 
awe  of  the  tenderness  she  had  rejected. 

After  the  short  afternoon  service,  Sydney  waited 
to  exercise  her  choir  once  more  in  their  musical 
duties  ;  but  Babie,  hearing  there  was  to  be  no 
rehearsal  of  the  flower-strewing,  declared  she  had 
enough  of  classes  at  home,  and  should  take  Lina 
for  a'stroll  on  the  sunny  terrace  among  the  crocuses, 
where  Fordham  joined  them  till  warned  that  the  sun 
was  getting  low. 

One  there  was  who  would  have  been  glad  of  an 
invitation  to  join  in  the  practice,  but  who  did  not 
receive  one,  John  lingered  with  Allen  about  the 
gardens  till  the  latter  disposed  of  himself  on  a  seat  with 
a  cigar  beyond  the  public  gaze.  Then  saying  something 
about  seeing  whether  the  stream  promised  well  for 
fishing,  John  betook  himself  to  the  bank  of  the  river, 
one  of  the  many  Avons,  probably  with  a  notion  that 
by  the  merest  accident  he  might  be  within  distance 
at  the  break-up  of  the  choir  practice. 

Pie  was  sauntering  with  would-be  indifference 
towards  the  foot-bridge  that  shortened  the  walk  to 
the  Church,  but  he  was  still  more  than  one  hundred 
yards  from  it,  when  on  the  opposite  side  he  beheld 
Sydney  herself.  She  was  on  the  very  verge  of  the 
stream,  below  the  steep,  slippery  clay  bank,  clinging 
hard  with  one  hand  to  the  bared  root  of  a  willow 
stump,  and  with  the  other  striving  to  uphold  the  head 
and  shoulder  of  a  child,  the  rest  of  whose  person  was 
in  the  water. 

One  cry,  one  shout  passed,  then  John  had  torn  off 
coat,  boots,  and  waistcoat,  and  plunged  in  to  swim 
across,  perceiving  to  his  horror  that  not  only  was 
there  imminent  danger  of  the  boy’s  weight  over¬ 
powering  her,  but  that  the  bank,  undermined  by 
recent  floods,  was  crumbling  under  her  feet,  and 
the  willow-stump  fast  yielding  to  the  strain  on  its 
roots.  And  while  each  moment  was  life  or  death 
to  her,  he  found  the  current  unexpectedly  strong, 
and  he  had  to  use  his  utmost  efforts  to  avoid  being 
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carried  down  far  below  where  she  stood  watching  with 
cramped,  strained  failing-  limbs,  and  eyes  of  appealing, 
agonising  hope. 

One  shout  of  encouragement  as  he  was  carried 
past  her,  but  steming  the  current  all  the  time,  and 
at  last  he  paddled  back  towards  her,  and  came  close 
enough  to  lay  hold  of  the  boy. 

“  Let  go,”  he  said,  “  I  have  him.” 

But  just  as  Sydney  relaxed  her  hold  on  the  boy 
the  willow  stump  gave  way  and  toppled  over  with 
an  avalanche  of  clay  and  stones.  Happily  Sydney 
had  already  unfastened  her  grasp,  and  so  fell,  or 
threw  herself  backwards  on  the  bank,  scratched, 
battered,  bruised,  and  feeling  half  buried  for  an 
instant,  but  struggling  up  immediately,  and  shrieking 
with  horror  as  she  missed  John  and  the  boy,  who  had 
both  been  swept  in  by  the  tree.  The  next  moment 
she  heard  a  call,  and  scrambling  up  the  bank,  saw 
John  among  the  reedy  pools  a  little  way  down, 
dragging  the  boy  after  him. 

She  dashed  and  splashed  to  the  spot  and  helped 
to  drag  the  child  to  a  drier  place,  where  they  all  three 
sank  on  the  grass,  the  boy,  a  sturdy  fellow  of  seven 
years  old,  lying  unconscious,  and  the  other  two  sitting 
not  a  little  exhausted,  Sydney  scarcely  less  drenched 
than  the  child.  She  was  the  first  to  gasp — 

“  The  boy  ?  ” 

“He’ll  soon  be  all  right,”  said  John,  bending  over 
him.  “  How  came - ” 

“  I  came  suddenly  on  them — him  and  his  brother— 
birds’-nesting.  In  his  fright  he  slipped  in.  I  just 
caught  him,  but  the  other  ran  away,  and  I  could  not 
pull  him  up.  Oh  !  if  you  had  not  come.” 

John  hid  his  face  in  his  hands  with  a  murmur  of 
intense  thanksgiving. 

“  You  should  get  home,”  he  said.  “  Can  you  ?  I’ll 
see  to  the  boy.” 

At  this  moment  the  keeper  came  up  full  of  wrath 
and  consternation,  as  soon  as  he  understood  what 
had  happened.  He  was  barely  withheld  from  shaking 
the  truant  violently  back  to  life,  and  averred  that 
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he  would  teach  him  to  come  birds -nesting  in  the 
park  on  Sunday. 

And  when,  after  he  had  fetched  John’s  coat  and 
boots,  Sydney  bade  him  take  the  child,  now  crying 
and  shivering,  back  to  his  mother,  and  tell  her  to 
put  him  to  bed  and  giye  him  something  hot  he 
replied — 

“  Ay,  ma’am,  I  warrant  a  good  warming  would 
do  him  no  harm.  Come  on,  then,  you  young  rascal ; 
you  won’t  always  find  a  young  lady  to  pull  you  out, 
nor  a  gentleman  to  swim  across  that  there  Avon. 
Upon  my  honour,  sir,  there  ain’t  many  could  have 
done  that  when  it  is  in  flood.” 

He  would  gladly  have  escorted  them  home,  but 
as  the  boy  could  not  yet  stand,  he  was  forced  to 
carry  him. 

“  You  should  walk  fast,”  said  John,  as  he  and 
Sydney  addressed  themselves  to  the  ascent  of  the 
steep  sloping  ground  above  the  river. 

She  assented,  but  she  was  a  good  deal  strained, 
bruised,  and  spent,  and  her  heavy  winter  dress, 
muddied  and  soaked,  clung  to  her  and  held  her  back, 
and  both  laboured  breathlessly  without  making  much 
speed. 

“  I  never  guessed  that  a  river  was  so  strong,”  she 
said.  “  It  was  like  a  live  thing  fighting  to  tear  him 
away.” 

“  How  long  had  you  stood  there  ?” 

“  I  can’t  guess.  It  felt  endless  !  The  boy  could  not 
help  himself,  and  I  was  getting  so  cramped  that  I 
must  have  let  go  if  your  call  had  not  given  me  just 
strength  enough  !  And  the  tree  would  have  come 
down  upon  us  !” 

“  I  believe  it  would,”  muttered  John. 

“  Mamma  must  thank  you,”  whispered  Sydney, 
holding  out  her  hand. 

He  clasped  it,  saying  almost  inwardly — 

“  God  and  His  Angels  were  with  you.” 

“  I  hope  so,”  said  Sydney  softly. 

They  still  held  one  another’s  hands,  seeming  to 
need  the  support  in  the  steep,  grassy  ascent,  and 
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there  came  a  catch  in  John’s  breath  that  made 
Sydney  cry, 

“You  are  not  hurt  ?” 

“That  snap-  gave  me  a  dig-  in  the  side,  but  it  is 
nothing.” 

As  they  gained  the  level  ground,  Sydney  said — 

“  We  will  go  in  by  the  servants’  entrance,  it  will 
make  less  fuss.” 

“  Thank  you  ;  ”  and  with  a  final  pressure  she  loosed 
his  hand,  and  led  the  way  through  the  long,  flagged, 
bell-hung  passage,  and  pointed  to  a  stair. 

“  That  leads  to  the  end  of  the  gallery  ;  you  will  see 
a  red  baize  door,  and  then  you  know  your  way.” 

Sydney  knew  that  at  this  hour  on  Sunday,  servants 
were  not  plentiful,  but  she  looked  into  the  housekeeper’s 
room  were  the  select  grandees  were  at  tea,  and  was 
received  with  an  astounded  “Miss  Evelyn!”  from  the 
housekeeper. 

“  Yes,  Saunders  ;  I  should  have  been  drowned,  and 
little  Peter  Hollis  too,  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  Mr.  Friar 
Brownlow.  He  swam  across  Avon,  and  has  been 
knocked  by  a  tree  ;  and  Reeves,  would  you  be  so  very 
kind  as  to  go  and  see  about  him  ?” 

Reeves,  who  had  approved  of  Mr.  Friar  Brownlow 
ever  since  his  race  at  Schwarenbach,  did  not  need 
twice  bidding,  but  snatched  up  the  kettle  and  one 
of  Mrs.  Saunders’s  flasks,  while  that  good  lady  ad¬ 
ministered  the  like  potion  to  Sydney  and  carried 
her  off  to  be  undressed.  Mrs.  Evelyn  was  met  upon 
the  way,  and  while  she  was  hearing  her  daughter’s 
story,  in  the  midst  of  the  difficulties  of  unfastening 
soaked  garments,  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 
Mrs.  Saunders  went  to  it,  and  a  young  housemaid 
said — 

“  Oh,  if  you  please,  ma’am,  Mr.  Friar  Brownlow  says 
its  of  no  consequence,  but  he  has  broken  two  of  his 
ribs,  and  Mr.  Reeves  thinks  Mrs.  Evelyn  ought  to  be 
informed.” 

She  spoke  so  exactly  as  if  he  had  broken  a  window, 
that  at  first  the  sense  hardly  reached  the  two  ladies. 

“  Broken  what  ?” 
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“  His  ribs,  ma’am.” 

“Oh!  I  was  sure  he  was  hurt!”  cried  Sydney 
“  Oh,  mamma  !  go  and  see.” 

Mrs-  Evelyn  went,  but  finding  that  Reeves  and 
Fordham  were  with  John,  and  that  the  village  doctor, 
who  lived  close  by  the  park  gates,  had  been  sent  for 
.die  went  no  farther  than  the  door  of  the  patient’s 
loom,  and  there  exchanged  a  few  words  with  her  son 
Sydney  thought  her  very  hard-hearted,  and  having 
been  deposited  hi  bed,  lay  there  starting,  trembling 
and  listening,  till  her  brother,  according  to  promise* 
came  down.  ’ 

“  Well,  Sydney,  what  a  brave  little  woman  you  have 
shown  yourself!  John  has  no  words  to  tell  how  well 
you  behaved.” 

Oh,  never  mind  that !  Tell  me  about  him  ?  Is 
he  not  dreadfully  hurt  ?” 

“  He  declares  these  particular  ribs  are  nothing,”  said 
Fordham,  indicating  their  situation  on  himself,  “  and 
says  they  laugh  at  them  at  the  hospital.  He  wanted 
Reeves  to  have  sent  for  Oswald  privately,  and  then 
meant  to  have  come  down  to  dinner  as  if  nothing  had 
happened. 

“  9Swald  does  not  mean  to  allow  that,”  said 
Miss  Evelyn. 

“  Certainly  not ;  I  told  him  that  if  he  did  anything 
so  foolish  I  should  certainly  never  call  him  in.  Now 

et  hear  about  E,  Sydney,  for  he  was  in  rather  too 
much  pain  to  be  questioned,  and  I  only  heard  that 
you  had  shown  courage  and  presence  of  mind.” 

The  mother  and  brother  might  well  shudder  as  they 
heard  how  nearly  their  joy  had  been  turned  into 
mourning.  The.  river  was  a  dangerous  one,  and  to 
stem  the  current  in  full  flood  had  been  no  slight  exploit  • 

St!  mof  the  recovery  of  the  boy  after  receiving  such 
a  blow  from  the  tree. 

“  Very  nobly  done  by  both.”  said  Fordham,  bendin- 
to  kiss  his  sister  as  she  finished.  ' 

“  Most  thankworthy,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn. 

There  was  a  brief  space  spent  silently  by  both  Mrs. 
Evelyn  and  her  son  on  their  knees,  and  then  the  former 
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went  up  to  the  little  bachelor-room  where  in  the  throng 
of  guests  John  had  been  bestowed,  and  where  she 
found  him  lying,  rather  pale,  but  very  content,  and  her 
eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  took  his  hand,  saying — 

“You  know  what  I  have  come  for  ? ” 

“  How  is  she  ?”  he  said,  looking  eagerly  in  her  face. 

“  Well,  I  think,  but  rather  strained  and  very  much 
tired,  so  I  shall  keep  her  in  her  room  for  precaution’s 
sake,  as  to-morrow  will  be  a  bustling  day.  I  trust  you 
will  be  equally  wise.” 

“  I  have  submitted,  but  I  did  not  think  it  requisite. 
Pray  don’t  trouble  about  me.” 

“  What,  when  I  think  how  it  would  have  been  with¬ 
out  you  ?  No,  I  will  not  tease  you  by  talking  about 
it,  but  you  know  how  we  shall  always  feel  for  you. 
Are  you  in  much  pain  now  ?” 

“  Nothing  to  signify,  now  it  has  been  bandaged, 
thank  you.  I  shall  soon  be  all  right.  Did  she  make 
you  understand  her  wonderful  courage  and  resolution 
in  holding  up  that  heavy  boy  all  that  time  ?” 

Mrs.  Evelyn  let  John  expatiate  on  her  daughter’s 
heroism  till  steps  were  heard  approaching,  and  his 
aunt  knocked  at  the  door.  Perhaps  she  was  _  the 
person  most  tried  when  she  looked  into  his  bright, 
dark  eyes,  and  understood  the  thrill  in  his  voice  as  he 
told  of  Sydney’s  bravery  and  resolution.  She  guessed 
what  emotion  gave  sweetness  to  his  thankfulness,  and 
feared  if  he  did  not  yet  understand  it  he  soon  would, 
and  then  what  pain  would  be  in  store  for  one  or  other 
of  the  cousins.  When  Mrs.  Evelyn  asked  him  if  he 
had  really  sent  the  message  that  his  fiactuicd  ribs 
were  of  no  consequence,  his  aunt’s  foreboding  spirit 
feared  they  might  prove  of  only  too  much  conse¬ 
quence  ;  but  at  least,  if  he  were  a  supplanter,  it  would 
be  quite  unconsciously. 

As  Barbara  said,  when  she  came  up  from  the 
diminished  dinner-party  to  spend  the  evening  with 
her  friend— 

“Those  delightful  things  always  do  happen  to 
other  people !  ” 

“  It  wasn’t  very  delightful !  ’’  said  Sydney. 
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“  Not  at  the  time,  but  you  dear  old  thing,  you  have 
really  saved  a  life !  That  was  always  our  dream  !  ” 

“  The  boy  is  not  at  all  like  our  dream !  ”  said 
Sydney.  “  He  is  a  horrid  little  fellow.” 

“  Oh,  he  will  come  right  now  !  ” 

If  you  knew  the  family,  you  would  very  much 
doubt  it.” 

Sydney,  why  will  you  go  on  disenchanting  me  ? 
I  thought  the  recti  thing  had  happened  to  you  at  last 
as  a  reward  for  having  been  truer  to  our  old  woman 
than  I.” 

I  don  t  think  you  would  have  thought  hanging  on 
that  bank  much  reward,”  said  Sydney. 

Adventures  aren  t  nice  when  they  are  going  on. 
It  is  only  meminissejuvat,  you  know.  You  must  have 
felt  like  the  man  in  Riickert’s  Apologue,  with  the 
dragon  below,  and  the  mice  gnawing  the  root  above.” 

My  deal,  that  story  kept  running  in  my  head,  and 
whenever  I  looked  at  the  river  it  seemed  to  be 
carrying  me  away,  bank,  and  stump,  and  all.  I’m 
afraid  it  will  do  so  all  night.  It  did,  when  some  hot 
wme  and  water  they  made  me  have  with  my  dinner 
sent  me  to  sleep.  Then  I  thought  of— 


“  Time,  with  its  ever  rolling  stream, 
Is  bearing  them  away,” 


and  I  didn  t  know  which  was  Time  and  which  was 
Avon.” 

“  In  your  sleep,  or  by  the  river  ?  ” 

“  Both  I  think !  I  seem  to  have  thought  of 
thousands  of  things,  and  yet  my  whole  soul  was  one 
scream  of  despairing  prayer,  though  I  don’t  believe  I 
said  anything  except  to  bid  the  boy  hold  still  till 
I  heard  that  welcome  shout.” 

Ah  the  excellent  Monk  !  He  is  the  family  hero 
I  wonder  if  he  enjoys  it  more  than  you  ?  Did  he 
leally  never  let  you  guess  how  much  he  was  hurt  ?  ” 

• ,  u  7  °n  m  ;  but  he  said  ifc  was  only  a  dig 

m  the  side,  and  would  go  off.”  7  ^ 

.  i  wed!  Aden  says  T  is  accident  that  makes 
the  hero.  Now  the  Monk  has  been  as  good  as  the 


“THEN  I  THOUGHT  OF— 

‘time  with  its  ever-rolling  stream 

IS  BEARING  THEM  AWAY.’” 
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hyena  knight  of  the  Jotapata,  who  was  a  mixture 
of  Tyr,  with  his  hand  in  the  wolfs  mouth,  and  of 
Kunimund,  when  he  persuaded  Amala  that  his  blood 
running  into  the  river  was  only  the  sunset.” 

“  Don’t,”  said  Sydney.  “  I  won’t  have  it  made 
nonsense  of !  ” 

“  Indeed,”  said  Babie,  almost  piteously,  “  I  meant  it 
for  the  most  glorious  possible  praise  ;  but  somehow 
people  always  seem  to  take  me  for  a  little  hard  bit  of 
spar,  a  barbarian  or  a  baby  ;  I  wish  I  had  a  more 
sensible  name  !  ” 

“  Infanta,  his  princess,  is  what  Duke  always  call 
you,”  said  Sydney,  drawing  her  fondly  to  nestle  close 
to  her  on  the  bed  in  her  fire-lit  room.  “  Do  you 
know  one  of  the  thoughts  I  had  time  for  in  that 
dreadful  eternity  by  the  river,  was  how  I  wished  it 
were  you  that  were  going  to  be  a  daughter  to  poor 
mamma.” 

“  Esther  will  make  a  very  kind,  gentle,  tender  one.” 

“  Oh,  yes  ;  but  she  won’t  be  quite  what  you  are. 
We  have  all  been  children  together,  and  you  have 
fitted  in  with  us  ever  since  that  journey  when  we 
talked  incessantly  about  Jotapata.”  Then,  as  Babie 
made  no  answer,  Sydney  gave  her  a  squeeze,  and 
whispered,  “  I  know  !  ” 

“  Who  told  you  ?  ”  asked  Babie,  with  eyes  on  the 
fire. 

“  Mamma,  when  I  was  crazy  with  Cecil  for  caring 
for  a  pretty  face  instead  of  real  stuff.  She  thought  it 
would  hurt  Duke  if  I  went  on.” 

“  Does  he  care  still  ?  ”  said  Babie,  in  a  low  voice. 

“  Oh,  Babie,  don’t  you  feel  how  much  ?  ” 

“  Do  you  know,  Sydney,  sometimes  I  can’t  believe 
it.  I’m  sure  I  have  no  right  to  complain  of  being 
thought  a  childish,  unfeeling  little  wretch,  when  I 
recollect  how  hard,  and  cold,  and  impertinent  I  was  to 
him  three  years  ago.” 

“  It  was  three  years  ago,  and  we  were  very  foolish 
then,”  consolingly  murmured  the  wisdom  of  twenty, 
not  without  recollections  of  her  own. 

“  I  hope  it  was  only  foolishness,”  said  Barbara ; 
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“  but  I  have  only  now  begun  to  understand  the  rights 
oi  it,  only  I  could  not  bear  the  thoughts  of  seeing  him 
again.  And  now  he  is  so  kind  !  ” 

“  Do  you  wish  you  had  ?  ” 

“  Not  that.  I  don’t  think  anything  but  fuss  and 
woiry  would  have  come  of  it  then.  I  was  only  fifteen, 
and  my  mother  could  never  have  let  it  go  on,  and 
even  if—  - ;  but  what  I  am  so  grieved  and  ashamed 
at  is  my  fancying  him  not  enough  of  a  man  for  such 
a  self-sufficient  ape  as  I  was.  And  now  I  have  seen 
more  of  the  world,  and  know  what  men  are,  I  see  his 
generosity,  and  that  his  patient  fight  with  ill-health  to 
do  his  best  and  his  duty,  is  really  very  great  and 
good.” 

I  wish  you  could  tell  him  so.  No,  I  know  you 
can  t  ;  but  you  might  let  him  feel  it,  for  you  need  not 
be  afraid  of  his  ever  asking  you  again.  They  have 
had  a  great  examination  of  his  lungs,  and  there’s 
only  pait  of  one  in  any  sort  of  order.  They  say  he 
may  go  on  with  great  care  unless  he  catches  cold,  or 
;sets  disease  off  again,  and  upon  that  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  it  was  a  very  good  thing  he  had  not 
disturbed  your  peace.” 

“As  if  I  should  not  be  just  as  sorry  !”  said  Babie 
“  °h,  Sydney,  what  a  sad  world  it  is  !  And  there  is 
he  going;  about  as  manful,  and  pleased,  and  merry 
aoout  this  wedding  as  if  it  were  his  own.  And  the 
worst  of  it  is,  though  I  do  admire  him  so,  it  can’t 
be  real,  proper,  lover’s  love,  for  I  felt  quite  glad 

when  you  said  he  would  never  ask  me  so  it  is  all 
wasted.” 

The  mothers  would  hardly  have  liked  the  subject 
of  the  maidens’  talk  in  their  bower,  and  Barbara  bade 
good-night,  feeling  as  if  she  should  never  look  at 
hordham  with  the  same  eyes  again  ;  but  the  light  of 
clay  restored  commonplace  thoughts  of  the  busy 
Monday.  y 

.  Reeves,  having  been  sent  up  by  his  lord  with 
inquiries  found  the  patient’s  toilet  so  far  advanced 
that  under  protest  he  could  only  assist  in  the  re¬ 
mainder.  So  the  hero  and  heroine  met  on  the 
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stairs,  and  clasped  hands  in  haste  to  the  sound  of 
the  bell  for  morning  prayers  in  the  household  chapel, 
to  which  they  carried  their  thankful  hearts. 

The  Fordham  household  was  not  on  such  a  scale 
that  the  heads  of  the  family  could  sit  still  in  dignified 
ease  on  the  eve  of  such  a  spectacle.  Every  one  was 
busy  adorning  the  hall  or  the  tables,  and  John  would 
not  be  denied  his  share,  though  as  he  could  neither 
stoop,  lift,  nor  use  his  right  arm,  he  was  reduced  to 
making  up  wreaths  and  bouquets,  with  Lina  to 
supply  him  with  flowers,  since  he  was  the  one  person 
with  whom  she  never  failed  to  be  happy  or  good. 
Fordham  was  entreated  to  sit  still  and  share  the 
employment,  but  his  long,  thin  hands  proved  utterly 
wanting  in  the  dexterity  that  the  Monk  displayed. 
He  was,  moreover,  the  man  in  authority  constantly 
called  to  give  orders,  and  in  his  leisure  moments  much 
more  inclined  to  haunt  his  Infanta’s  winged  steps, 
and  erect  his  tall  person  where  she  could  not  reach. 
Artistic  taste  rendered  her,  her  mother,  and  Allen 
most  valuable  decorators,  and  it  might  be  doubted 
whether  Allen  had  ever  toiled  so  hard  in  his  life. 
In  pity  to  the  busy  servants,  luncheon  was  served 
up  cold  on  a  side  table,  when  Barbara,  who  had 
rallied  her  spirits  to  nonsense  pitch,  declared  that 
metaphorically,  Fordham  and  the  agent  carved  the 
meal  with  gloves  of  steel,  and  that  the  workers  drank 
the  red  wine  through  the  helmet  barred.  In  the 
midst,  however,  in  marched  Reeves,  with  a  tray  and 
a  napkin,  and  a  regular  basin  of  invalid  soup,  which 
he  set  down  before  John  in  his  easy  chair.  There 
was  something  so  exceedingly  ludicrous  in  the  poor 
Friar’s  endeavour  to  be  gratified,  and  his  look  of 
dismay  and  disgust,  that  the  public  fairly  shrieked 
with  laughter,  in  which  he  would  fain  have  joined, 
but  had  to  beg  pardon  for  only  looking  solemn ; 
laughter  was  a  painful  matter. 

However,  later  in  the  afternoon,  when  he  was 
looking  white  and  tired,  his  host  came  and  said- 

“Your  object  is  to  be  about,  and  not  make  a 
sensation  when  people  arrive.  Come  and  rest  then  ;  ” 
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then  landed  him  on  his  own  sofa  in  his  sitting-room, 
which  was  kept  sacred  from  all  confusion. 

About  half  an  hour  later  Mrs.  Evelyn  said — 

“Sydney,  my  dear,  Willis  is  come  for  the  tickets. 
Are  they  ready  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  mother,  I  meant  to  have  done  them  yesterday 
evening !  ” 

“You  had  better  take  them  to  Duke’s  room,  it  is 
the  only  quiet  place.  He  is  not  there,  I  wish  he  were. 
Willis  can  wait  while  you  fill  them  up,”  said  Mrs. 
Evelyn,  not  at  all  sorry  to  pin  her  daughter  down  for  an 
hour’s  quiet,  and  unaware  that  the  room  was  occupied. 

So  Sydney,  with  a  list  of  names  and  packet  of 
cards,  betook  herself  to  her  brother’s  writing-table, 
never  perceiving  that  there  was  anybody  under  the 
Algerine  rug,  till  there  was  a  movement,  suddenly 
checked,  and  a  voice  said — 

“  Can  I  help  ?  ” 

“Oh  !  don’t  move.  I’m  so  sorry,  I  hope - ” 

“  Oh,  no  !  I  beg  your  pardon,”  he  said,  with  equal 
incoherency,  and  raising  himself  more  deliberately. 
“  Your  brother  put  me  here  to  rest,  and  I  fell  asleep, 
and  did  not  hear  you  come  in.” 

“Oh,  don’t!  Pray,  don’t!  I  am  so  sorry  I  dis¬ 
turbed  you.  I  did  not  know  any  one  was  here - ” 

“  Pray,  don’t  go  !  Can’t  I  help  you  ?  ” 

Sydney  recollected  that  in  the  general  disorgani¬ 
sation  pen,  ink,  and  table  were  not  easy  to  secure, 
and  replied — 

“  It  is  the  people  in  the  village  who  are  to  dine 
here  to-morrow.  They  must  have  tickets,  or  we  shall 
have  all  manner  of  strangers.  The  stupid  printer 
only  sent  the  tickets  yesterday,  and  the  keeper  is 
waiting  for  them.  It  would  save  time  if  you  would 
read  out  the  names  while  I  mark  the  cards  ;  but 
please,  lie  still,  or  I  shall  go.”  And  she  came  and 
arranged  the  cushions,  which  his  movements  had 
displaced,  till  he  pronounced  himself  quite  com¬ 
fortable. 

Hardly  a  word  passed  but  “  Smith  James,  two  ; 
Bennet  Widow,  one;  Hacldebury  Nicholas,  three;” 
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with  a  “  yes  ”  after  each,  till  they  came  to  “  Hollis 
Richard.” 

“  That’s  the  boy’s  father,”  then  said  Sydney. 

“  Have  you  heard  anything  of  him  ?”  asked  John. 

“  Oh,  yes  !  his  mother  dragged  him  up  to  beg  pardon, 
and  return  thanks,  but  mamma  thought  you  would 
rather  be  spared  the  infliction.” 

“  Besides  that,  they  were  not  my  due,”  said  John., 

“  I  never  thought  of  the  boy.” 

“  If  you  did  not,  you  saved  him  twice  !” 

“A  Newfoundland-dog  instinct.  But  I  am  glad 
the  little  scamp  is  not  the  worse.  I  suppose  he  is  to 
appear  to-morrow  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes  !  and  the  vicar  begs  no  notice  may  be 
taken  of  him.  He  is  really  a  very  naughty  little  fellow, 
and  if  he  is  made  a  hero  for  getting  himself  and  us  so 
nearly  drowned  by  birds  -nesting  on  a  Sunday  in  the 
park,  it  will  be  perfectly  demoralising  !” 

“You  are  as  bad  as  your  keeper  !” 

“  I  am  only  repeating  the  general  voice,”  said 
Sydney,  with  a  gleam  upon  her  face,  half-droll,  half¬ 
tender.  '  “  Poor  little  man  !  I  got  him  alone  this  morning, 
while  his  mother  was  pouring  forth  to  mine,  and  I 
think  he  has  a  little  more  notion  where  thanks  are  due. 

“  I  should  like  to  see  him,”  said  John.  “  I’ll  try  not 
to  demoralise  him  ;  but  he  has  given  me  some  happy 

moments.”  .  .  .  ,  , 

The  voice  was  low,  and  Sydney  blushed  as  she 

laughed  and  said—  .  . 

“  That’s  like  Babie,  saying  it  was  delightful. 

“  She  is  quite  right  as  far  as  I  am  concerned. 

The  hue  on  Sydney’s  cheek  deepened  excessively, 

as  she  said — 

“  Is  George  Hollis  next  ?” 

They  went  on  steadily  after  that,  and  Willis  was 
not  kept  long  waiting.  Then  came  _  the  whirl  of 
arrivals,  Cecil  with  his  Hampton  cousins,  Sir  James 
Evelyn  and  Armine,  Jessie  and  her  General,  and  the 
Kenminster  party.  Caroline  found  herself  in  great 
request  as  general  confidante,  adviser,  and  medium  as 
being  familiar  with  all  parties,  and  it  was  evidently  a 
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great  comfort  to  her  sister-in-law  to  find  some  one 
there  to  answer  questions  and  give  her  the  carte-du- 
pays .  Outwardly,  she  was  all  the  Serene  Highness,  a 
majestic  matron,  overshadowing  everybody,  not  talk¬ 
ative,  but  doing  her  part  with  dignity,  in  great  part 
the  outcome  of  shyness,  but  rather  formidable  to 
simple-minded  Mrs.  Evelyn. 

She  heard  of  J ohn’s  accident  with  equanimity  amaz¬ 
ing  to  her  hostess,  but  befitting  the  parent  of  six  sons 
who  were  always  knocking  themselves  about.  Indeed, 
John  was  too  well  launched  ever  to  occupy  much  of 
her  thoughts.  Her  pride  was  in  her  big  Robert,  and 
her  joy  in  her  little  Harry,  and  her  care  for  whichever 
intermediate  one  needed  it  most.  This  one  at  the 
moment  was  of  course  pretty,  frightened,  blushing 
Esther,  who  was  moving  about  in  one  maze  and 
dazzle  of  shyness  and  strangeness,  hardly  daring  to 
raise  her  eyes,  but  fortunately  graceful  enough  to  look 
her  part  well  in  the  midst  of  her  terrors.  Such  con¬ 
tinual  mistakes  between  her  and  Eleanor  were  made, 
that  Cecil  was  advised  to  take  care  that  he  had  the 
right  bride ;  but  Ellie,  though  so  like  her  sister  out¬ 
wardly,  was  of  a  very  different  nature,  neither  shy  nor 
timid,  but  of  the  sturdy  Friar  texture. 

She  was  very  unhappy  at  the  loss  of  her  sister,  and 
had  an  odd  little  conversation  with  Babie,  who  showed 
her  to  her  room,  while  the  rest  of  the  world  made 
much  of  the  bride. 

“  Ellie,  the  'finery  and  flummery  is  to  be  done  in 
Aunt  Ellen’s  dressing-room,”  explained  Babie  ;  “  but 
Essie  is  to  sleep  here  with  you  to-night.” 

Poor  Ellie!  her  lip  quivered  at  the  thought  that  it 
was  for  the  last  time,  and  she  said,  bluntly — 

“  I  didn’t  want  to  have  Come  !  I  hate  it  all !  ” 

“  It  can’t  be  helped,”  said  Barbara. 

“  I  can’t  think  how  you  and  Aunt  Carey  could  mve 
in  to  it!”  b  ' 

“  It  was  the  real  article,  and  no  mistake,”  said  Babie. 
“  Yes ;  she  is  as  silly  about  him  as  possible.  A 
mere  fine  gentleman  !  Poor  Bobus  has  more  stuff  in 
him  than  a  dozen  of  him  !” 
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“  He  is  a  real,  honest,  good  fellow,”  said  Babie, 
“  I’m  sorry  for  Bobus,  but  I’ve  known  Cecil  almost  all 
my  life,  and  I  can’t  have  him  abused.  I  do  really 
believe  that  Essie  will  be  happier  with  a  simple-hearted 
fellow  like  him,  than  with  a  clever  man  like  Bobus, 
who  has  places  in  his  mind  she  could  never  reach 
up  to,  and  lucky  for  her  too,”  half  whispered  Babie  at 
the  end. 

“  I  thought  you  would  have  cared  more  for  your 
own  brother.” 

“  Remember,  they  all  said  it  would  have  been  wrong. 
Besides,  Cecil  has  been  always  like  my  brother.  You 
will  like  him  when  you  know  him'.” 

“  I  can’t  bear  fine  folks.” 

“They  are  anything  but  fine!”  cried  Babie  in¬ 
dignantly. 

“  They  can’t  help  it.  That  way  of  Lord  Fordham’s, 
high-breeding  I  suppose  you  call  it,  just  makes  me 
wild.  I  hate  it!” 

“Poor  Ellie.  You’ll  have  to  get  over  it,  for  Essie’s 
sake.” 

“No,  I  sha’n’t.  It  is  really  losing  her,  as  much  as 

J*  )) 

essie - 

“Jessie  looks  worn.” 

“No  wonder.  Jessie  was  a  goose.  Mamma  told 
her  to  marry  that  old  man,  and  she  just  did  it  because 
she  was  told,  and  now  he  is  always  ordering  her  about, 
and  worries  and  fidgets  about  everything  in  the  house. 
I  wish  one’s  sisters  would  have  more  sense  and  not 
marry.” 

Which  sentiment  poor  Ellie  uttered  just  as  Sydney 
was  entering  by  an  unexpected  open  door  into  the 
next  room,  and  she  observed,  “  Exactly !  It  is  the 
only  consolation  for  not  having  a  sister  that  she 
can’t  go  and  marry!  O  Ellie,  I  am  so  sorry  for 
you.” 

This  somewhat  softened  Ellie,  and  she  was  restored 
to  a  pitch  of  endurance  by  the  time  Essie  was  escorted 
into  the  room  by  both  the  mothers. 

That  polished  courtesy  of  Fordham’s  which  Ellie 
so  much  disliked  had  quite  won  the  heart  of  her 
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mother,  who,  having  viewed  him  from  a  distance  as  an 
obstacle  in  Esther’s  way,  now  underwent  a  revulsion 
of  feeling,  and  when  he  treated  her  with  marked  dis¬ 
tinction,  and  her  daughter  with  brotherly  kindness, 
was  filled  with  mingled  gratitude,  admiration  and 
compunction. 

When,  after  dinner,  Fordham  had  succeeded  in 
rousing  his  uncle  and  the  other  two  old  soldiers  out  of 
a  discussion  on  promotion  in  the  army,  and  getting 
them  into  the  drawing-room,  the  Colonel  came  and 
sat  down  by  his  “  good  little  sister  ”  to  confide  to  her, 
under  cover  of  Sydney’s  music,  that  he  was  very  glad 
his  pretty  Essie  had  chosen  a  younger  man  than  her 
elder  sister’s  husband. 

“  Very  opinionated  is  Hood  !  ”  he  said,  shaking  his 
head.  “Stuck  out  against  Sir  James  and  me  in  a 
perfectly  preposterous  way.” 

Caroline  was  not  prepossessed  in  favour  of  General 
Hood,  either  by  his  conversation  with  herself  at 
dinner,  or  by  the  startled  way  in  which  Jessie 
sat  upright  and  put  on  her  gloves  as  soon  as  he 
came  in  ;  but  she  did  not  wish  to  discuss  him  with 
the  Colonel,  and  asked  whether  John  had  gone  to 
bed. 

Is  he  not  here  ?  I  thought  he  had  come  in  with 
the  young  ones  ?  No  ?  then  he  must  have  gone  to 
bed.  Could  Armine  or  any  of  them  show  me  the 
way  to  his  room  ?— for  I  should  like  to  know  how  the 
boy  really  is.” 

“  I  doubt  if  Armine  knows  which  is  his  room.  I 
had  better  show  you,  for  he  is  not  unlikely  to  be  lyino- 
down  in  Fordham’s  sitting-room.  Otherwise  you 
must  piepare  foi  many  stairs.  I  suppose  you  know 
how  gallantly  he  behaved,”  she  added,  as  they  left  the 
room. 

“Yes,  Mrs.  Evelyn  told  me.  I  am  glad  he  has  not 
lost  his  athletics  in  his  London  life.  I  always  tell  his 
mother  that  John  is  the  flower  of  the  flock.” 

“  A  dear  good  brave  fellow  he  is.” 

“Yes,  you  have  been  the  making  of  him,  Caroline 
J  t  we  don’t  say  much  about  it,  we  are  none  the  less 
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sensible  of  all  you  have  been  to  our  children.  Most 
generous  and  disinterested  !  ” 

1  his  was  a  speech  to  make  Caroline  tingle  all  over, 
and  be  glad  both  that  she  was  a  little  in  advance,  and 
at  the  door  of  Foraham’s  room,  where  John  was  not. 
Indeed,  he  proved  to  be  lying  on  his  bed,  waiting  for 
some  one  to  help  him  off  with  his  coat,  and  he  was 
gratified  and  surprised  to  the  utmost  by  his  father’s 
visit,  for  in  truth  John  was  the  one  of  all  the  sons  who 
most  loved  and  honoured  his  father. 

If  that  evening  were  a  whirl,  what  was  the  ensuing 
day,  when  all  who  stood  in  the  position  of  hosts  or 
their  assistants  were  constantly  on  the  stretch,  re¬ 
ceiving,  entertaining,  arranging,  presiding  over  toilettes, 
getting  people  into  their  right  places,  saving  one 
another  trouble.  If  Mrs.  Joseph  Brownlow  was  an 
invaluable  aid  to  Mrs.  Evelyn,  Allen  was  an  admirable 
one  to  Lord  Fordham,  for  his  real  talent  was  for 
society,  and  he  had  shaken  himself  up  enough 
to  exert  it.  There  might  have  been  an  element  of 
tuft-hunting  in  it,  but  there  was  no  doubt  that  he  was 
doing  a  useful  part.  For  Robert  was  of  no  use  at  all, 
Armine  was  too  much  of  a  mere  boy  to  take  the  same 
part,  and  John  was  feeling  his  injury  a  good  deal 
more,  could  only  manage  to  do  his  part  as  bride¬ 
groom’s  man,  and  then  had  to  go  away  and  lie  down, 
while  the  wedding-breakfast  went  on.  In  consequence 
he  was  spared  the  many  repetitions  of  hearing  how  he 
had  saved  Miss  Evelyn  from  a  watery  grave,  and 
Allen  made  a  much  longer  speech  than  he  would  have 
done  for  himself  when  undertaking,  on  Rob’s  strenuous 
refusal,  to  return  thanks  for  the  bridesmaids. 

That  which  made  this  unlike  other  such  banquets, 
was  that  no  one  could  help  perceiving  how  much  less 
the  bridegroom  was  the  hero  of  the  day  to  the  tenants 
than  was  the  hectic  young  man  who  presided  over  the 
feast,  and  how  all  the  speeches,  however  they  began  in 
honour  of  Captain  Evelyn,  always  turned  into  wistful 
good  auguries  for  the  elder  brother. 

There  was  no  worship  of  the  rising  sun  there,  for 
when  Lord  Fordham,  in  proposing  the  health  of  the 

2  O 
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bride  and  bridegroom,  spoke  of  them  as  future 
possessors,  in  the  tone  of  a  father  speaking  of  his  heir 
apparent,  there  was  a  sub-audible  “  No,  no,”  and  poor 
Cecil  fairly  and  flagrantly  broke  down  in  returning 
thanks. 

Fordham’s  own  health  -had  been  coupled  with  his 
mother’s,  and  committed  to  a  gentleman  who  knew  it 
was  to  be  treated  briefly  ;  but  this  did  not  satisfy  the 
farmers,  and  the  chief  tenant  rose,  saying  he  knew  it 
was  out  of  course  to  second  a  toast,  but  he  must  take 
the  opportunity  on  this  occasion.  And  there  followed 
some  of  that  genuine  native  heartfelt  eloquence  that 
goes  so  deep,  as  the  praise  of  the  young  landlord  was 
spoken,  the  strong  attachment  to  him  found  expression, 
and  there  were  most  earnest  wishes  for  his  long  life, 
and  happiness  like  his  brother’s. 

Poor  Fordham,  it  was  very  trying  for  him,  and  he 
could  only  command  himself  with  difficulty  and  speak 
briefly.  He  thanked  his  friends  with  all  his  heart  for 
their  kindness  and  good  wishes.  Whatever  might  be 
the  will  of  God  concerning  himself,  they  had  given 
him  one  of  the  most  precious  recollections  of  his  life, 
and  he  trusted  that  when  sooner  or  later  he  should 
leave  them,  they  would  convey,  the  same  warm  and 
friendly  feelings  to  his  successor. 

There  were  so  many  tears  by  that  time,  and  Mrs. 
Evelyn  felt  so  much  shaken,  that  she  made  the  signal 
for  breaking  up.  No  one  was  more  relieved  than 
Barbara.  She  must  go  to  her  room  to  compose 
herself  before  she  could  bear  a  word  from  any  one, 
and  as  soon  as  she  could  gain  the  back  stair,  she 
gathered  up  her  heavy  white  silk  and  dashed  up, 
rushing  along  the  gallery  so  blinded  by  tears  under 
her  veil  that  she  would  have  had  a  collision  if  a  hand 
had  not  been  put  out  as  some  one  drew  aside  to  let  her 
fly  past  if  she  wished ;  but  as  the  mechanical  “  beg 
pardon  ”  was  exchanged,  she  knew  Fordham’s  voice 
and  paused.  “  I  was  going  to  look  after  the  wounded 
Friar,”  he  said,  and  then  he  saw  her  tearful  eyes,  and 
she  exclaimed,  “  I  could  not  help  it  1  T  could  not  stay 
You  would  say  such  things.  O,  Duke  !  Duke  !” 
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It  was  the  first  time  she  had  used  the  familiar  old 
name,  but  she  did  not  know  what  she  said.  He  put 
her  into  a  great  carved  chair,  and  knelt  on  one  knee 
by  her,  saying,  “  Poor  Rogers,  I  wish  he  had  let  it 
alone.  It  was  hard  for  my  mother  and  Cecil.” 

“  Then  how  could  you  go  on  and  break  all  our 
hearts  !”  sobbed  Babie. 

“  It  will  make  a  better  beginning  for  Cecil.  I  want 
them  to  learn  to  look  to  him.  I  thought  every  one 
knew  that  each  month  I  am  here  is  like  an  extra  time 
granted  after  notice,  and  that  it  was  no  shock  to  any 
one  to  look  forward  to  that  fine  young  couple.” 

“  Oh,  don’t !  I  can’t  bear  it,”  she  exclaimed, 
weeping  bitterly. 

“Don’t  grieve,  dearest.  I  have  tried  hard,  but  I 
find  I  cannot  do  my  work  as  it  ought  to  be  done. 
People  are  very  kind,  but  I  am  content,  when  the 
time  comes,  to  leave  it  to  one  to  whom  it  will  not 
be  such  effort  and  weariness.  This  is  really  one  of 
the  most  gladsome  days  of  my  life.  Won’t  you  be¬ 
lieve  it  ?  ” 

“  I  know  unselfish  people  are  happy.” 

“And  do  you  know  that  you  are  giving  me  the 
sweetest  drop  of  all,  to-day  ?  ”  said  Fordham,  giving 
one  shy,  fervent  kiss  to  the  hand  that  clasped  the  arm 
of  the  chair  just  as  sounds  of  ascending  steps  caused 
them  to  start  asunder  and  go  their  separate  ways. 

CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

THE  TRAVELLER’S  JOY. 

’Tis  true  bright  hours  together  told, 

And  blissful  dreams  in  secret  shared, 

Serene  or  solemn,  gay  or  bold, 

Still  last  in  fancy  unimpaired. 

ICeblt 

To  his  mother’s  surprise,  Lucas  did  not  betray  any 
discomfiture  at  Sydney’s  adventure,  nor  even  at 
John’s  having,  of  necessity,  been  left  behind  foa  a 
week  at  Fordham  after  all  the  other  guests  were  gone. 
All  he  said  was  that  the  Friar  was  in  luck. 

2  0  2 
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lie  himself  was  much  annoyed  at  the  despatch  he 
had  received  from  Japan.  Of  course  there  had  been 
much  anxiety  as  to  the  way  in  which  Bobus  would 
receive  the  tidings  of  Esther’s  engagement ;  and  his 
mother  had  written  it  to  him  with  much  tenderness 
and  sympathy.  But  instead  of  replying  to  her  letter, 
he  had  written  only  to  Lucas,  so  entirely  ignoring  the 
whole  matter  that  except  for  some  casual  allusion  to 
some  other  subject,  it  would  have  been  supposed  that 
he  had  not  received  it.  He  desired  his  brother  to 
send  him  out  the  rest  of  his  books  and  other  posses¬ 
sions  which  he  had  left  provisionally  in  England  ;  and 
ie  likewise  sent  a  manuscript  with  orders  to  him  to 
get  it  published  and  revise  the  proofs.  It  proved  to  be 
a  dissertation  on  Buddhism,  containing  such  a  bitter 
attack  upon  Christianity  that  Jock  was  strongly 
tempted  to  put  it  in  the  fire  at  once,  and  had  written 
to  Bobus  to  refuse  all  assistance  in  its  publication  and 
to  entreat  him  to  reconsider  it.  He  would  not  tele¬ 
graph,  in  order  that  there  might  be  more  time  to  cool 
down,  for  he  felt  convinced  that  this  demonstration 
was  a  species  of  revenge,  at  least  so  far  that  there 
was  a  certain  satisfaction  in  showing  what  lengths  the 
baffled  lover  might  go  to,  when  no  longer  withheld  by 
the  hope  of  Esther  or  by  consideration  for  his  mother 

Jock  would  have  kept  back  the  knowledge  from 
her  but  she  was  too  uneasy  about  Bobus  for  him  not 
o  cell  her.  She  saw  it  m  the  same  light,  feared  that 
her  son  would  never  entirely  forgive  her,  but  went 
on  writing  affectionate  letters  to  him  all  the  same 
whether  he  answered  them  or  not.  Oh,  what  a  pang 
it  was  that  she  had  never  tried  to  make  the  boy 
religious  m  lus  childhood.  7 

T}\eiJ  shKe  looked  at  Jock,  and  wondered  whether  he 
would  harbour  any  such  resentment  against  her  when 
he  came  to  perceive  what  she  had  set,,  k  ■  • 

Fordham.  °  beginning  at 

John  came  back  most  ominously  radiant  It  had 
been  very  bad  weather,  and  he  and  Sydney  seemed  to 
1  ave  been  domg  a  great  quantity  of  fretwork  together 
and  to  have  had  much  music,  only  chaperoned  by  old 
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Sir  James,  for  Fordham  had  been  paying  for  his 
exertions  at  the  wedding  by  being  confined  to  his 
room. 

He  had  sent  Babie  a  book,  namely,  Vaughan’s 
beautiful  “  Silex  Scintillans,”  full  of  marked  passages, 
which  went  to  her  heart.  She  asked  leave  to  write 
and  thank  him,  and  in  return  his  mother  wrote  to 
hers,  “  Duke  is  much  gratified  by  the  dear  Infanta’s 
note.  He  would  like  to  write  to  her  unless  he  knows 
you  would  not  object.” 

To  which  Caroline  replied,  “  Let  him  write  what¬ 
ever  he  pleases  to  Barbara.  I  am  sure  it  will  only  be 
what  is  good  for  her.”  Indeed  Babie  had  been  by 
many  degrees  quieter  since  her  return. 

So  a  correspondence  began,  and  was  carried  on  till 
after  Easter,  when  the  whole  party  came  to  London 
for  the  season.  Mrs.  Evelyn  wished  Fordham  to  be 
under  Dr.  Medlicott’s  eye ;  also  to  give  Sydney 
another  sight  of  the  world,  and  to  superintend  Mrs. 
Cecil  Evelyn’s  very  inexperienced  debut. 

The  young  people  had  made  a  most  exquisitely 
felicitous  tour  in  the  South  of  France  and  North  of 
Spain,  and  had  come  back  to  a  pleasant  little  house, 
which  had  been  taken  for  them  near  the  Park.  There 
Cecil  was  bent  on  giving  a  great  house-warming,  a 
full  family  party.  He  would  have  everybody,  for  he 
had  prevailed  to  have  Fordham  sleeping  there  while 
his  room  in  his  own  house  received  its  final  arrange¬ 
ments  ;  and  Caroline  had  added  to  Ellen’s  load  of 
obligation  by  asking  her  and  the  Colonel  to  come  for 
a  couple  of  nights  to  behold  their  daughter  dressed 
for  the  Drawing-room. 

That  would  no  doubt  be  a  pretty  sight,  but  to 
others  her  young  matronly  dignity  was  a  prettier 
sight  still,  as  she  stood  in  her  soft  dainty  white, 
receiving  her  guests,  the  rosy  colour  a  little  deepened, 
though  she  knew  and  loved  them  all,  and  Cecil  by 
her  side,  already  having  made  a  step  out  of  his  boy¬ 
hood  by  force  of  adoration  and  protection. 

But  their  lot  was  fixed,  and  they  could  not  be 
half  so  interesting  to  Caroline  as  the  far  less  beautiful 


566  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

young  sister,  who  could  only  lay  claim  to  an  honest, 
pleasant,  fresh-coloured  intelligent  face,  only  prevented 
by  an  air  of  high-breeding  from  being  milkmaid-like. 
It  was  one  of  those  parties  when  the  ingenuity  of 
piercing  a  puzzle  is  required  to  hinder  more  brothers 
and  sisters  from  sitting  together  than  could  be  helped. 

So  fate  or  contrivance  placed  Sydney  between 
the  two  Johns  at  the  dinner-table,  and  Mother  Carey, 
on  the  other  side,  felt  that  some  indication  must 
surely  follow.  Yet  Sydney  was  apparently  quite 
unconscious,  and  she  was  like  the  description  in 
“  Rokeby  :  ” — 

“  Two  lovers  by  the  maiden  sate 
Without  a  glance  of  jealous  hate  ; 

The  maid  her  lovers  sat  between 
With  open  brow  and  equal  mien  ; 

It  is  a  sight  but  rarely  spied, 

Thanks  to  man’s  wrath  and  woman’s  pride.” 

Were  these  to  awaken  ?  They  seemed  to  be  all 
three  talking  together  in  the  most  eager  and  amiable 
manner,  quite  like  old  times,  and  Jock’s  bright  face 
was  full  of  animation.  She  had  plenty  of  time  for 
observation,  for  the  Colonel  liked  a  good  London 
dinner,  and  knew  he  need  not  disturb  his  enjoyment 
to  make  talk  for  “  his  good  little  sister.”  Presently, 
however,  he  began  to  tell  her  that  the  Goulds  and 
Elvira  had  really  set  out  for  America,  and  when  her 
attention  was  free  again,  she  found  that  Jock  had  been 
called  in  by  Fordham  to  explain  to  Essie  whether 
she  had,  or  had  not,  seen  Roncesvalles,  while  Sydney 
and  John  were  as  much  engrossed  as  ever. 

So  it  continued  all  the  rest  of  the  dinner-time. 
Jock  was  talked  to  by  Fordham,  but  John  never  once 
turned  to  his  other  neighbour.  In  the  evening,  the 
party  divided,  for  it  was  very  warm,  and  rather  than 
inconvenience  the  lovers  of  fresh  air,  Fordham  re¬ 
treated  into  the  inner  drawing-room,  where  there  was 
a  fire.  He  had  asked  Babie  to  bring  the  old  numbers 
of  the  “  Traveller’s  Joy,  ”  as  he  had  a  fancy  for  making 
a  selection  of  the  more  memorable  portions,  and 
having  them  privately  printed  as  a  memcrial  of ’those 
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bright  days.  Babie  and  Armine  were  there  looking 
them  over  with  him,  and  the  former  would  fain  have 
referred  to  Sydney,  but  on  looking  for  her,  saw  she 
was  out  among  the  flowers  in  the  glass-covered 
balcony,  too  much  absorbed  even  to  notice  her 
summons.  Only  Jock  came  back  with  her,  and  sat 
turning  over  the  numbers  in  rather  a  dreamy  way. 

The  ladies  and  the  Colonel  were  sent  home  in 
Mrs.  Evelyn’s  carriage,  where  Ellen  purred  about 
Esther’s  happiness  and  good  fortune  all  the  way 
back.  Caroline  lingered,  somewhat  purposely,  writing 
a  note  that  she  might  see  the  young  men  when  they 
came  back. 

They  wished  her  good-night  in  their  several  fashions. 

“  Good-night,  mother.  Well,  some  people  are  born 
with  silver  spoons  !” 

“  Good-night,  mother  dear.  Don’t  you  think 
Fordham  looks  dreadful  ?” 

“  Oh,  no,  Armie  ;  much  better  than  when  I  came  tq 
to  town.” 

“  Good-night,  Mother  Carey.  If  those  young  folks 
make  all  their  parties  so  jolly,  it  will  be  the  pleasantest 
house  in  London  !  Good-night  !” 

“Mother,”  said  Jock,  as  the  cousin,  softly  humming 
a  tune,  sprang  up  the  stairs,  “does  the  wind  sit  in 
that  quarter  ?” 

“  I  am  grievously  afraid  that  it  does,”  she  said. 

“  It  is  no  wonder,”  he  said,  doctoring  the  wick  of  his 
candle  with  her  knitting-needle.  “Did  you  know 
it  before  ?  ” 

“  I  began  to  suspect  it  after  the  accident,  but  I 
was  not  sure  ;  nor  am  I  now.” 

“I  am,”  said  Jock,  quietly. 

“  She  is  a  stupid  girl  !  ”  burst  out  his  mother. 

“  No  !  there’s  no  blame  to  either  of  them.  That’s 
one  comfort.  She  gave  me  full  warning,  and  he 
knew  nothing  about  it,  nor  ever  shall.” 

“  He  is  just  as  much  a  medical  student  as  you  ! 
That  vexes  me.” 

“  Yes,  but  he  did  not  give  up  the  service  for  it, 
when  she  implored  him.” 


568  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

“A  silly  girl!  O  Jock,  if  you  had  but  come  down 
to  Fordham.” 

“It  might  have  made  no  odds.  Friar  was  so 
aggressively  jolly  after  his  Christmas  visit,  that  I 
fancy  it  was  done  then.  Besides,  just  look  at  us 
together  !” 

“  He  will  never  get  your  air  of  the  Guards.” 

“  Which  is  preposterously  ridiculous  in  the  hos¬ 
pital,”  said  Jock,  endeavouring  to  smile.  “Never 
mind,  mother.  It  was  all  up  with  me  two  years  ago, 
as  I  very  well  knew.  Good-night.  You’ve  only  got 
me  the  more  whole  and  undivided,  for  the  extinction 
of  my  will-of-the-wisp.” 

She  saw  he  had  rather  say  no  more,  and  only 
returned  his  fervent  embrace  with  interest ;  but 
Babie  knew  she  was  restless  and  unhappy  all  night, 
and  would  not  ask  why,  being  afraid  to  hear  that 
it  was  about  Fordham,  who  coughed  more,  and 
looked  frailer. 

He  never  went  out  in  the  evening  now,  and  only 
twice  to  the  House,  when  his  vote  was  more  than 
usually  important ;  but  Mrs.  Evelyn  was  taking 
Sydney  into  society,  and  the  shrinking  Esther  needed 
a  chaperon  much  more,  being  so  little  aware  of  her 
own  beauty,  that  she  was  wont  to  think  something 
amiss  with  her  hair  or  her  dress  when  she  saw  people 
looking  at  her. 

Sydney  had  no  love  for  the  gaieties,  and  especially 
tried  to  avoid  their  own  county  member,  who  showed 
signs  of  pursuing  her.  Her  real  delight  and  en¬ 
thusiasm  were  for  the  surprise  parties,  to  which  she 
always  inveigled  her  mother  when  it  was  possible. 
Mrs.  Evelyn  was  not  by  any  means  unwilling,  but 
Cecil  and  Esther  loved  them  not,  and  much  preferred 
seeing  the  Collingwood  Street  cousins  without  the 
throng  of  clever  people,  who  were  formidable  to 
Esther,  and  wearisome  to  Cecil. 

Jock  seldom  appeared  on  these  evenings.  He 
was  working  harder  than  ever.  He  was  studying  a 
new  branch  of  his  profession,  which  he  had  meant^to 
delay  for  another  year,  and  had  an  appointment  at 
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the  hospital  which  occupied  him  a  great  deal.  He 
had  offered  himself  for  another  night-school  class,  and 
spent  his  remaining  leisure  on  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Lucas, 
who  needed  his  attention  greatly,  though  Mrs.  Lucas 
had  her  scruples,  feared  that  he  was  overdoing  him¬ 
self,  and  begged  his  mother  to  prohibit  some  of  his 
exertions.  Dr.  Medlicott  himself  said  something  of 
ihe  same  kind  to  Mrs.  Brownlow.  “Young  men  will 
get  into  a  rush,  and  suffer  for  it  afterwards,”  he  said, 
“  and  Jock  is  looking  ill  and  overstrained.  I  want 
him  to  remember  that  such  an  illness  as  he  had  in 
Switzerland  does  not  leave  a  man’s  heart  quite  as 
sound  as  before,  and  he  must  not  overwork  himself.” 

“  And  yet  I  don’t  know  how  to  interfere,”  said  his 
mother.  “  There  are  hearts  and  hearts,  you  know,” 
she  added. 

“Ah!  Work  may  sometimes  be  the  least  of  two 
evils,”  and  the  doctor  said  no  more. 

“  So  Jock  will  not  come,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  opening 
a  note  declining  a  dinner  in  Cavendish  Square. 

“  His  time  is  very  much  taken  up,”  said  his  mother. 
“It  is  one  of  his  class-nights.” 

“  So  he  says.  It  is  a  strange  question  to  ask,  but 
I  cannot  help  it.  Do  you  think  he  fully  enters  into 
the  situation  ?  ” 

“  I  say  in  return,  Do  you  remember  my  telling  you 
that  the  two  cousins  always  avoided  rivalry  ?  ” 

“  Then  he  acts  deliberately.  Forgive  me ;  I  felt 
that  unless  I  was  certain  of  this  virtual  resignation  of 
the  unspoken  hope,  I  was  not  acting  fairly  in  allowing 
— I  cannot  say  encouraging — what  I  cannot  help 
seeing.” 

“  Dear  Mrs.  Evelyn  !  you  understand  that  it  is  no 
slight  to  Sydney,  but  you  know  why  he  held  back  ; 
and  now  he  sees  that  his  absence  has  made  room  for 
John,  he  felt  that  there  was  no  chance  for  him,  and 
that  the  more  he  can  keep  out  of  the  way  the  better 
it  is  for  all  parties.  Honest  John  has  never  had  tire 
least  notion  that  he  has  come  between  Jock  and  his 
hopes,  and  it  is  our  great  desire  that  he  should  not 
guess  it.” 
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“  Well !  what  can  I  say  ?  You  are  generous  people, 
you  and  your  son  ;  but  young  folks’  hearts  will  go 
their  own  way.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  a 
struggle  with  the  prejudices  of  all  the  family,  and  I 
had  rather  it  had  been  for  Jock  ;  but  it  can’t  be 
helped,  and  there  is  not  a  shadow  of  objection  to  the 
other  John.” 

“  No,  indeed  !  He  is  only  not  Jock — — ” 

“  And  I  do  not  think  my  Sydney  was  knowingly 
fickle,  but  she  thought  she  had  utterly  disgusted  and 
offended  Jock  by  her  folly  about  the  selling  out,  and 
that  it  was  a  failure  of  influence.  Poor  child  !  it  was 
all  a  cloud  of  shame  and  grief  to  her.  I  think  he 
would  have  dispelled  it  if  he  had  come  to  the  wedding, 
but  as  he  did  not - ” 

“  The  Adriatic  was  free,”  said  Caroline,  trying  to 
smile.  “I  see  it  all,  dear  Mrs.  Evelyn.  I  neither 
blame  you  nor  Sydney  ;  and  I  trust  all  will  turn  out 
right  for  my  poor  boy.” 

“  He  deserves  it !  ”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn  with  a  sigh. 

There  was  a  good  deal  more  intercourse  between 
Cavendish  Square  and  Collingwood  Street  than 
Mother  Carey  had  expected.  Mrs.  Evelyn  and  her 
son  and  daughter  fell  into  the  habit  of  coming,  when 
they  went  out  for  a  drive,  to  see  whether  Mrs. 
Brownlow  or  Barbara  would  come  with  them  ;  and  as 
it  was  almost  avowed  that  Babie  was  the  object,  she 
almost  always  went,  and  kept  kordham  company  in 
the  cairiage,  whilst  his  mother  and  sister  were 
shopping  or  making  calls.  He  had  certainly  lost 
much  ground  in  these  few  weeks  ;  he  had  ceased  to 
ride,  and  never  went  out  in  the  evening;  but  the 
doctois  still  said  he  might  live  for  months  or  years  if 
he  avoided  another  English  winter.  His  mother  was 
taking  Sydney  into  society,  and  Esther  was  always 
happier  when  under  their  wing,  being  rather  frightened 
by  the  admiration  of  which  Cecil  was  so  proud 
When  they  went  out  much  before  Fordham’s  bed 
time,  he  was  thankful  for  the  companionship  of  Allen 
or  Armine,  generally  the  former,  for  Armine  was 
reading  hard,  and  working  after  lectures  for  a  tutor  ; 
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While  Allen,  unfortunately,  had  nothing  to  prevent 
him  from  looking  in  whenever  Mrs.  Evelyn  was  out, 
to  play  chess,  read  aloud,  or  assist  in  that  re-editing 
of  the  cream  of  the  “Traveller’s  Joy,”  which  seemed 
the  invalid’s  great  amusement.  Fordham  had  a  few 
scruples  at  first,  and  when  Allen  had  undertaken 
to  come  to  him  for  the  whole  afternoon  of  a 
garden-party,  he  consulted  Barbara  whether  it  was 
not  permitting  too  great  a  sacrifice  of  valuable 
time. 

“You  don’t  mean  that  for  irony?”  said  Babie. 
“  It  is  only  so  much  time  subtracted  from  tobacco.” 

“  Will  you  let  me  say  something  to  you,  Infanta  ?  ” 
returned  Fordham,  with  all  his  gentleness.  “  It  seems 
to  me  that  you  are  not  always  quite  kind  in  your 
way  of  speaking  of  Allen.” 

“  If  you  knew  how  provoking  he  is  !  ” 

“  I  have  a  great  fellow-feeling  for  him,  having 
grown  up  the  same  sort  of  helpless  being  as  he  has 
been.  I  should  be  much  worse  in  his  place.” 

“Never!”  cried  Babie.  “You  would  never  hang- 
about  the  house,  worrying  mother  about  eating  and 
fiddle-faddles,  instead  of  doing  any  one  useful 
thing !  ” 

“  But  if  one  can’t  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  believe  in  can’t.” 

“  Happy  person  !  ” 

“  Oh,  Duke,  you  know  I  never  meant  health  ;  you 
know  I  did  not,”  and  then  a  pang  shot  across  her  as 
she  remembered  her  past  contempt  of  him  whom  she 
now  reverenced. 

“  There  are  other  incapacities,”  he  said. 

“  But,”  said  Babie,  half-pleading,  half-meditating, 
“Allen  is  not  stupid.  He  used  to  be  considered  just 
as  clever  as  Bobus  ;  and  he  is  so  now  to  talk  to. 
Can  there  be  any  reason  but  laziness,  and  want  of 
application,  that  makes  him  never  succeed  in  any¬ 
thing,  except  in  answering  riddles  and  acrostics  in 
the  papers?  He  generally  just  begins  things,  and 
makes  mother  or  Armie  finish  them  for  him.  He 
really  did  set  to  work  and  finish  up  an  article  on 
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Count  Ugolino  since  we  came  home  from  Fordham, 
and  he  has  ‘tried  all  the  periodicals  round,  and  they 
won’t  have  it,  not  even  the  editors  that  know 
mother  !  ” 

“Poor  fellow  !  And  you  have  no  pity  !  ” 

“  Don’t  you  think  it  is  his  own  fault  ?  ” 

“  It  is  quite  possible  that  he  would  have  done  much 
better  if  he  had  always  had  to  work  for  his  livelihood. 
I  grant  you  that  even  as  a  rich  man  he  ought  to  have 
avoided  the  desultory  ways,  which,  as  you  say,  are 
more  likely  to  have  caused  his  failures  than  want  of 
native  ability.  But  I  don’t  like  to  see  you  hard  upon 
him.  You  hardly  realise  how  cruelly  he  has  been 
treated  in  return  for  a  very  deep  and  generous  attach¬ 
ment,  or  how  such  a  grief  must  make  it  more  difficult 
for  him  to  exert  his  powers.” 

“  I  don’t  like  you  to  think  me  hard  and  unkind,” 
said  Babie,  sadly. 

“Only  a  little  over  just,”  said  Fordham.  “I  am 
sure  you  could  do  a  great  deal  to  help  and  brighten 
Allen ;  and,”  he  added,  smiling,  “  in  the  name  of 
spoilt  and  shiftless  heirs,  I  hope  you  will  try.” 

“  Indeed  I  will,”  said  Babie  earnestly,  as  the  foot¬ 
man  at  the  shop  door  signalled  to  the  coachman  that 
his  ladies  were  ready. 

She  found  it  the  less  difficult  to  remember  what  he 
had  said,  because  Allen  himself  was  much  less  pro¬ 
voking  to  her.  Something  was  due  to  the  influence 
and  example  of  the  strenuous  endeavour  that  Ford¬ 
ham  made  to  keep  up  to  such  duties  as  he  had 
undertaken,  not  indeed  onerous  in  themselves,  but  a 
severe  labour  to  a  man  in  his  state.  It  had  been 
intimated  to  him  also  that  his  saturation  with  tobacco 
was  distressing  to  his  friend,  and  he  was  fond  enough 
of  him  to  abstain  from  his  solace,  except  when  walk¬ 
ing  home  at  night. 

Perhaps  this  had  cleared  his  senses  to  perceive 
habits  of  consideration  for  the  family,  which  he  had 
never  thought  incumbent  on  himself,  whatever  they 
might  be  in  his  brothers  ;  and  his  eyes  were  open,  as 
they  had  never  yet  been,  to  his  mother’s  straits.  ’  It 
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was  chiefly  indeed  through  his  fastidiousness.  His 
mother  and  Babie  had  existed  most  of  this  time  upon 
their  Belforest  wardrobe  ;  indeed,  the  former,  always 
wearing  black,  was  still  fairly  provided  ;  but  Babie, 
who  had  not  in  those  days  been  out,  was  less  ex¬ 
tensively  or  permanently  provided  ;  and  Allen  ob¬ 
jected  to  the  style  in  which  she  appeared  in  the 
enamelled  carriage,  “  like  a  nursery  governess  out  for 
an  airing.” 

“Or  not  so  smart,”  said  Babie,  merrily  putting  on. 
her  little  black  hat  with  the  heron’s  plume,  and  run¬ 
ning  down  stairs. 

“  She  does  not  care,”  said  Allen  ;  “  but  mother, 
how  can  you  let  her  ?  ” 

“  I  can’t  help  it,  Allen.  We  turned  out  all  the  old 
feathers  and  flowers,  to  see  if  I  could  find  anything 
more  respectable  ;  but  things  don’t  last  in  Blooms¬ 
bury,  and  they  only  looked  fit  to  point  a  moral,  and 
not  at  all  to  adorn  a  tail  or  a  head.” 

“  I  should  think  not.  But  can’t  the  poor  child 
have  something  fresh,  and  like  other  people  ?  ” 

No  ;  her  uncle  had  given  her  bridesmaid’s  dress, 
but  there  had  been  expenses  enough  connected  with 
the  journey  to  Fordham  to  drain  the  dress  purse,  and 
the  sealskin  cap  that  had  been  then  available  could 
not  be  worn  in  the  sun  of  June.  There  had  been 
sundry  incidental  calls  for  money.  Mother  Carey 
had  been  disappointed  in  the  sale  of  a  somewhat 
ambitious  set  of  groups  from  Fouque’s  “  Seasons,” 
which  were  declared  abstruse  and  uninteresting  to 
the  public.  She  had  accepted  an  order  for  some 
very  humble  work,  not  much  bettei  than  chimney 
ornaments,  for  which  she  rose  early,  and  toiled  while 
Babie  was  out  driving  with  her  friends.  When  she 
had  the  money  for  this  she  would  be  more  at  ease, 
and  if  it  came  to  a  little  more  than  she  durst  reckon 
upon,  she  could  venture  on  some  extras. 

“Babie  might  earn  it  for  herself;  she  is  full  of 
inventions.” 

“  There  is  nothing  more  strongly  impressed  on  me 
than  that  those  children  are  not  to  begin  being  made 
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literary  hacks  before  they  are  come  to  maturity. 
One  Christmas  tale  a  year  is  the  utmost  I  ought  to 
allow.” 

“I  wish  I  could  be  a  literary  hack,  or  anything 
else,”  sighed  poor  Allen. 

It  was  the  first  time  he  really  let  himself  under¬ 
stand  what  a  burden  he  was,  and  as  Fordham  was 
one  of  those  people  who  involuntarily  almost  draw 
out  confidence,  he  talked  it  over  with  him.  Allen 
himself  was  convinced,  by  having  really  tried,  that 
he  was  not  as  availably  clever  as  others  of  his 
family.  Whether  nature  or  dawdling  was  to  blame, 
he  had  neither  originality  nor  fire.  He  could  not  get 
his  plots  or  his  characters  to  work,  even  .when  his 
mother  or  Babie  jogged  them  on  by  remarks  :  his 
essays  were  heavy  and  unreadable,  his  jokes  hung 
fire,  and  he  had  so  exhausted  every  one’s  patience, 
that  the  translations  and  small  reviewing  work  which 
he  could  have  done  were  now  unattainable.  He  was 
now  ready  to  do  anything,  and  he  actually  meant  it, 
but  there  seemed  nothing  for  him  to  do.  Mrs. 
Evelyn  succeeded  in  getting  nim  two  pupils,  little 
pickles  whom  their  sister’s  governess  could  not 
manage,  and  whom  he  was  to  teach  for  two  hours 
every  morning  in  preparation  for  their  going  to 
school. 

He  attended  faithfully,  but  he  was  not  the  man  to 
deal  with  pickles.  The  mutual  aversion  with  which 
the .  connection  began,  increased  upon  further  ac¬ 
quaintance.  The  boys  found  out  his  weak  points, 
and  played  tricks,  learnt  nothing,  and  made  his  life 
a  buiden  to  him  ;  and  though  the  lady  mother 
liked  him  extremely,  and  could  not  think  why  her 
sons  were  so  naughty  with  him,  it  would  not  be  easy 
to  say  which  of  the  parties  concerned  looked  with 
the  strongest  sense  of  relief  to  the  close  of  the 
engagement. 

The  time  spent  with  Fordham  was,  however,  the 
compensation.  Theie  was  sincere  liking  on  both 
sides,  and  such  helpfulness  that  Fordham  more  than 
once  wished  he  had  some  excuse  for  making  Allen 
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his  secretary ;  and  perhaps  would  have  done  so 
if  be  had  really  believed  such  a  post  would  be 
permanent. 

Armine’s  term  likewise  ended,  and  his  examination 
being  over  with  much  credit,  he  wished  for  nothing 
better  than  to  resume  the  pursuits  he  had  long 
shared  with  Fordham.  He  had  not  Jock’s  facility 
in  forming  intimacies  with  youths  of  his  own  age. 
His  development  was  too  exclusively  on  the  spiritual 
and  intellectual  side  to  attract  ordinary  lads,  and  his 
home  gave  him  sufficient  interests  outside  his  studies  ; 
and  thus  Fordham  was  still  his  sole,  as  well  as  his 
earliest,  friend  outside  the  family.  Their  intercourse 
had  never  received  the  check  that  circumstances  had 
interposed  between  others  of  the  two  families,  Armine 
had  spent  part  of  almost  all  his  vacations  with  the 
Evelyns,  the  correspondence  had  been  a  great  solace 
to  the  invalid,  and  the  friendship  grew  yearly  more 
equal. 

Armine  was  to  join  the  Evelyn  party  when  they 
went  to  the  seaside,  as  they  intended  to  do  on  leaving 
London.  It  was  the  fashion  to  say  he  looked  pale 
and  overworked,  but  he  had  really  attained  to  very 
fair  health,  and  was  venturing  at  last  to  look  forward 
in  earnest  to  a  clerical  life  ;  a  thought  that  began  to 
colour  and  deepen  all  his  more  intimate  conversations 
with  his  friend,  who  could  share  with  him  many  of 
the  reflections  matured  in  the  seclusion  of  ill-health. 
For  they  were  truly  congenial  spirits,  and  poor 
Fordham  was  more  experienced  in  the  lore  of 
suffering  and  resignation  than  his  twenty-seven  years 
seemed  to  imply. 

Meantime,  the  work  of  editing  the  “  Traveller’s 
Joy”  was  carried  on.  Some  five-and-twenty  copies 
were  printed,  containing  all  the  favourite  papers— a 
specimen  from  each  contributor,  from  a  shocking  bad 
riddle  of  Cecil’s  to  Dr.  Medlicott’s  commentary  upon 
the  myths  of  the  nursery  ;  from  Armine’s  original 
acrostic  on  the  “  Rhine  and  Rhone,”  down  to  the 
“  Phantom  Blackcock  of  Kilnaught the  best  illus* 
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tratious  from  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  sketches,  and  Dr. 
Medlicott’s  clever  pen-and-ink  outlines  were  repro¬ 
duced  ;  and,  with  much  pains  and  expense,  Fordham 
had  procured  photographs  of  all  the  marked  spots, 
from  Schwarenbach  even  to  Fordham  Church,  so  that 
Cecil  and  Esther  considered  it  a  graceful  memorial 
of  their  courtship. 

“  So  very  kind  of  Duke,”  they  said. 

Esther  had  quite  forgotten  all  her  dread  of  him, 
and  never  was.  happier  than  when  he  was  listening  to 
all  that  had  amused  her  in  the  gaieties  which  she 
liked  much  better  in  the  past  than  in  the  present. 

The  whole  was  finished  at  last,  after  many  a 
pleasant  discussion  and  reunion  scene,  and  the  books 
were  sent  to  the  binder.  Fordham  was  eager  for 
them  to  come  home,  and  rather  annoyed  at  some 
delays  which  made  it  doubtful  whether  they  would 
be  received  before  he,  with  his  mother  and  sister, 
were  to  leave  town.  It  was  late,  and  June  had  come 
in,  and  the  weight  of  London  air  was  oppressing  him 
and  making  him  weaker,  and  his  mother,  anxious  to 
get  him  into  sea  air,  had  made  no  fresh  engagements. 
It  was  a  surprise  to  meet  him  at  All  Saints  on 
St.  Peter’s  day. 

.  “  Come  with  us.  Infanta,”  he  said,  pausing  at  the 
door  of  the  carriage.  “  I  am  to  have  my  drive  early 
to-day,  as  the  ladies  are  going  to  this  great  garden- 
party.” 

Sydney  said  she  would  walk  home  with  Mrs.  Brown- 
low,  and  be  taken  up  when  Babie  was  set  down. 

Fordham  gave  the  word  to  go  to  the  binder’s. 

“I  should  have  thought  you  had  better  have  gone 
into  some  clearer  air,”  said  his  mother,  for  he  looked 
very  languid. 

Iheie  will  be  time  for  a  turn  in  the  park  after- 
wai  Js,  he  said  ,  and  the  books  were  to  be  ready 
yesterday,  if  there  is  any  faith  in  binders.” 

The  books  were  ready,  and  Fordham  insisted  on 
having  them  deposited  on  the  seat  beside  him,  in 
spite  of  all  offers  of  sending  them  ;  and  a  smiling-— 
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“  Oh,  Duke,  your  name  should  have  been  Babie,” 
from  his  mother. 

They  then  drove  to  Cecil’s  house,  where  Mrs. 
Evelyn  went  in  to  let  Esther  know  her  hour  of 
starting ;  but  where  Cecil  came  running  down,  and 
putting  his  head  into  the  carriage,  said — 

“  Come  in,  mamma ;  here’s  the  housemaid  been 
bullying  Essie,  and  she  wants  you  to  help  her. 
These  two  can  go  round  the  park  by  themselves, 
can’t  they  ?  ” 

“  Those  are  the  most  comical  pair  of  children,” 
said  Fordham,  laughing,  as  the  carriage  moved  on. 
“  Will  Esther  ever  make  a  serene  highness  ?  ” 

“  It  is  not  in  her,”  said  Babie.  “  It  might  have 
been  in  Jessie,  if  her  General  was  not  such  a  horrid 
old  martinet  as  to  hinder  the  development  ;  but 
Essie  is  much  nicer  as  she  is.” 

Meantime,  Fordham’s  fingers  were  on  the  knot  of 
the  string  of  his  parcel. 

“  Oh,  you  are  going  to  peep  in  ?  I  am  so  glad.” 

“  Since  mamma  is  not  here  to  laugh  at  me.” 

“You’ll  tell  her  you  did  it  to  please  the  Babie!  ” 

“  There,  it  is  you  that  are  doing  it  now,”  as  her 
vigorous  little  fingers  plucked  far  more  effectively  at 
the  cord  than  his  thin  weak  ones. 

Out  came  at  last  one  of  the  choice  dark  green 
books,  with  a  clematis  wreath  stamped  on  the  cover, 
and  it  was  put  into  Barbara’s  lap. 

“  How  pretty  !  This  is  mother’s  own  design  for 
the  title-page  !  And  oh — how  capital !  Dr.  Medli- 
cott’s  sketch  of  the  mud  baths,  with  Jock  shrinking 
into  a  corner  out  of  the  way  of  the  fat  Grafin  !  You 
have  everything.  Here  is  Armine’s  Easter  hymn  !  ” 

“  I  wished  to  commemorate  the  whole  range  of 
feeling,”  said  Fordham. 

“I  see;  you  have  even  picked  out  the  least  ridi¬ 
culous  chapter  of  Jotapata.  I  wish  some  one  had 
sketched  you  patiently  listening  to  the  nineteen 
copy-books.  It  would  have  been  a  monument  of 
good  nature.  And  here  is  actually  Sydney’s  poem 
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about  wishing  to  have  been  born  in  the  twelfth 
century  : — 

‘  ‘  W ould  that  I  lived  in  time  of  faith, 

'When  parable  was  life, 

When  the  red  cross  in  Holy  Land 
Led  on  the  glorious  strife. 

Oh  !  for  the  days  of  golden  spurs, 

Of  tournament  and  tilt, 

Of  pilgrim  vow,  and  prowess  high, 

When  minsters  fair  were  built ; 

When  holy  priest  the  tonsure  wore, 

The  friar  had  his  cord, 

And  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty 

Edged  each  bold  warrior’s  sword.” 

“The  solitary  poetical  composition  of  our  family,'’ 
said  Fordham,  “chiefly  memorable,  I  fear,  for  the 
continuation  it  elicited.” 

‘  ‘  W ould  that  I  lived  in  days  of  yore, 

When  outlaws  bold  were  rife, 

The  days  of  dagger  and  of  bowl, 

Of  dungeon  and  of  strife. 

Oh  !  for  the  days  when  forks  were  not, 

On  skewers  came  the  meat ; 

When  from  one  trencher  ate  three  foes  : 

Oh  !  but  those  times  were  sweet  ! 

When  hooded  hawks  sat  overhead, 

And  underfoot  was  straw 
Where  hounds  and  beggars  fought  for  bones 
Alternately  to  gnaw.” 

“That  was  Jock’s,  I  believe.  How  furious  it  did 
make  us.  Good  old  Sydney,  she  has  lived  in  her 
romance  ever  since.” 

“  Wisely  or  unwisely.” 

“  Can  it  be  unwisely,  when  it  is  so  pure  and 
bright  as  hers,  and  gives  such  a  zest  to  common 
things  ?  ” 

“  Glamour  sometimes  is  perplexing.” 

“  Do  you  know,  Duke,  I  would  sometimes  give 
worlds  to  think  of  things  as  I  used  in  those  old 
times.” 

“You  a  world-wearied  veteran  !  ” 

“  Don’t  laugh  at  me.  It  was  when  Bobus  was  at 
home.  His  common  sense  made  all  we  used  to  care 
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for  seem  so  silly,  that  I  have  never  been  able  to  get 
back  my  old  way  of  looking  at  things  ? 

“  I  am  afraid  glamour  once  dispelled  does  not 
return.  Yet,  after  all,  truth  is  the  greater.  And  I 
am  sure  that  poor  Bobus  never  loosened  my  Infanta’s 
hold  on  the  real  truth.” 

“I  don’t  know,”  she  said,  looking  down  “  he  of 
his  books  made  me  afraid  to  think  about  it,  and  like 
to  laugh  at  some  things — no,  I  never  did  before  you. 
You  hushed  me  on  the  very  borders  of  that. kind  of 
flippancy,  and  so  you  don’t  guess  how  horrid  I  arri^ 
or  have  been,  for  you  have  made  things  true  and 

real  to  me  again.”  _  .  , 

“‘Fancy  may  die,  but  Faith  is  there,  said  Fold- 
ham.  “I  think  you  will  never  shut  your  eyes  to 
those  realities  again,”  he  added,  gently.  “  It  is  there 
that  we  shall  still  meet.  And  my  Infanta  will  make 
me  one  promise.” 

“  I  would  promise  you  any  thing.”  _  >f 

“  Never  knowingly  to  read  those  sneering,  books, 
he  said,  laying  his  hand  on  hers.  “  Current  literature 
is  so  full  of  poisoned  shafts  that  it  may  not  be 
possible  entirely  to  avoid  them  ;  and  there  may 
sometimes  be  need  to  face  out  a  serious  argument, 
but  you  will  promise  me  never  to  take  up„  that 
scoffing  style  of  literature  for  mere  amusement  ?  ” 

“  Never,  Duke,  I  promise,”  she  said.  “  I.  shall 
always  see  your  face,  and  feel  your  hand  forbidding 

m  Then  as  he  leant  back,  half  in  thankfulness,  half 
in  weariness,  she  went  on  looking  over  the  book,  and 
read  a  preface,  new  to  her. 

“I  have  put  these  selections  together,  thinking 
that  to  the  original  ‘Travellers’  it  may  be  a  joy  to 
have  a  memorial  of  happy  days  full  of  much  innocent 
pleasure  and  wholesome  intercourse.  Let  me  here 
express  my  warm  gratitude  for  all  the  refreshments 
afforded  by  the  friendships  it  commemorates,  and 
which  makes  the  name  most  truly  appropriate.  As 
a  stranger  and  pilgrim  whose  journey  may  be  near 
°  2  P  2 
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its  close,  let  me  be  allowed  thus  to  weave  a  parting 
garland  of  some  of  the  brightest  flowers  that  have 
bloomed  on  the  wayside,  and  in  dedicating  the 
collection  to  my  dear  companions  and  fellow- 
wanderers  in  the  scenes  it  records,  let  me  wish  that 
on  the  highway  of  life  that  stretches  before  them, 
they  may  meet  with  many  a  ‘Traveller's  Joy,’  as 
true  as  they  have  been  to  the  Editor. 

“  F— — 

Babie,  with  eyes  full  of  tears,  was  looking  up  to 
speak,  when  the  carriage,  having  completed  the 
round,  again  stopped,  and  Mrs.  Evelyn  came  down, 
escorted  by  Cecil,  with  hearty  thanks. 

“  Essie’s  nice  clean,  fresh,  country  notions  were 
scouted  by  the  London  housemaid,”  she  said.  “  I 
am  happy  to  say  the  child  held  her  own,  though  the 
woman  presumed  outrageously  on  her  gentleness, 
and  neither  of  the  two  had  any  notion  how  to  get 
rid  of  her.” 

“  Arcadia  had  no  housemaids,”  said  Fordham, 
rallying. 

“  If  not,  it  must  have  been  nearly  as  bad  as  Jock’s 
twelfth  century,”  said  Babie,  in  the  same  tone. 

“  Ah  !  I  see  !  ”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  laughing. 

And  there  was  a  little  playful  banter  as  to  which 
had  been  the  impatient  one  to  open  the  parcel,  each 
pretending  to  persuade  her  that  it  had  been  a  mere 
yielding  to  the  other.  Thus  they  came  to  Colling- 
wood  Street,  where  Babie  would  have  taken  out 
her  book. 

“  No,  no,  wait,”  said  Fordham.  “  I  want  to  write 
your  name  in  it  first.  I’ll  end  it  this  evening.  Ali 
and  Annie  are  coming'  to  me  while  these  good  people 
are  at  their  Duchess’s.” 

Oui  last  gaiety,  I  am  thankful  to  say,”  returned 
his  mother,  as  Barbara  felt  a  fervent  squeeze  of  the 
hand,  which  she  knew  was  meant  to  remind  her  of 
the  deeper  tone  of  their  conversation. 

It  was  a  very  hot  day,  and  in  the  cool  of  the 
evening  the  two  Johns  beguiled  Mrs.  Brownlow  and 
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Babie  into  a  walk.  They  had  only  just  come  home 
when  there  was  a  hurried  peal  at  the  bell,  and 
Armine,  quite  pale,  dashed  up  stairs  after  them. 

“  Mother,  come  directly  !  I’ve  got  a  hansom.” 

“  Fordham  ?  ”  asked  John. 

Armine  sighed  an  affirmative. 

“  Allen  sent  me  for  mother.  He  said  one  of  you 
had  better  come.  It’s  a  blood-vessel.  We  have 
sent  for  Medlicott,  and  telegraphed  for  the  others. 
But  oh  !  they  are  so  far  off!  ” 

Mrs.  Brownlow  gave  Barbara  one  kiss,  and  put  her 
into  Jock’s  arms,  then  sprang  into  the  cab,  followed 
by  John,  and  was  driven  off.  The  other  three  walked 
in  the  same  direction,  almost  unconsciously,  as 
Armine  explained  more  fully. 

Fordham  had  seemed  tired  at  first,  but  as  it 
became  cooler,  had  roused  himself,  seated  himself  at 
his  writing-table,  and  made  one  by  one  the  inscrip¬ 
tions  in  the  volumes,  including  all  their  party  of 
travellers,  even  Janet  and  Bobus  ;  Reeves,  who  had 
been  their  binder,  Mrs.  Evelyn’s  maid,  and  one  or 
two  intimate  friends — such  as  Mr.  Ogilvie  and  his 
sister — and  almost  all  had  some  kind  little  motto  or 
special  allusion  written  below  the  name,  and  the 
date.  It  had  thus  taken  a  long  time,  and  Fordham 
leant  back  so  weary  that  Allen  wanted  him  to  leave 
the  addressing  of  the  books,  when  wrapped  up,  to 
him  and  Armine  ;  but  he  said  there  were  some 
he  wished  to  direct  himself,  and  he  was  in  the 
act  of  asking  Bobus’  right  address,  when  a  cough 
seized  him,  and  Allen  instantly  saw  cause  to 
ring  for  Reeves.  The  last  thing  that  Armine  had 
seen  was  a  wave  of  the  hand  to  hasten  his  own 
departure,  as  Allen  despatched  him  for  his  mother, 
and  gave  orders  for  the  summoning  of  others 
more  needed,  but  who  might  not  be  fetched  so 
promptly. 

Then  Jock  had  time  to  question  whether  Barbara 
ought  to  go  on  with  him  and  Armine  to  the  door, 
but  there  was  a  sound  in  her  “  Let  me  !  I  must !  ” 
that  they  could  not  withstand ;  and  they  walked  on 
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in  absolute  silence,  except  that  Jock  said  Reeves 
knew  exactly  what  to  do. 

Dr.  Medlicott’s  carriage  was  at  the  door,  and  on 
their  ringing,  they  were  silently  beckoned  into  the 
dining-room,  where  their  mother  came  to  them.  She 
could!3  not  speak  at  first,  but  the  way  in  which  she 
kissed  Barbara  told  them  how  it  was.  All  had  been 
over  before  she  reached  the  house.  Dr.  Medlicott 
had  come,  but  could  do  nothing  more  than  direct 
Allen  how  to  support  the  sufferer  as  he  sank,  with 
but  little  struggle,  while  a  sudden  beam  of  joy  and 
gladness  lit  up  his  face  at  the  last.  There  had  been 
no  word  from  the  first.  By  the  time  the  flow  of 
blood  ceased,  the  power  of  speech  was  gone,  and 
there  was  thus  less  reason  to  regret  the  absence  of 
the  nearest  and  dearest. 

Mrs.  Brownlow  said  she  must  await  their  return 
with  Allen,  who  was  terribly  shocked  and  overcome 
by  this  his  first  and  sudden  contact  with  death. 
John,  too,  had  better  remain  for  his  sister’s  sake,  but 
the  others  had  better  go  home. 

"Yes,  my  child,  you  must  go,”  she  said,  laying  her 
hand  on  the  cold  ones  of  Barbara,  who  stood  white, 
silent,  and  stunned  by  the  shock. 

“  Oh,  don’t  make  me,”  said  a  dull,  dreamy,  piteous 
voice. 

“  Indeed  you  must,  my  dear.  It  would  only  add 
to  the  pain  and  confusion  to  have  you  here  now. 
They  may  like  to  have  you  to-morrow.  Remember, 
he  is  not  here.  Take  her,  Jock.  Take  care  of  her.” 

The  coming  of  Sir  James  Evelyn  at  that  moment 
gave  Babie  the  impulse  of  movement,  and  Dr. 
Medlicott  hurrying  out  to  offer  the  use  of  his 
carriage,  made  her  cling  to  Jock,  and  then  to  sign 
rather  than  speak  her  desire  to  walk  with  her 
brothers. 

Swiftly  and  silently  they  went  along  the  streets  on 
that  June  night  in  the  throng  of  carriages  carrying 
people  to  places  of  amusement,  the  wheels  surging 
in  their  ears  with  the  tramp  and  scuffle  of  feet  on  the 
pavement  like  echoes  from  some  far-off  world.  Now 
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and  then  there  was  a  muffled  sound  from  Armine, 
but  no  word  was  spoken  till  they  were  within  their 


own  door. 

Then  Jock  saw  for  one  moment  Armine’s  face 
perfectly  writhen  with  suppressed  grief  ;  but  the  boy 
gave  no  time  for  a  word,  hurrying  up  the  stairs  as 
rapidly  as  possible  to  his  own  room. 

“  Will  not  you  go  to  bed  ?  Mother  will  come  to 
you  there,”  said  jock  to  his  sister,  who  was  still  quite 
white  and  tearless. 

“Please  not,”  was  her  entreaty.  “Suppose  they 
sent  for  me  !  ” 

He  did  not  think  they  would,  but  he  let  her  sit  in 
the  dark  by  the  open  window,  listening ;  and  he  put 
his  arm  round  her,  and  said,  gently— 

“You  are  much  honoured,  Babie.  It  is  a  great 
thing  to  have  held  so  pure  and  true  a  heart,  not  for 

time,  but  eternity.”  . 

“  Don’t,  Jock.  Not  yet!  I  can’t  bear  it,  she 
moaned  ;  but  she  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  and 


so  rested  till  he  said — 

“  If  you  can  spare  me,  Babie,  I  think  I  must  see  to 
Armie.  He  seemed  to  me  terribly  overcome.”  _ 

“Armine  has  lost  his  very  best  and  dearest  fiiend, 
she  said,  pressing  her  hands  together.  “  Oh  yes,  go 
to  him  !  Armie  can  feel,  and  I  can’t  !  I  can  only 

Ch<Tock  apprehended  a  hysterical  struggle,  but  there 
only  came  one  long  sob  like  strangulation,  and  he 
thought  the  pent  up  feeling  might  better  find  its 
course  if  she  were  left  alone,  and  he  was  really 
anxious  about  Armine,  remembering  what  the  loss 
vvas  to  him,  that  it  was  his  first  real  grief,  and  that 
he  had  had  a  considerable  share  of  the  first  shock  of 


the  alarm.  ,  ,  , 

His  soft  knock  was  unheard,  and  as  he  gently 

pushed  open  the  door,  he  saw  Armine  kneeling  in  the 
dark  with  his  head  bowed  over  his  prayer-desk,  and 
would  have  retreated,  but  he  had  been  heard,  an 
Armine  rose  and  came  forward.  .  , 

The  light  on  the  stairs  showed  a  pale,  tear-stained 
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face,  but  calm  and  composed  ;  and  it  was  in  a  steady, 
though  hushed,  voice  that  he  said — 

“  Can  I  be  of  any  use  ?  ” 

“  I  am  sorry  to  have  disturbed  you.  I  only  came 
to  see  after  you.  This  is  a  sore  stroke  on  you, 
Annie.” 

“  I  can  stand  it  better,  now.  I  have  given  him  up 
to  God  as  he  bade  me,”  said  Armine.  “  It  had  been 
a  weary,  disappointed,  struggling  life,  and  he  never 
wished  it  to  last.”  The  tears  were  choking  him,  but 
they  were  gentle  ones.  “  He  thought  it  might  be 
like  this — and  soon — only  he  hoped  to  get  home  first. 
And  I  can  give  thanks  for  him,  what  he  has  been  to 
me,  and  what  he  will  be  to  me  all  my  life.” 

“That  is  right,  Armie.  John  did  great  things  for 
us  all  when  he  caught  the  carriage.” 

“  And  how  is  Babie  ?  ” 

“Poor  child,  she  seems  as  if  she  could  neither 
speak  nor  cry.  It  is  half  hysterical,  and  I  was  going 
to  get  something  for  her  to  take.  Perhaps  seeing 
you  may  be  good  for  her.” 

“  Poor  little  thing,  she  is  almost  his  widow,  though 
she  scarcely  knows  it,”  said  Armine,  coming  down 
with  his  brother. 

They  found  Babie  still  in  the  same  intent,  trans¬ 
fixed,  watching  state  ;  but  she  let  Armine  draw  her 
close  to  him,  and  listened  as  he  told  her,  in  a  low 
tender  voice  of  the  talks  he  had  had  with  Fordham, 
who  had  expressed  to  his  young  friend,  as  to  no 
one  else,  his  own  feelings  as-  to  his  state,  and  said 
much  that  he  had  spared  others,  who  could  not  listen 
with  that  unrealising  calmness  that  comes  when 
sorrow,  never  yet  experienced,  is  almost  like  a  mere 
vision.  And  as  Babie  listened,  the  large  soft  tears 
began  to  fall,  drop  by  drop,  and  the  elder  brother’s 
anxiety  was  lessened.  He  made  them  eat  and  drink 
for  one  another’s  sake,  and  watched  over  them  with  a 
care  that  was  almost  parental,  till  at  nearly  half-past 
twelve  o’clock  the  other  three  came  home. 

They  said  Mrs.  Evelyn  had  come  fully  prepared 
by  the  telegram,  and  under  an  inexplicable  certitude 
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which  made  it  needless  to  speak  the  word  to  her. 
She  was  thankful  that  Marmaduke  had  been  spared 
the  protracted  weeks  of  struggle  in  which  his  elder 
brothers’  lives  had  closed,  and  she  said — 

“  We  knew  each  other  too  well  to  need  last  words.” 

Indeed  she  was  in  the  exalted  state  that  often 
makes  the  earlier  hours  and  days  of  bereavement  the 
least  distressing,  and  Sydney  was  absorbed  in  the 
care  of  her.  Neither  had  been  nearly  so  much  over¬ 
come  as  Cecil  and  Esther,  who  had  been  hunted  up 
with  difficulty.  He  seemed  to  be  as  much  shocked 
and  horrified  as  if  his  brother  had  been  in  the  strongest 
possible  health  ;  and  poor  Esther  felt  it  wicked  and 
unfeeling  to  have  been  dancing,  and  cried  so  bitterly 
that  the  united  efforts  of  her  aunt  and  brother  could 
not  persuade  her  that  what  was  done  in  simple  duty 
and  obedience  need  give  no  pang,  and  that  Mis. 
Evelyn  never  thought  of  the  incongruity. 

It  was  only  her  husband’s  prostration  with  grief 
and  desolation  that  drew  her  off,  to  do  her  best  with 
her  pretty  childish  caresses  and  soothings  ;  and  vhen 
the  two  had  been  sent  to  their  own  home,  Mrs.  Evelyn 
was  so  calm  that  her  friend  felt  she  might  be  left 
with  her  daughter  for  the  night,  and  returned, 
bringing  her  tender  love  to  “  Our  Babie,  as  she 
called  the  girl. 

She  clung  very  much  to  Burburu  in  the  ensuing 
days.  The  presence  of  every  one  seemed  to  oppress 
her  except  that  of  her  own  children,  and  the  two 
youngest  Brownlows,  for  had  not  Armine  been  the 
depository  of  all  Fordham  s  last  messages  ?  What 
she  really  seemed  to  return  to  as  a  refreshment  aftei 
each  needful  consultation  with  Sir  James  on  the 
dreary  tasks  of  the  mourners,  was  to  finish  the 
packing  of  those  “Traveller’s  Joys  ”  which  lay  strewn 
about  Fordham’s  sitting-room,  open  at  the  fly  leaves, 
that  the  ink  might  dry. 

Esther  was  very  gentle  and  sweet,  taxing  it  quite 
naturally  that  Babie  should  be  a  greater  comfort  to 
her  mother-in-law  than  herself ;  and  content  to  be  a 
very  valuable  assistant  herself,  for  the  stimulus  made 
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her  far  more  capable  than  she  had  been  thought  to  be. 
She  managed  almost  all  the  feminine  details,  while 
Sir  James  attended  to  the  rest.  She  answered  all  the 
notes,  and  wrote  all  the  letters  that  did  not  necessarily 
fall  on  'her  husband  and  his  mother ;  and  her  un¬ 
obtrusive  helpfulness  mad6  her  a  daughter  indeed. 

All  the  young  men  went  to  the  funeral ;  but  Mrs. 
Brownlow  felt  that  it  was  a  time  for  friends  to  hold  back 
till  they  were  needed,  when  relations  had  retreated  ; 
so  she  only  sent  Babie,  whom  Mrs.  Evelyn  and  Sydney 
could  not  spare,  and  she  followed  after  three  weeks, 
when  Allen  was  released  from  his  unwelcome  work. 

She  found  Mrs.  Evelyn  feeling  it  much  more 
difficult  to  keep  up  than  it  had  been  at  first,  now  that 
she  sorely  missed  the  occupation  of  her  life.  For  full 
twenty  years  she  had  had  an  invalid  on  her  mind, 
and  Cecil’s  marriage  had  made  further  changes  in  her 
life.  It  was  not  the  fault  of  the  young  couple.  They 
did  not  love  their  new  honours  at  all.  Apart  from, 
their  affection,  Cecil  hated  trouble  and  responsibility, 
and  could  not  bear  to  shake  himself  out  of  his  groove, 
and  Esther  was  frightened  at  the  charge  of  a  large 
household.  Their  little  home  was  still  a  small 
paradise  to  them,  arid  they  implored  their  mother  to 
allow  things  to  go  on  as  they  were,  and  Cecil  con¬ 
tinue  in  the  Guards,  while  she  reigned  as  before  at 
Fordham  ;  letting  the  Cavendish  Square  house,  which 
Essie  viewed  with  a  certain  nervous  horror. 

Mrs.  Evelyn  had  so  far  consented  that  the  change 
need  not  be  made  for  at  least  a  year.  Her  dower  house 
was  let,  and  she  would  remain  as  mistress  of  Fordham 
till  the  term  was  over,  by  which  time  the  young  Lady 
Fordham  might  have  risen  to  her  position,  and  her 
Lord  be  less  unwilling  to  face  his  new  cares. 

“  And  they  tvill  be  always  wanting  me  to  take  the 
chair,”  said  he,  in  a  deplorable  voice  that  made  the 
others  laugh  in  spite  of  themselves  ;  and  he  was  so 
grateful  to  his  mother  for  staying  in  his  house,  and 
letting  him  remain  in  his  regiment,  that  he  seemed 
to  have  quite  forgotten  that  the  power  was  in  his 
own  hands. 
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S§7 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

THE  TRUST  FULFILLED. 

You  know,  my  father  left  me  some  prescriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov’d  effects,  such  as  his  reading, 

And  manifest  experience,  had  collected 

For  general  sovereignty ;  and  that  he  will’d  me 

In  heedfullest  reservation  to  bestow  them, 

As  notes,  whose  faculties  inclusive  were, 

More  than  they  were  in  note. 

All's  Well  that  Ends  Well. 

ANOTHER  year  had  come  and  gone,  with  its  various 
changes,  and  the  mother  of  the  Collingwood  Street 
household  felt  each  day  that  the  short  life  of 
Marmaduke  Viscount  Fordham  had  not  been  an 
unimportant  one  to  her  children. 

It  had  of  course  told  the  most  on  Barbara.  Her 
first  great  grief  seemed  to  have  smoothed  out  the 
harsher  lines  of  her  character,  and  made  her  gentle 
and  tolerant  as  she  had  never  been ;  or  more  truly, 
she  had  learnt  charity  at  a.  deeper  source.  That 
last  summer  had  lifted  her  into  a  diffeient  atmos¬ 
phere.  What  she  had  shared  with  Fordham  she 
loved.’  She  had  felt  the  reality  of  the  invisible  world 
to  him,  and  knew  he  trusted  to  her  meeting  his  spirit 
there  even  in  this  life,  and  the  strong  faith  of  his 
mother  had  strengthened  the  impression. 

Heavenly  things  had  seemed  more  true, 

And  came  down  closer  to  her  view, 

now  that  his  presence  was  among  them.  She  had 
by  no  means  lost  her  vivacity.  There  would  always  be 
a  certain  crispness,  drollery,  and  keenness  about  her, 
and  she  had  too  much  of  her  mother’s  elasticity  to 
be  long  depressed  ;  but  instead  of  looking  on  with 
impatient  criticism  at  good  works,  she  had  learnt 
to  be  ardent  in  the  cause,  and  she  was  a  most 
effective  helper.  To  Armine,  it  was  as  if  Foidham 
had  given  him  back  the  sister  of  his  childhood  to 
be  as  thoroughly  one  in  aims  and  sympathies  as 
gver,  but  with  a  certain  clearness  of  eye,  brisk 
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alacrity  of  execution,  and  quickness  of  judgment  that 
made  her  a  valuable  assistant,  the  complement,  as  it 
were,  of  his  more  contemplative  nature. 

He  had  just  finished  his  course  at  King’s  College, 
and  taken  a  fair  degree,  and  he  was  examining 
advertisements,  with  a  view  to  obtaining  some  em¬ 
ployment  in  teaching  that  would  put  a  sufficient  sum 
in  his  hands  to  enable  him  to  spend  a  year  at  one  of 
the  theological  colleges,  in  preparation  for  Ordination 
His  mother  was  not  happy  about  it,  she  never  would 
be  quite  easy  as  to  Armine’s  roughing  it  at  any 
chance  school,  and  she  had  much  rather  he  had  spent 
the  intervening  year  in  working  as  a  lay  assistant 
to  Mr.  Ogilvie,  who  had  promised  to  give  him  a 
title  for  Orders,  and  would  direct  his  reading. 

Aimine,  however,  said  he  could  neither  make  him¬ 
self  Mr.  Ogilvie’s  guest  for  a  year,  nor  let  his  mother 
pay  his  expenses ;  also  that  he  wished  to  do  some¬ 
thing  for  himself,  and  that  he  felt  the  need  of  definite 
training.  All  he  would  do,  was  to  promise  that  if  he 
should  find  himself  likely  to  break  down  in  his 
intended  employment  of  tuition,  he  would  give  up  in 
time  and  submit  to  her  plan  of  boarding  him  at 
S.  Cradocke’s. 


“  But>”  as  he  said  to  Babie,  “  I  don’t  think  it  is  self- 
will  to  feel  bound  to  try  to  exert  myself  for  the  one 
great  purpose  of  my  life.  I  am  too  old  to  live  upon 
mother  any  longer.”  r 

‘How  I  do  wish  I  could  do  anything  to  help  you 

to  the  year  at  C - .  Mother  has  always  said  that 

sue  will  let  me  try  to  publish  ‘  Hart’s-tongue  Well  ’ 
when  I  am  twenty-one  !  ” 

“Living  on  you  instead  of  mother?” 

“  Oh  no,  Armie,  you  know  we  are  one.  Though 
perhaps  a  mere  story  like  that  is  not  worthy  to  do 
such  work.  Yet  I  think  there  must  be  something  in 
it,  as  Duke  cared  for  it.” 

“  That  would  be  proof  positive  but  for  the  author  ” 
said  Armine,  smiling;  “but  poor  Allen’s  attempts 
have  rather  daunted  my  literary  hopes.” 

“  I  really  believe  Allen  would  write  better  sense 
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now,  if  he  tried,”  said  Babie.  “  I  believe  Lady  Grose 
is  making  something  of  him  !  ” 

“  Without  intending  it,”  said  Armine,  laughing. 

“  No  ;  but  you  see  snubbing  is  wholesome  diet,  if 
it  is  taken  with  a  few  grains  of  resolution,  and  he  has 
come  to  that  now  !  ” 

For  Allen  had  continued  not  only  to  profess  to  be, 
but  to  be  willing  to  do  anything  to  relieve  his  mother, 
and  Dr.  Medlicott  had,  with  much  hesitation  and 
doubt,  recommended  him  for  what  was  called  a 
secretaryship  to  a  paralytic  old  gentleman,  who  had 
been,  in  his  own  estimation,  eminent  both  in  the 
scientific  and  charitable  worlds,  and  still  carried  on  his 
old  habits,  though  quite  incapable.  It  really  was, 
as  the  Doctor  honestly  told  Allen,  very  little  better 
than  being  a  male  humble  companion,  for  though  old 
Sir  Samuel  Grose  was  fussy  and  exacting  from 
infirmity,  he  was  a  gentleman  ;  but  he  had  married 
late  in  life  a  vulgar,  overbearing  woman,  who  was 
sure  to  show  insolent  want  of  consideration  to  any 
one  she  considered  her  inferior.  To  his  surprise, 
Allen  accepted  the  situation,  and  to  his  still  greater 
surprise,  endured  it,  walking  to  Kensington  every  day 
by  eleven  o’clock,  and  coming  home  whenever  he  was 
released,  at  an  hour  varying  from  three  to  eleven, 
according  to  my  Lady’s  will.  He  became  attached  to 
the  old  man,  pitied  him,  and  did  his  best  to  satisfy 
his  many  caprices  and  to  deal  with  his  infirmities  of 
brain  and  memory ;  but  my  Lady  certainly  was  his 
bete  noire ,  though  she  behaved  a  good  deal  better  to 
him  after  she  had  seen  him  picked  up  in  the  park  by 
Lady  Fordham’s  carriage.  However,  he  made  light 
of  all  he  underwent  from  her,  and  did  not  break  down 
even  when  it  was  known  that  though  poor  George 
Gould  had  died  at  New  York,  his  widow  showed  no 
intention  of  coming  home,  and  wrote  confidently  to 
her  step-daughters  of  Elvira  marrying  her  brother 
Gilbert.  She  was  of  age  now,  there  was  nothing  to 
prevent  her,  and  they  seemed  to  be  only  waiting  for 
a  decent  interval  after  her  uncle’s  death.  Allen,  a 
couple  of  years  ago  would  have  made  his  mother 
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and  all  the  family  as  wretched  as  he  could,  and 
would  have  dropped  all  semblance  of  occupation 
but  smoking.  Now  Lady  Grose  would  not  let  him 
smoke,  and  Sir  Samuel  required  him  to  be  enter¬ 
taining  ;  but  the  continual  worry  he  was  bearing 
was  making  him  look  so  ill  that  his  mother  was 
very  anxious  about  him.-  She  had  other  troubles. 
It  was  eighteen  months  since  Janet  Hermann  had 
drawn  her  allowance.  Her  husband  once  had 
written  in  her  name,  saying  that  she  was  ill,  but 
Mr.  Wakefield  had  sent  an  order  payable  only  on 
her  signature,  and  it  had  never  been  acknowledged 
or  presented!  Could  Janet  be  living?  Or  could 
she  be  in  some  such  fitful  state  of  prosperity  as  to 
be  able  to  disregard  25/.  ? 

Her  mother  spent  many  anxious  thoughts  and 
prayers  on  her,  though  the  younger  ones  seemed  to 
have  almost  forgotten  her,  so  long  it  was  since  she 
had  been  a  part  of  their  family  life.  Nor  did  Bobus 
answer  his  mother  s  letters,  though  he  continued  to 
write  fully  and  warmly  to  Jock.  As  to  the  MS.,  he 
said  he  had  impioved  upon  it,  and  had  sent  a  fresh 
one  to  a  friend  who  would  have  none  of  the  scruples 
of  which  physical  science  ought  to  have  cured  Jock. 
It  came  out  in  a  review,  but  without  his  name,  and 
though  it  was  painful  enough  to  all  who  cared  for 
him,  it  had  been  shorn  of  several  of  the  worst  and 
most  virulent  passages ;  so  that  Jock’s  remonstrance 
had  done  some  good. 

Jock  himself  had  come  into  possession  of  200/., 
and  the  like  sum  had  been  left  to  his  mother  by 
their  good  old  friends  the  Lucases,  who  had  died,  as 
it  is  given  to  some  happy  old  couples  to  leave  this 
world,  within  three  days  of  one  another. 

.  ot^er  John,  in  the  last  autumn,  had  taken  both 
his  degiees  at  Oxford  and  in  London  with  hi°h 
ci  edit,  and  had  immediately  after  obtained  one  of 
those  annual  appointments  in  his  hospital  which  are 
bestowed  upon  the  most  distinguished  of  the  students, 
to  enable  them  to  gain  more  experience  ;  but  as  it  did 
not  involve  residence,  he  continued  to  be  one  of  the 
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family  in  Collingwood  Street.  However,  in  the  eaily 
spring,  a  slight  hurt  to  his  hand  festered  so  as  to 
make  the  doctors  uneasy,  and  his  sister  set  hei  heart 
on  taking  him  to  Fordham  for  Easter,  for  a  more 
thorough  rest  than  could  be  had  at  Kencroft,  while 
the  younger  ones  were  having  measles. 

John,  however,  had  by  this  time  learnt  enough 
of  his  ’own  feelings  to  delay  consent  till  he  had 
written  to  ask  Mrs.  Evelyn  whether  she  absolutely 
objected  to  his  entertaining  any  future  hopes  ot 
Sydney,  when  he  should  have  worked  his  way  up¬ 
ward,  as  his  recent  success  gave  him  hopes  of  doing 

in  time.  .  , 

Sydney’s  fortune  was  not  overpowering.  10,000*. 
was  settled  on  each  of  the  younger  children,  and  it 
had  only  been  Fordham’s  liberality  in  treating  Cecil 
as  his  eldest  son,  that  had  brought  about  his  early 
marriage.  Thus  she  was  no  such  heiress  that  her 
husband  would  be  obliged  to  feel  as  if  he  were  living 
on  her  means,  or  that  exertion  could  be  dispensed 
with,  and  thus,  though  he  must  make  his  way  before 
he  could  marry,  there  was  no  utter  inequality  for  one 
who  brought  a  high  amount  of  trained  ability  and 


1U  Mrs  ^  Evelyn  could  only  answer  as  she  would  once 
have  answered  Jock,  and  on  these  terms  he  went. 
In  the  meantime  Sydney  had  rejected  the  honour¬ 
able  young  rector  of  the  next  parish,  and  was  in 
the  course  of  administering  rebuffs  to  the  coun  y 
member,  who  was  so  persuaded  that  he  and  Miss 
Evelyn  were  the  only  fit  match  for  one  another,  tl 
no  implied  negative  was  accepted  by  him  ttei 
brother,  whom  he  was  coaching  in  his  county  duties, 
was  far  too  much  inclined  to  bring  him  home  to 
luncheon  ;  and  in  the  clash  and  crisis,  without  any 
one’s  quite  knowing  how  it  happened,  it  tume  ou 
that  Mrs.  Evelyn  had  been  so  imprudent  as  to 
sanction  an  attachment  between  her  daughtei .  a 
that  great  lout  of  a  young  doctor,  Lady  f  oidhams 
brotherT  Not  only  the  M.P.,  but  all  the  family 
shook  the  head  and  bemoaned  the  connection,  or 
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though  it  was  to  be  a  long  engagement  and  a  great 
secret,  everybody  found  it  out.  Lucas  had  long 
made  up  his  mind  that  so  it  would  end,  and  told  his 
mother  that  it  was  a  relief  the  crisis  had  come.  He 
put  a  good  face  on  it,  wrung  his  cousin’s  hand  with 
the  grasp  of  a  Hercules,  observed  “  Well  done,  old 
Monk,”  and  then  made  the  work  for  his  final 
examination  a  plea  for  being  so  incessantly  occupied 
as  to  avoid  all  private  outpourings.  And  if  he  had 
very  little  flesh  on  his  bones,  it  was  hard  work  and 
anxiety  about  his  examination. 

That  final  ordeal  was  gone  through  at  last ;  John 
Lucas  Brownlow  was,  like  his  cousin,  possessor  of  a 
certificate  of  honour  and  a  medal,  and  had  won  both 
his  degrees  most  brilliantly.  He  had  worked  the 
hardest  and  had  the  most  talent,  and  his  achievement 
was  perhaps  the  most  esteemed  because  of  his  lack  of 
the  previous  training  that  Friar  had  brought  from 
Oxford.  Professors  and  physicians  wrote  his  mother 
notes  to  express  their  satisfaction  at  the  career  of 
theii  old  friend  s  son,  and  Dr.  Medlicott  came  to 
biing  her  a  whole  bouquet  of  gratifying  praise  and 
admit  ation  from  all  concerned  with  him,  ranging 
from  the  ability  of  his  prize  essay  to  the  firm  delicacy 
of .  his  hand  ;  and  backed  up  by  the  doctor’s  own 
opinion  of  the  blameless  conduct  and  excellent 
influence  of  both  the  cousins.  And  now  Dr. 
Medlicott  declared  he  must  have  a  good  rest 
and  holiday,  after  the  long  strain  of  hard  toil  and 
study. 

It  came  like  a  dream  to  Caroline  that  the  con¬ 
ditions  imposed  by  her  husband  fifteen  years  before, 
when  Lucas  was  a  mischievous  imp  of  a  Skipjack,  had 
been  thus  completely  worked  out,  not  only  the  intel- 
^tual,  but  the  moral  and  religious  terms  being  thus 
fulfilled. 

The  two  cousins  had  come  home  to  dinner  in  high 
spirits  at  the  various  kind  things  that  had  been  said 
to,  and  of,  Jock,  and  discussing  the  various  suggestions 
lor  the  future  that  had  been  made  to  them.  They 
thought  Mother  Carey  strangely  silent,  but  when  they 
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rose  she  called  her  son  into  the  consulting  room,  as 
she  still  termed  it. 

“  My  dear,”  she  said,  “  this  slate  will  tell  you  why 
this  is  the  moment  I  have  looked  forward  to  from 
the  time  your  dear  father  was  taken  from  us  with 
his  work  half  done.  He  had  been  working  out  a 
discovery.  He  was  sure  of  it  himself,  but  none  of  the 
faculty  would  believe  in  it  or  take  it  up.  Even  Dr. 
Lucas  thought  it  was  a  craze,  and  I  believe  it  can 
only  be  tested  by  risky  experiments.  All  that  he 
had  made  out  is  in  this  book.  You  know  he  could 
not  speak  for  that  dreadful  throat.  This  is  what  he 
wrote.  I  copied  it  again,  putting  in  my  answers  lest 
it  should  fade,  but  these  are  his  very  words,  and  that 
is  my  pledge.  Magnum  Bonum  was  our  playful  pet 
name  for  it  between  ourselves. 

“‘I  promise  to  keep  the  Magnum  Bonum  a  secret, 
till  the  boys  are  grown  up,  and  then  only  to  confide 
it  to  the  one  that  seems  fittest,  when  he  has  taken  his 
degree,  and  is  a  good,  religious,  wise,  able  man,  with 
brains  and  balance,  fit  to  be  trusted  to  work  out  and 
apply  such  an  invention,  and  not  make  it  serve  his 
own  advancement,  but  be  a  real  good  and  blessing  to 
all.’  And  oh,  Jock,”  she  added,  “  am  I  not  thankful 
that  after  all  it  should  have  come  about  that  you 
should  fulfil  those  conditions.” 

“  Did  you  not  once  mean  it  for  John  ?  ”  said  Jock, 
hastily  looking  up. 

“Yes,  when  I  thought  that  hateful  money  had 
turned  you  all  aside.” 

“  Then  I  think  he  ought  to  share  this  knowledge.” 

“  I  thought  you  would  say  so,  but  it  is  your  first 
right.” 

“ Perhaps,”  said  Jock.  “But  he  is  superior  in  his 
own  line  to  me.  He  gave  himself  up  to  this  line  of 
his  own  free  will,  not  like  me,  as  a  resource.  And 
moreover,  if  it  should  bring  any  personal  benefit,  as 
an  accident,  it  would  be  more  important  to  him  than 
to  me.  And  these  other  conditions  he  fulfils  to  the 
letter.  Mother,  let  me  fetch  him.” 

She  kissed  his  brow  by  way  of  answer,  and  a  call 
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brought  John  into  the  room.  The  explanation  was 
made,  and  John  said,  “If  you  think  it  right,  Aunt 
Caroline.  No  one  can  quite  fulfil  the  conditions,  but 
two  may  be  better  than  one.” 

“  Then  I  will  leave  you  to  read  it  together,”  she 
said,  after  pointing  them,  to  the  solemn  words  in  the 
first  page.  “  Oh,  you  cannot  think  how  glad  I  am  to 
give  up  my  trust.” 

She  went  upstairs  to  the  drawing-room,  and  about 
half  an  hour  had  passed  in  this  way,  when  Jock  came 
to  the  door,  and  said,  “  Mother,  would  you  please  to 
come  down.” 

It  was  a  strange,  grave  voice  in  which  he  spoke, 
and  when  she  reached  the  room,  they  set  Allen’s  most 
luxurious  chair  for  her,  but  she  stood  trembling, 
reading  in  their  faces  that  there  was  something 
they  hesitated  to  tell  her.  They  looked  at  one 
another  as  if  to  ask  which  should  do  it,  and  a  cer¬ 
tain  indignation  and  alarm  seized  on  her.  “You 
believe  in  it !  she  cried,  as  if  she  suspected  them 
of  disloyalty. 

“  Most  entirely  !  ”  they  both  exclaimed. 

“It  is, a  great  discovery,”  added  Jock,  “but - ” 

“But,”  said  John,  as  he  hesitated,  “  it  has  been 
worked  out  within  the  last  two  years.” 

“Not  Dr.  Hermann  !  ”  she  cried. 

“  No,  indeed  !  ”  said  Jock.  “  Why  ?  ” 

Because  poor  Janet  overheard  our  conversation 
and  _  obtained  a  sight  of  the  book.  It  was  her 
ambition.  I  believe  it  was  fatal  to  her.  She  may 
have  caught  up  enough  of  the  outline  to  betray  it. 
Jock,  you  remember  that  scene  at  Belforest  ?  ” 

“I  do,”  said  Jock;  “but  this  is  not  that  scoundrel. 
It  is  Ruthven,  who  has  worked  it  out  in  a  full  and 
iegular  way.  It  is  making  a  considerable  sensation 
though  it  has  scarcely  yet  come  into  use  as  a  mode 
of  treatment.  Mother,  do  not  be  disappointed.  It 
V1  blessing  that  my  father  intended,  all  the 

sooner  for  not  being  in  the  hands  of  two  lads  like  us 
whom  all  the  bigwigs  would  scout !  ”  ' 

“And  what  I  never  thought  of  before,”  said  John. 
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(  You  know  we  are  so  often  asked  whether  we  belong 
to  Joseph  Brownlow,  that  one  forgets  to  mention  it 
every  time  ;  but  that  day,  when  Dr.  Medlicott  took 
me  to  the  Westminster  hospital,  we  fell  in  with  Dr. 
Ruthven,  and  after  the  usual  disappointment  on 
finding  I  was  only  the  nephew  and  not.  the  son,  he 
said,  ‘Joseph  Brownlow  would  have  been  a  great 
man  if  he  had  lived.  I  owe  a  great  deal  to  a  hint  he 
once  gave  me  ?  ’  ” 

“He  ought  to  see  these  notes,”  said  Jock.  “It 
strikes  me  that  there  is  a  clue  here  to  that  difficulty 
he  mentions  in  that  published  paper  of  his.” 

“You  ought  to  show  it  to  him,”  said  John. 

“You  ought,”  said  Jock. 

“  Do  you  know  much  about  him  ?  ”  asked  Mother 
Carey.  “  I  don’t  think  I  ever  saw  him,  though  I  know 
his  name.  A  fashionable  physician,  is  he  not  ?  ” 

“A  very  good  man,”  said  John.  “  A  great  West-end 
swell  just  come  to  be  the  acknowledged  head  in  his 
own  line.  I  suppose  it  is  just  what  my  uncle  would 
have  been  ten  years  ago,  if  he  had  been  spared.” 

“May  we  show  it  to  him,  mother?”  said  Jock.  “I 
should  think  he  was  quite  to  be  trusted  with  it.  I  see ! 
I  was  reading  an  account  of  this  method  of  his  to  Dr. 
Lucas  one  day,  and  he  was  much  interested  and  tried 
to  tell  me  something  about  my  father  ;  but  it  was 
after  his  speech  grew  so  imperfect,  and  he  was  so 
much  excited  and  distressed  that  I  had  to  lead  him 
away  from  the  subject.” 

“Yes,  Dr.  Lucas’s  incredulity  made  all  the  differ¬ 
ence.  How  old  is  Dr.  Ruthven,  John  ?  ” 

“  A  little  over  forty,  I  should  say.  He  may  have 
been  a  pupil  of  my  uncle’s.” 

After  a  little  more  consultation,  it  was  decided  that 
John  should  write  to  Dr.  Ruthven  that  his  cousin  had 
some  papers  of  his  father’s  which  he  thought  the 
Doctor  might  like  to  see,  and  that  they  would  bring 
them  if  he  would  make  an  appointment. 

And  so  the  Magnum  Bonum  was  no  longer  a 
secret,  a  burden,  and  a  charge  ! 

It  was  not  easy  to  tell  whether  she  who  had  so  long 
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been  its  depositary  felt  the  more  lightened  or  dis¬ 
appointed.  She  had  reckoned  more  than  she  knew 
upon  the  honour  of  the  discovery  being  connected 
with  the  name  of  Brownlow,  and  she  could  not  quite 
surmount  the  feeling  that  Dr.  Ruthven  had  somehow 
robbed  her  husband,  though  her  better  sense  accepted 
and  admired  the  young  men’s  argument  that  such 
discoveries  were  common  property,  and  that  the 
benefit  to  the  world  was  the  same. 

Allen  was  a  good  deal  struck  when  he  understood 
the  matter.  He  said  it  explained  a  good  deal  to  him 
which  the  others  had  been  too  young  to  observe  or 
remember  both  in  the  old  home  and  afterwards. 

“  One  wonderful  part  of  it  is  how  you  kept  the 
secret,  and  Janet  too!”  he  said.  “And  you  must 
often  have  been  sorely  tempted.  I  remember  being 
amused  at  your  disappointment  and  her  indignation 
when  I  said  I  didn’t  see  why  a  man  was  bound  to  be 
a  doctor  because  his  father  was  before  him  ;  and  I 
suppose  if  Bobus  or  I  had  taken  to  it,  this  Ruthven 
need  not  have  been  beforehand  with  us  !  ” 

“  It  would  have  been  transgressing  the  conditions 
to  hold  it  out  to  you.” 

“  I  don’t  imagine  I  could  have  done  it  any  way,” 
said  Allen,  sighing.  “  I  never  can  enter  into  the  taste 
the  others  have  for  that  style  of  thing ;  but  Bobus 
might  have  succeeded.  You  must  have  expected  it 
of  him,  at  the  time  when  he  and  I  used  to  laugh  at 
what  we  thought  was  a  monomania  on  your  part  for 
our  taking  up  medical  science  as  a  tribute  to  our 
father,  when  we  did  not  need  it  as  a  provision.” 

“You  see,  if  any  of  you  had  taken  up  the  study 
from  pure  philanthropy,  as  some  people  do — well,  at 
any  rate  in  George  Macdonald’s  novels — it  would 
have  been  the  very  qualification.  But  I  had  little 
hope  from  the  time  that  the  fortune  came.  I  dreamt 
the  first  night  that  Midas  had  turned  the  whole  of 
you  to  gold  statues,  and  that  I  was  wandering  about 
like  the  Princess  Paribanou  to  find  the  Magnum 
Bomim  to  disenchant  you.” 

“  It  has  come  pretty  true,”  said  Allen  thought 
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fully,  “that  inheritance  did  us  all  a  great  deal  of 
mischief.” 

“And  it  took  a  greater  magnum  bonum,  a 
maximum  bonum,  to  disenchant  us,”  said  Armine. 

“Which  I  fear  did  not  come  from  me,”  said  his 
mother,  “  and  I  am  most  grateful  to  the  dear  people 
who  applied  it  to  you.  I  wish  I  saw  my  way  to  the 
disenchantment  of  the  other  two  !  ” 

“  I  suppose  you  quite  despaired  till  John  took  his 
turn  in  that  direction,”  said  Allen.  “  Bobus  could 
really  have  done  better  than  any  oi  us,  I  fancy,  but 
he  would  not  have  fulfilled  the  religious  condition,  as 
sine  quel  non.’ ’ 

“Bobus  is  not  really  cleverer  than  Jock,”  said 

Armine.  . 

“Yet  the  Skipjack  seemed  the  most  improbable 
one  of  all,”  said  his  mother.  “  I  wish  he  were  not 
deprived  of  it,  after  all  !  ” 

“  Perhaps  he  is  not,”  said  Armine.  “  He  told  me 
he  had  been  comparing  the  MS.  notes  with  Dr. 
Ruthven’s  published  paper,  and  he  thought  my  father 
saw  farther  into  the  capabilities.” 

“Well,  he  will  do  right  with  it.  I  am  thankful  to 
leave  it  in  such  hands  as  his  and  the  Monk’s.” 

«  Then  it  was  this,”  continued  Allen,  “  that  was  the 
key  to  poor  Janet’s  history.  I  suppose  she  hoped  to 
qualify  herself  when  she  was  madly  set  on  going  to 

Zurich.”  .  , 

“  Though  I  told  her  I  could  never  commit  it  to  her  ; 

but  she  knew  just  enough  to  make  that  wretched 
man  fancy  it  a  sort  of  quack  secret, _  and  he  managed 
to  persuade  her  that  he  had  real  ability  to  pursue  the 
discovery  for  her.  Poor  Janet!  it  has  been  no 
magnum  bonum  to  her,  I  fear.  If  I  could  only  know 

where  she  is.”  . 

A  civil,  but  not  a  very  eager  note  came  in  reply  to 
John  from  Dr.  Ruthven,  making  the  appointment,  but 
so  dispassionately  that  he  might  fairly  be  supposed 
to  expect  little  from  the  interview. 

However,  they  came  home  more  than  satisfied. 
Perhaps  in  the  interim  Dr.  Ruthven  had  learnt  what 
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manner  of  young  men  they  were,  and  the  honours 
they  had  won,  for  he  had  received  them  very  kindly, 
and  had  told  them  how  a  conversation  with  Joseph 
Brownlow  had  put  him  on  the  scent  of  what  he  had 
since  gradually  and  experimentally  worked  out,  and 
so  fully  proved  to  himself,  that  he  had  begun  treat¬ 
ment  on  that  basis,  and  with  success,  though  he 
had  only  as  yet  brought  a  portion  of  his  fellow 
physicians  to  accept  his  system. 

Lucas  had  then  explained  as  much  as  was  needful, 
and  shown  him  the  notes.  He  read  with  increasing 
eagerness,  and  presently  they  saw  his  face  light  up, 
and  with  his  finger  on  the  passage  they  had  expected, 
he  said,  “This  is  just  what  I  wanted.  Why  did  I 
not  think  of  it  before  ?  ”  and  asked  permission  to 
copy  the  passage. 

Then  he  urged  the  publication  of  the  notes  in  some 
medical  journal,  showing  true  and  generous  anxiety 
that  honoui  should  be  given  where  honour  was  due, 
and  that  his  system  should  have  the  support  of  a 
name  not  yet  foi gotten.  Further,  he  told  his  visitors 
chat  they  would  hear  from  him  soon,  and  altogether 
they  came  home  so  much  gratified  that  the  mother 
began  to  lose  her  sense  of  being  forestalled.  She  was 
hard  at  work  in  her  own  way  on  a  set  of  models  for 
dinner-table  ornaments  which  had  been  ordered. 
^Pot-boileis  had  unfortunately  much  more  success 
than  the  imaginary  groups  she  enjoyed. 

Theiefoie  she  stayed  at  home  and  only  sent  her 
young  people  on  a  commission  to  bring  her  as  many 
varieties  of  foliage  and  seed-vessels  as  they  could,  when 
Jock  and  Armine  spent  this  first  holiday  of  waitino- 
m  setting  forth  with  Babie  to  get  a  regular  good 
country  walk,  grumbling  horribly  that  she  would  not 
accompany  them. 

She  was  deep  in  the  moulding  of  a  branch  of 
chestnut,  which  carried  her  back  to  the  first  time  she 
saw  those  prickly  clusters,  on  that  day  of  openino- 
i  aiadise  at  Richmond,  with  Joe  bv  her  side  ther 
still  Mr.  Brownlow  to  her,  Joe,  who  had  seemed  so 
much  closer  to  her  side  in  these  last  few  days.  Tire 
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Colonel  might  call  Armine  the  most  like  Joe,  and  say 
that  Jock  almost  absurdly  recalled  her  own  soldier- 
father,  Captain  Allen,  but  to  her,  Jock  always  the 
most  brought  back  her  husband’s  words  and  ways, 
in  a  hundred  little  gestures  and  predilections,  and  she 
had  still  to  struggle  with  her  sense  of  injury  that  he 
should  not  be  the  foremost. 

The  maid  came  up  with  two  cards  :  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Ruthven.  This  was  speedy,  and  Caroline  had  to 
take  off  her  brown  holland  apron,  and  wash  her 
hands,  while  Emma  composed  her  cap,  in  haste  and 
not  very  good  will,  for  she  could  not  but  think  them 
her  natural  enemies,  though  she  was  ready  to  beat 
herself  for  being  so  small  and  nasty  “  when  they 
could  not  help  it,  poor  things.” 

However,  Mrs.  Ruthven  turned  out  to  be  a  pleasant 
lively  table  d’hote  acquaintance  of  six  or  seven  years 
ago  in  her  maiden  days,  and  her  doctor  an  agreeable 
Scotsman,  who  told  Mrs.  Brownlow  that  he  had  been 
here  on  several  evenings  in  former  days,  and  did  not 
seem  at  all  hurt  that  she  did  not  remember  him.  He 
seemed  disappointed  that  neither  of  the  young  men 
was  at  home,  and  inquired  whether  they  had  any¬ 
thing  in  view.  “  Not  definitely,”  she  said,  and  she 
spoke  of  some  of  the  various  counsels  Dr.  Medlicott 
and  others  had  given  them. 

In  the  midst  she  heard  that  peculiar  dash  with 
which  the  Fordham  carriage  always  announced  itself. 
Little  Esther  might  be  ever  so  much  a  Viscountess, 
but  could  she  ever  cease  to  be  shy  ?  In  spite  of  her 
increasing  beauty  and  grace,  she  was  not  a  success 
in  society,  for  the  ladies  said  she  was  slow;  she  had 
no  conversation,  and  no  dash  or  rattle  to  make  up 
for  it,  and  nothing  would  ever  teach  her  to  like 
strangers.  They  were  only  so  many  disturbances 
in  the  way  of  her  enjoyment  of  her  husband  and 
her  baby  ;  and  when  she  could  not  have  the  former 
to  go  out  driving  with  her,  she  always,  came  and  be¬ 
sought  for  the  company  of  Aunt  Caroline  and  Babie  ; 
above  all,  when  she  had  any  shopping  to  do.  She 
knew'  it  was  very  foolish,  but  she  could  never  be 
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happy  in  encountering  shop  people,  and  she  wanted 
strong  support  and  protection  to  prevent  herself 
from  being  made  a  lay  figure  by  urgent  dressmakers. 
Her  home  only  gave  her  help  and  company  on  great 
occasions,  for  Eleanor  persisted  in  objecting  to  fine 
people,  was  determined  against  attracting  another 
guardsman,  and  privately'desired  her  sister  to  abstain 
from  inviting  her.  Essie  was  aware  that  this  was  all 
for  the  sake  of  a  certain  curate  at  St.  Kenelm’s,  and 
left  Ellie  to  carry  out  her  plan  of  passive  resistance, 
becoming  thus  the  more  dependent  on  her  aunt’s 
family. 

In  she  came,  too  graceful  and  courteous  for 
strangers  to  detect  the  shock  their  presence  gave  her, 
but  much  relieved  to  see  them  depart.  Her  husband 
was  on  guard,  and  she  had  a  whole  list  of  commissions 
for  mamma,  which  would  be  much  better  executed 
without  him.  Moreover,  baby  must  have  a  new 
pelisse  and  hat  for  the  country,  and  might  not  she 
have  little  stockings  and  shoes,  in  case  she  should 
want  to  walk  before  the  return  to  London  ? 

As  little  Alice  was  but  four  months  old,  and  her 
father’s  leave  was  only  for  three  months,  this  did  not 
seem  a  very  probable  contingency,  but  Mother  Carey 
was  always  ready  for  shopping.  She  had  never  quite 
outgrown  the  delight  of  the  change  from  being  a 
penniless  school  girl,  casting  wistful  fleeting  glances 
at  the  windows  where  happier  maidens  might  enter 
and  purchase. 

Then  there  was  to  be  a  great  review  in  two  days’ 
time,  Cecil  would  be  with  his  regiment,  and  Esther 
wanted  the  whole  family  to  go  with  her,  lunch  with 
the  officers,  and  have  a  thorough  holiday.  Cecil  had 
sent  a  message  that  Jock  must  come  to  have  the  cob¬ 
webs  swept  out  of  his  brain,  and  see  his  old  friends 
before  he  got  into  harness  again.  It  was  a  well- 
earned  holiday,  as  Mother  Carey  felt,  accepting  it 
with  eagei  pleasure,  for  all  who  could  come,  though 
John’s  power  of  so  doing  must  be  doubtful,  and 
theie  was  little  chance  of  a  day  being  granted  to 
Allen. 
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In  going  out  with  her  niece,  Caroline’s  eye  had 
fallen  on  an  envelope  among  the  cards  on  the  hall 
table,  ambiguously  addressed  to  “  J.  Brownlow,  Esq., 
M.B.,”  and  on  her  return  home  she  was  met  at  the 
door  by  Jock  with  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

“  So  Dr.  Ruthven  has  been  here,”  he  said,  drawing 
her  into  the  consulting-room. 

“Yes.  I  like  him  rather.  He  seems  to  wish  to 
make  any  amends  in  his  power.” 

“  Amends  !  you  dear  old  ridiculous  mother  !  Do 
you  call  this  amends  ?”  holding  up  the  letter.  “He 
says  now  this  discovery  is  getting  known  and  he  has 
a  name  for  the  sort  of  case,  his  practice  is  outgrowing 
him,  and  he  wants  some  one  to  work  with  him  who 
may  be  up  to  this  particular  matter,  and  all  he  has 
heard  of  us  convinces  him  that  he  cannot  do  better 
than  propose  it  to  whichever  of  us  has  no  other 
designs.” 

“Very  right  and  proper  of  him.  It  is  the  only 
thing  he  can  do.  I  suppose  it  would  be  the  making 
of  one  of  you.  Ah  !”  as  she  glanced  over  the  letter. 
“  He  gives  the  preference  to  you.” 

“  He  was  bound  to  do  that,  but  I  think  he  would 
prefer  the  Monk.  I  wonder  whether  you  care  very- 
much  about  my  accepting  the  offer.” 

“  Would  this  house  be  too  far  off?” 

“  I  don’t  know  his  plans  enough  to  tell.  That  was 
not  what  I  was  thinking  of,  but  of  what  it  would  save 
her.  Essie  said  she  was  not  looking  well  ;  and  no 
doubt  waiting  is  telling  on  her,  just  as  her  mother 
always  feared  it  would.” 

“John  has  just  not  had  the  forbearance  you  have 
shown !  ” 

“  That  is  all  circumstance.  There  was  the  saving  her 
life,  and  afterwards  the  being  on  the  spot  when  she 
was  tormented  about  the  other  affair.  He  has  no  notion 
of  having  cut  me  out,  and  I  trust  he  never  will.” 

“  No,  I  do  him  that  justice.” 

“  Then  he  has  the  advantage  of  me  every  way,  out 
and  out  in  looks  and  University  training;  and  it  was 
to  him  that  Ruthven  first  took  a  fancy.” 
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“You  surpassed  him  in  your  essay,  and  in  — — 

“Oh,  yes,  yes,”  interrupted  Jock  hastily,  “but  you 
see  work  was  my  refuge.  I  had  nothing  to  call  me 
off.  Besides,  I  have  my  share  of  your  brains,  instead 
of  her  Serenity’s  ;  but  that’s  all  the  more  reason,  if 
you  would  listen  to  me.  Depend  upon  it,  Ruthven, 
if  lie  knew  all,  would  much  prefer  the  connection 
John  would  have,  and  she  would  bring  means  to  set 
up  directly.” 

“  I  suppose  you  will  have  it  so,”  replied  she, 
looking  up  to  him  affectionately. 

“  I  should  like  it,”  he  said.  “  It  is  the  one  thing 
for  them,  and  waiting  might  do  her  infinite  harm ; 
the  dear  old  Monk  deserves  it  every  way.  Remem¬ 
ber  how  it  all  turned  on  his  desperate  race.  If  your 
comfort  depended  on  my  taking  it,  that  would  come 
first.” 

“  Oh,  no.” 

“  But  there  is  sure  to  turn  up  plenty  of  other  work 
without  leaving  you,”  he  continued.  “  I  don’t  fancy 
getting  involved  in  West-end  practice  among  swells, 
and  not  being  independent.  I  had  rather  see  whether 
I  can’t  work  out  this  principle  further,  devoting  my¬ 
self  to  reading  up  for  it,  and  getting  more  hospital 
experience  to  go  upon.” 

“  I  dare  say  that  is  quite  right.  I  know  it  is  like 
your  father,  and  indeed  I  shall  be  quite  content  how¬ 
ever  you  decide.  Only  might  it  not  be  well  to  see 
how  it  strikes  John,  before  you  absolutely  make  it 
over  to  him  ?  ” 

“You  are  trying  to  be  prudent  against  the  grain, 
Mother  Carey.” 

“Trying  to  see  it  like  your  uncle.  Yes,  exactly  as 
if  I  were  trying  to  forestall  his  calling  me  his  good 
little  sister.” 

“  I  don’t  know  what  he  would  call  me,”  said 
Jock,  “for  at  the  bottom  is  a  feeling  that,  after 
reading  my  father’s  words,  I  had  rather  not,  if  I 
can  help  it,  begin  immediately  to  make  all  that 
material  advantage  out  of  ‘  Magnum  Bonum  ’  as  you 
call  it.” 
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“  Well,  my  dear,  do  as  you  think  right  ;  I  trust  it 
all  to  you.  It  is  sure  to  turn  out  the  right  sort  of 
‘  Magnum  Bonum  ’  to  you — ” 

The  Monk’s  characteristic  ring  at  the  bell  was 
heard,  and  the  letter  was,  without  loss  of  time,  com¬ 
mitted  to  him,  while  both  mother  and  son  watched 
him  as  he  gathered  up  the  sense. 

“Well,  this  is  jolly!”  was  his  first  observation. 
“  Downright  handsome  of  Ruthven  !  ”  and  then  as  the 
colour  rose  a  little  in  his  face,  “Just  the  thing  for 
you,  Jock,  home  work,  which  is  exactly  what  you 
want.” 

“I’m  not  sure  about  that,”  said  Jock;  “I  don’t 
want  to  get  into  that  kind  of  practice  j  ust  yet.  It  is 
fitter  for  a  family  man.” 

“And  who  is  a  family  man  if  you  are  not?”  said 
John.  “Wasn’t  it  the  very  cause  of  your  taking  this 
line  ?  ” 

“  There’s  a  popular  prejudice  in  favour  of  wives, 
rather  than  mothers,”  said  jock.  “I  should  have  said 
you  were  more  likely  to  fulfil  the  conditions.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  and  there  was  a  sound  in  that  exclamation 
that  belied  the  sequel,  “that’s  just  nonsense!  The 
offer  is  to  you  primarily,  and  it  is  your  duty  to 
take  it.” 

“  I  had  much  rather  you  did,  and  so  had  Dr. 
Ruthven.  I  want  more  time  for  study  and  ex¬ 
perience,  and  have  set  my  heart  on  some  scientific 
appointment - ” 

“  Come  now,  my  good  fellow — why,  what  are  you 
laughing  at  ?  ” 

“  Because  you  are  such  a  good  imitation  of  your 
father,  my  dear  Johnny,”  said  his  aunt. 

“It  is  just  what  my  father  would  say,”  returned 
John,  taking  this  as  a  high  compliment ;  “it  would  be 
very  foolish  of  Lucas  to  give  up  a  certainty  for  this 
just  because  of  his  Skipjack  element,  which  doesn’t 
want  to  get  into  routine  harness.  Now,  don’t  you 
think  so,  Mother  Carey?” 

“If  I  thought  it  was  the  Skipjack  element,”  she 
said,  smiling. 
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“  If  it  is  not,”  he  said,  the  colour  now  spreading  all 
over  his  face,  “  I  am  all  the  more  bound  not  to  let 
him  give  up  all  his  prospects  in  life.” 

“All  my  prospects  !  My  dear  Monk,  do  you  think 
they  don’t  go  beyond  a  brougham,  and  unlimited 
staircases  ?  ” 

“  I  only  know,”  cried -John,  nettled  into  being  a 
little  off  his  guard,  “  that  what  you  despise  would  be 
all  the  world  to  me  !  ” 

The  admission  was  hailed  triumphantly,  but  the 
Kencroft  nature  was  too  resolute,  and  the  individual 
conscience  too  generous,  to  be  brought  round  to 
accept  the  sacrifice,  which  John  estimated  at  the  value 
of  the  importance  it  was  to  himself,  viewing  what  was 
real  in  Lucas’s  distaste,  as  mere  erratic  folly,  which 
ought  to  be  argued  down.  Finally,  when  the  argu¬ 
ment  had  gone  round  into  at  least  its  fiftieth  circle, 
Mother  Carey  declared  that  she  would  have  no  more 
of  it.  Lucas  should  write  a  note  to  Dr.  Ruthven, 
accepting  his  proposal  for  one  or  other  of  them,  and 
promising  that  he  should  know  which,  in  the  course 
of  a  few  days  ;  so  that  John,  if  he  chose,  could  write 
to  his  father  or  anyone  else.  Meantime  there  was  to 
be  no  allusion  to  “  the  raid  of  Ruthven  ”  till  the  day 
of  the  review  was  over.  It  was  to  be  put  entirely  off 
the  tongue,  if  not  out  of  the  head  ! 

And  the  two  young  doctors  were  weary  enough  of 
the  subject  to  rejoice  in  obedience  to  her. 

The  day  was  perfect  except  that  poor  Allen  was 
pinned  fast  by  his  tyrant,  all  the  others  gave  them¬ 
selves  up  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  moment.  They 
understood  the  sham  fight,  and  recognised  all  the 
corps,  with  Jock  as  their  cicerone,  they  had  a  good 
place  at  the  marching  past,  and  Esther  had  the 
crowning  delight  of  an  excellent  view  of  Captain 
Viscount  Fordham  with  his  company,  and  at  the 
luncheon.  Jock  received  an  absolutely  affectionate 
welcome  from  his  old  friends,  who  made  as  much 
of  his  mother  and  sister  for  his  sake,  as  they  did  of 
the  lovely  Lady  Fordham  for  her  husband’s,  finding 
them,  moreover,  much  more  easy  to  get  on  with. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE  TRUANT. 

The  bird  was  sitting  in  his  cage 
And  heard  what  he  did  say  ; 

He  jumped  upon  the  window  sili, 

“  ’Tis  time  I  was  away.” 

Ballad. 

“  There  is  a  young  lady  in  the  drawing-room, 
ma’am,”  said  the  maid,  looking  rather  puzzled  and 
uncertain,  on  the  return  of  the  party  from  the  review. 

“A  stranger?  How  could  you  let  her  in?”  said 
J  ohn. 

At  that  moment  a  face  appeared  at  the  top  of  the 
stairs,  a  face  set  in  the  rich  golden  auburn  that  all 
knew  so  well,  and  half  way  up,  Mrs.  Brownlow  was 
clasped  by  a  pair  of  arms,  and  there  was  a  cry, 
“  Mother  Carey,  Mother  Carey,  I’m  come  home  !  ” 
’“Elvira!  my  dear  child!  When — how  did  you 
come  ?  ” 

“  From  the  station,  in  a  cab.  I  made  her  let  me  in, 
but  I  thought  you  were  never  coming  back.  Where’s 
Allen  ?  ” 

“Allen  will  come  in  by-and-by,”  said  the  astonished 
Mother  Carey,  who  had  been  dragged  into  the 
drawing-room,  where  Elvira  embraced  Babie,  and 
grasped  the  hands  of  the  others. 

“  Oh,  it  is  so  nice,”  she  cried,  then  nestling  back  to 
Mother  Carey. 

“  But  where  did  you  come  from  ?  Are  you  alone  ?  ” 

“Yes,  quite  alone.  Janet  would  not  come  with  me 
after  all.” 

“Janet,  my  dear  !  Where  is  she  ?  ” 

“Oh,  not  here — at  Saratoga,  or  at  New  York.  I 
thought  she  was  coming  with  me,  but  when  the 
steamer  sailed  she  was  not  there,  only  there  was  a 
note  pinned  to  my  berth.  I  meant  to  have  brought 
it,  but  it  got  lost  somehow.” 

“  Where  did  you  see  her  ?  ” 

“  At  the  photographer’s  at  Saratoga.  I  should 
never  have  come  if  she  had  not  helped  me,  but  she  said 


6o6 


MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 

she  knew  you  would  take  me  home,  and  she  wrote 
and  took  my  passage  and  all.  She  said  if  I  did  not 
find  you,  Mr.  Wakefield  would  know  where  you  were, 
but  I  did  so  want  to  get  home  to  you  !  Please,  may 
I  take  off  my  things  ;  I  don’t  want  to  be  such  a 
fright  when  Allen  comes  in.” 

It  was  all  very  mysterious,  but  Elvira  must  be 
much  altered  indeed  if  her  narrative  did  not  come 
out  in  an  utterly  complicated  and  detached  manner. 
She  was  altered  certainly,  for  she  clung  most  affec¬ 
tionately  to  Mother  Carey  and  Barbara,  when  they 
took  her  upstairs.  She  had  a  little  travelling-bag 
with  her ;  the  rest  of  her  luggage  would  be  sent  from 
the  station,  she  supposed,  for  she  had  taken  no  heed 
to  it.  She  did  so  want  to  get  home. 

“I  did  feel  so.  hungry  for  you,  Mother  Carey. 
Mother,  Janet  said  you  would  forgive  me,  and  I 
thought  if  you  were  ever  so  angry,  it  would  be  true, 
and  that  would  be  nicer  than  Lisette,  and,  indeed,  it 
was  not  so  much  my  doing  as  Lisette’s.” 

Whatever  “it”  was,  Mother  Carey  had  no  hesita¬ 
tion  in  replying  that  she  had  no  doubt  it  was  Lisette’s 
fault. 

“You  see,”  continued  Elvira,  “I  never  meant  any¬ 
thing  but  to  plague  Allen  a  little  at  first.  You  know 
he  had  always  been  so  tiresome  and  jealous,  and 
always  teased  me  when  I  wanted  any  fun — at  least  I 
thought  so,  and  I  did  want  to  have  my  swing  before 
he  called  me  engaged  to  him  again.  I  told  Jock  so, 
but  then  Lisette  and  Lady  Llora,  and  old  Lady 
Clanmacnalty  went  on  telling  me  that  you  knew  the 
money  was  mine  all  the  time,  and  that  it  was  only 
an  accident  that  it  came  out  before  I  was  married.” 

“  Oh,  Elvira,  you  could  not  have  thought  anythin^ 
so  wicked,”  cried  Babie.  13 

“They  all  went  on  so,  and  made  so  sure,”  said 
Elvira,  hanging  her  head,  “and  I  never  did  know  the 
real  way  the  will  was  found  till  Janet  told  me.  Babie 
if  you  had  heard  Lady  Clanmacnalty  clear  her  throat 
when,  people  talked  about  the  will  being  found,  you 
V-cn.'j  have  believed  she  knew  better  than  anyone.” 
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So  it  was.  The  girl,  weak  in  character,  and  far 
from  sensible,  full  of  self-importance,  and  puffed  up 
with  her  inheritance,  had  been  easily  blinded  and 
involved  in  the  web  that  the  artful  Lisette  had 
managed  to  draw  round  her.  She  had  been  totally 
alienated  from  her  old  friends,  and  by  force  of  re¬ 
iteration  had  been  brought  to  think  them  guilty  of 
defrauding  her.  In  truth,  she  was  kept  in  a  whirl  of 
gaiety  and  amusement,  with  little  power  of  realizing 
her  situation,  till  the  breach  had  grown  too  wide  for 
the  feeble  will  of  a  helpless  being  like  her  to  cross  it. 
Though  she  had  flirted  extensively,  she  had  never 
felt  capable  of  accepting  any  one  of  her  suitors,  and  in 
these  refusals  she  had  been  assisted  by  Lisette,  who 
wanted  to  secure  her  for  her  brother,  but  thanks  to 
warnings  from  Mr.  Wakefield,  and  her  husband’s  sense 
of  duty,  durst  not  do  so  before  she  was  of  age. 

Elvira’s  one  wish  had  been  to  visit  San  Ildefonso 
again.  She  had  a  strong  yearning  towards  the  lovely 
island  home  which  she  gilded  in  recollection  with  all 
the  trails  of  glory  that  shine  round  the  objects  of  our 
childish  affections.  Lisette  always  promised  to  take 
her,  but  found  excuses  for  delay  in  the  refitting  of 
the  yacht,  while  she  kept  the  party  wandering  over 
Europe  in  the  resorts  of  second-rate  English  residents. 
No  doubt  she  wished  to  make  the  most  of  the  enjoy¬ 
ments  she  could  obtain,  as  Elvira’s  chaperon  and 
guardian,  before  resigning  her  even  to  her  brother. 
At  last  the  gambling  habits  into  which  her  husband 
fell,  for  lack,  poor  man,  of  any  other  employment, 
had  alarmed  her,  and  she  permitted  her  party  to 
embark  in  the  yacht  where  Gilbert  Gould  acted  as 
captain. 

They  reached  the  island.  It  had  become  a  coaling 
station.  The  bay  where  she  remembered  exquisite 
groves  coming  down  to  the  white  beach,  was  a  wharf, 
ringing  with  the  discordant  shouts  of  negroes  and 
cries  of  sailors.  The  old  nurse  was  dead,  and  fictitious 
foster  brothers  and  sisters  were  constantly  turning  up 
with  extravagant  claims. 

“  Oh,  I  longed  never  to  have  come,”  said  Elvira  ; 
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“  and  then  I  began  to  get  homesick,  but  they  would 
not  let  me  come  !” 

No  doubt  Lisette  had  feared  the  revival  of  the 
Brownlow  influence  if  her  charge  were  once  in 
England,  for  she  had  raised  every  obstacle  to  a  return. 
Poor  Gould  and  his  niece,  had  both  looked  forward  to 
Elvira’s  coming  of  age  as  necessarily  bringing  them 
to  England,  but  her  uncle’s  health  had  suffered  from 
the  dissipation  he  had  found  his  only  resource. 
Liquor  had  become  his  consolation  in  the  life  to 
which  he  was  condemned,  and  in  the  hotel  life  of 
America  was  only  too  easily  attainable. 

His  death  deprived  Elvira  of  the  last  barrier  to 
the  attempts  of  an  unscrupulous  woman,  who  was 
determined  not  to  let  her  escape.  Elvira’s  longing  to 
return  home  made  her  spread  her  toils  closer.  She 
kept  her  moving  from  one  fashionable  resort  to 
another,  still  attended  by  Gilbert,  who  was  beginning 
to  grow  impatient  to  secure  his  prize. 

“  How  I  hated  it,”  said  Elvira.  “  I  knew  she  was 
false  and  cruel  by  that  time,  but  it  was  just  like  being 
in  a  trap  between  them.  I  loathed  them  more  and 
more,  but  I  couldn’t  get  away.” 

Nurtured  as  she  had  been,  she  was  helpless  and 
ignorant  about  the  commonest  affairs  of  life,  and  the 
sight  of  American  independence  never  inspired  her 
with  the  idea  of  breaking  the  bondage  in  which  she 
was  spellbound.  Still,  she  shrank  back  with  instinc¬ 
tive  horror  from  every  advance  of  Gilbert’s,  and  at  last, 
to  pique  her,  Lisette  brought  forward  the  intelligence 
that  Allen  Brownlow  was  married. 

The  effect  must  have  surprised  them,  for  Elvira 
turned  on  her  aunt  in  one  of  those  fits  of  passion 
which  sometimes  seized  her,  accused  her  vehemently 
of  having  poisoned  the  happiness  of  her  life,  and  taken 
her  from  the  only  man  she  could  ever  love.  She  said 
and  threatened  all  sorts  of  desperate  things  ;  and 
then  the  poor  child,  exhausted  by  her  own  violence, 
collapsed,  and  let  herself  be  cowed  and  terrified  in 
her  turn  by  her  aunt’s  vulgar  sneers  and  cold  deter¬ 
mination. 
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Yet  still  she  held  out  against  the  marriage.  “I 
told  them  it  would  be  wicked,”  she  said.  “  And  when 
I  went  to  Church,  all  the  Psalms  and  everything  said 
it  would  be  wicked.  Then  Lisette  said  it  was  wicked 
to  love  a  married  man,  and  I  said  I  didn’t  know,  I 
couldn’t  help  it,  but  it  would  be  more  wicked  to  vow  I 
would  love  a  man  whom  I  hated,  and  should  hate 
more  every  day  of  my  life.  Then  they  said  I  might 
have  a  civil  marriage,  and  not  vow  anything  at  all, 
and  I  told  them  that  would  seem  to  me  no  better 
than  not  being  married  at  all.  Oh  !  I  was  very  very 
miserable  !  ” 

“  Had  you  no  one  to  consult  or  help  you,  my  poor 
child  ?” 

“  They  watched  me  so,  and  whenever  I  was  making 
friends  with  any  nice  American  girl,  they  always 
rattled  me  off  somewhere  else.  I  never  did  under¬ 
stand  before  what  people  meant  when  they  talked 
about  God  being  their  only  Friend,  but  I  knew  it 
then,  for  I  had  none  at  all,  none  else.  And  I  did 
not  think  He  would  help  me,  for  now  I  knew  I  had 
been  hard,  and  horrid  and  nasty,  and  cruel  to  you 
and  Allen,  the  only  people  who  ever  cared  for  me 
for  myself,  and  not  for  my  horrid,  horrid  money, 
though  I  was  the  nastiest  little  wretch.  Oh !  Mother 
Carey,  I  did  know  it  then,  and  I  got  quite  sick  with 
longing  for  one  honest  kiss — or  even  one  honest 
scolding  of  yours.  I  used  to  cry  all  Church-time, 
and  they  used  to  try  not  to  let  me  go — and  I  felt 
just  like  the  children  of  Israel  in  Egypt,  as  if  I  had 
got  into  heavy  bondage,  and  the  land  of  captivity. 
O  do  speak,  and  let  me  hear  your  voice  once  more  ! 
Your  arm  is  so  comfortable.” 

Still  it  seemed  that  Elvira  had  resisted  till  another 
attempt  was  made.  While  she  was  at  a  boarding¬ 
house  on  the  Hudson  a  large  picnic  party  was  ar¬ 
ranged,  in  which,  after  American  fashion,  gentlemen 
took  ladies  “  to  ride  ”  in  their  traps  to  and  from  the 
place  of  rendezvous.  In  returning,  of  course  it  had 
been  as  easy  as  possible  for  her  chaperon  to  contrive 
that  she  should  be  left  alone  with  no  cavalier  but 
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Gilbert  Gould,  and  he  of  course  pretended  to  lose 
his  way,  drove  on  till  night-fall,  and  then  judg- 
matically  met  with  an  accident,  which  hurt  nobody ; 
but  which  he  declared  made  the  carriage  incapable 
of  proceeding. 

After  walking  what  Elvira  fancied  half  the  night, 
shelter  was  found  in  a  hospitable  farmhouse,  where 
the  people  were  wakened  with  difficulty.  They  took 
care  of  the  benighted  wanderers,  and  the  farmer 
drove  them  back  to  the  hotel  the  next  morning  in 
his  own  waggon.  They  were  received  by  Mrs.  Gould 
with  great  demonstrations  both  of  affection,  pity  and 
dismay,  and  she  declared  that  the  affair  had  been  so 
shocking  and  compromising  that  it  was  impossible 
to  stay  where  they  were.  She  made  Elvira  take  her 
meals  in  her  room  rather  than  face  the  boarding¬ 
house  company,  paid  the  bills  (all  of  course  with 
Elvira’s  money)  and  carried  her  off  to  the  Saratoga 
.Springs,  having  taken  good  care  not  to  allow  her  a 
minute’s  conversation  with  anyone  who  would  have 
told  her  that  the  freedom  of  American  manners 
would  make  an  adventure  like  hers  be  thought  of 
no  consequence  at  all. 

The  poor  girl  herself  was  assured  by  Mrs.  Gould 
that  this  “  unhappy  escapade  ”  left  her  no  alternative 
but  a  marriage  with  Gilbert.  She  would  otherwise 
never  be  able  to  show  her  face  again,  for  even  if  the 
affair  were  hushed  up,  reports  would  fly,  and  Mrs. 
Lisette  took  care  they  should  fly,  by  ominous  shakes 
of  the  head,  and  whispered  confidences  such  as  made 
the  steadier  portion  of  the  Saratoga  community 
avoid  her,  and  brought  her  insolent  attention  from 
fast  young  men.  It  was  this,  and  a  cold  “  What  can 
you  expect  ?  ”  from  Lisette  that  finally  broke  down 
her  defences,  and  made  her  permit  the  Goulds  to 
make  known  that  she  was  engaged  to  Gilbert. 

Had  they  seized  their  prey  at  that  moment  of 
shame  and  despair,  they  would  have  secured  it,  but 
their  vanity  or  their  self-esteem  made  them  wish  to 
wash  off  the  mire  they  had  cast,  or  to  conceal  it  by 
such  magnificence  at  the  wedding  as  should  outdo 
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Fifth  Avenue.  The  English  heiress  must  have  a 
wedding-dress  that  would  figure  in  the  papers,  and, 
even  in  the  States,  be  fabulously  splendid.  It  must 
come  from  Paris,  and  it  must  be  waited  for.  All  the 
bridesmaids  were  to  have  splendid  pearl  lockets 
containing  coloured  miniature  photograph  portraits 
of  the  beautiful  bride,  who  for  her  part  was  utterly 
broken-hearted.  “  I  thought  God  had  forgotten  me, 
because  I  deserved  it  ;  and  I  only  hoped  I  might  die, 
for  I  knew  what  the  sailors  said  of  Gilbert.” 

Listless  and  indifferent,  she  let  her  tyrants  do  what 
they  would  with  her,  and  it  was  in  Gilbert’s  company 
that  she  first  saw  Janet  at  the  photographer’s. 
Fortunately  he  had  never  seen  Miss  Brownlow,  and 
Elvira  had  grown  much  too  cautious  to  betray 
recognition  ;  but  the  vigilance  had  been  relaxed  since 
the  avowal  of  the  engagement,  and  the  colouring  of 
the  photographs  from  the  life,  was  a  process  so  weari¬ 
some,  that  no  one  cared  to  attend  the  sitter,  and 
Elvira  could  go  and  come,  alone  and  unquestioned. 

So  it  was  that  she  threw  herself  upon  Janet. 
Whatever  had  been  their  relations  in  their  girlhood, 
each  was  to  the  other  the  remnant  of  the  old  home 
and  of  better  days,  and  in  their  stolen  interviews  they 
met  like  sisters.  Janet  knew  as  little  as  Elvira  did 
of  her  own  family,  rather  less  indeed,  but  she  declared 
Mrs.  Gould’s  horror  about  the  expedition  with 
Gilbert  to  have  been  pure  dissimulation,  and  soon 
enabled  Elvira  to  prove  to  herself  that  it  had  been 
a  concerted  trick.  In  America  it  would  go  for 
nothing.  Even  in  England,  so  mere  an  accident 
(even  if  it  had  really  been  an  accident)  would,  not  tell 
against  her.  But  then,  Elvira  hopelessly  said  Allen 
was  married  ! 

Again  Janet  was  incredulous,  and  when  she  found 
that  Elvira  had  never  seen  the  letter  in  which  Kate 
Gould  was  supposed  to  have  sent  the  information, 
and  knew  it  only  upon  Lisette’s  assertion,  she 
declared  it  to  be  probably  a  fabrication.  Why  not 
telegraph  ?  So  in  Elvira’s  name  and  at  her  expense, 
but ^ with  the  address  given  to  Janet’s  abode,  the 
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telegram  was  sent  to  Mr.  Wakefield’s  office,  and  in 
a  few  hours  the  reply  had  come  back:  “Allen 
Brownlow  not  married,  nor  likely  to  be.” 

There  was  no  doubt  now  of  the  web  of  falsehood 
that  had  entangled  the  poor  girl  ;  but  she  would 
probably  have  been  too  inert  and  helpless  to  break 
through  it,  save  for  her  energetic  cousin,  who  nerved 
her  to  escape  from  the  life  of  utter  misery  that  lay 
before  her.  What  was  to  hinder  her  from  setting  off 
by  the  train,  and  going  at  once  home  to  England 
by  the  steamer  ?  There  was  no  doubt  that  Mrs. 
Brownlow  would  forgive  and  welcome  her,  or  even  if 
that  hope  failed  her,  Mr.  Wakefield  was  bound  to 
take  care  of  her.  She  had  a  house  of  her  own 
standing  empty  for  her,  and  the  owner  of  40,000/. 
a  year  need  never  be  at  a  loss. 

Had  she  enough  money  accessible  to  pay  for  a 
first-class  passage?  Yes,  amply  even  for  two.  She 
had  always  been  so  passive  and  incapable  of  all 
matters  of  arrangement,  that  Mrs.  Gould  had  never 
thought  it  worth  while  to  keep  watch  over  her 
possession  of  “  the  nerves  and  sinews  of  war,”  being 
indeed  unwilling  to  rouse  her  attention  to  the  fact 
that  she  was  paying  the  by  no  means  moderate 
expenses  of  both  her  tyrants. 

Janet  found  out  all  about  the  hours,  secured — as 
Elvira  thought — two  first-class  berths,  met  her  when 
she  crept  like  a  guilty  thing  out  of  the  hotel  at  New 
York,  took  her  to  the  station,  went  with  her  to  an 
outfitter  to  be  supplied  with  necessaries  for  the 
voyage,  for  she  had  been  obliged  to  abandon  every¬ 
thing  but  a  few  valuables  in  her  band-bag,  and  saw 
her  safely  on  board,  introduced  her  to  some  kind 
friendly  English  people,  then  on  some  excuse  of 
seeing  the  steward,  left  her,  as  Elvira  found,  to  make 
the  voyage  alone ! 

It  turned  out  that  Janet  had  spoken  to  the  gentle¬ 
man  of  this  party,  and  explained  that  her  young 
cousin  was  going  home  alone,  asking  him  to  protect 
her  on  landing  ;  and  that  she  had  come  to  London 
with  them  and  been  there  put  into  a  cab,  giving  the 
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old  address  to  Collingwood  Street,  where  with  much 
difficulty  she  had  prevailed  on  the  maid  to  let  her 
in  to  await  the  return  of  the  family. 

Nothing  so  connected  as  this  history  came  to  the 
ears  of  Mrs.  Brownlow  or  her  children.  That  evening 
they  only  heard  fragments,  much  more  that  was 
utterly  irrelevant,  and  much  that  was  inexplicable, 
all  interspersed  with  inquiries  and  caresses  and  intent 
listening  for  Allen.  Elvira  might  not  have  acquired 
brains,  but  she  had  gained  in  sweetness  and  affection. 
The  face  had  lost  its  soulless,  painted-doll  expression, 
and  she  was  evidently  happy  beyond  all  measure 
to  be  among  those  she  could  love  and  trust,  sitting 
on  a  footstool  by  Mrs.  Brownlow’s  knee,  leaning 
against  her,  and  now  and  then  murmuring  :  “  6 
Mother  Carey,  how  I  have  longed  for  you  !  ” 

She  was  not  free  from  the  fear  that  Lisette  and 
Gilbert  could  still  “  do  something  to  her,”  but  the 
Johns  made  large  assurances  of  defence,  and  Mr. 
Wakefield  was  to  be  called  in  the  next  day.  It  must 
be  confessed  that  everybody  rather  enjoyed  the 
notion  of  the  pair  left  at  Saratoga  with  all  their  hotel 
bills  to  pay,  and  the  wedding-dress  on  their  hands, 
but  Elvira  knew  they  had  enough  to  clear  them 
for  the  week,  and  only  hoped  it  was  not  enough 
to  enable  them  to  follow  her. 

Fragments  of  all  this  came  out  in  the  course  of 
the  evening.  Allen  did  not  come  home  to  dinner, 
and  the  other  young  men  left  the  coast  clear  for  con¬ 
fidences,  which  were  uttered  in  the  intervals  of 
listening,  till  after  all  her  excitement,  her  landing  and 
her  journey,  Elvira  was  so  tired  out  that  she  had 
actually  dropped  asleep,  with  her  head  on  Mother 
Carey’s  knee,  when  his  soft  weary  step  came  up  the 
stairs,  and  perceiving,  as  he  entered,  that  there  was  a 
hush  over  the  room, -he  did  not  speak.  Babie  looked 
up  from  her  work  with  an  amused  smile  of  infinite 
congratulation.  There  was  a  glance  from  his  mother. 
Then,  as  Babie  put  it,  the  Prince  saw  the  Sleeping 
Beauty,  and,  with  a  strange  long  half-strangled  gasp 
and  clasped  hands,  went  down  on  one  knee.  At  that 
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very  moment  Elvira  stirred,  opened  her  eyes,  put 
her  hand  over  them,  bewildered,  as  if  thinking  herself 
dreaming,  then  with  a  sort  of  shriek  of  joy,  flung  her¬ 
self  towards  him,  as  he  held  out  his  arms  with  “  My 
darling  !  ” 

“  O  Allen,  can  you  forgive  me  ?  And  oh !  do 
marry  me  before  they  can  come  after  me  !  ” 

So  much  Mother  Carey  and  Babie  heard  before 
they  could  remove  themselves  from  the  scene,  which 
they  felt  ought  to  be  a  tete-a-tete.  They  shut  the 
lovers  in.  Babie  said,  “  Undine  has  found  a  heart,  at 
least,”  and  then  they  began  to  piece  out  the  story  by 
conjecture,  and  they  then  discovered  how  little  they 
had  really  learnt  about  Janet.  They  supposed  that 
the  Hermanns  must  be  living  and  practising  at 
Saratoga,  and  in  that  case  it  was  no  wonder  she 
could  not  come  home,  the  only  strange  thing  was 
Elvira’s  expecting  it.  Besides,  why  had  not  Mrs. 
Gould  taken  alarm  at  the  name,  and  why  was  her 
husband  never  mentioned  ?  Was  there  no  message 
from  her  ?  Most  likely  there  -was,  in  the  note  that 
was  lost,  and  moreover,  Elvira  might  be  improved, 
but  she  was  Elvira  still,  and  had  room  for  very  little 
besides  herself  in  her  mind’s  eye. 

They  must  wait  to  examine  her  till  these  first  raptures 
had  subsided,  and  in  the  mean  time  Caroline  wrote  a 
telegram  to  go  as  early  as  possible  to  Mr.  Wakefield. 
It  showed  a  guilty  conscience  that  Mrs.  Gould  should 
not  have  telegraphed  to  him  Elvira’s  flight. 

When  at  last  Mrs.  Brownlow  held  that  the  inter¬ 
view  must  come  to  an  end,  and  with  preliminary 
warning  opened  the  door,  there  they  were,  with  clasped 
hands,  such  as  Elvira  had  never  endured  since 
she  was  a  mere  child !  Allen  looking  almost  too 
blissful  for  this  world,  and  Elvira  with  eyes  glistening 
with  tears  as  she  cried,  “  O  Mother  Carey,  you  never 
told  me  how  altered  he  was,  I  never  knew  how  hor¬ 
rible  I  had  been  till  I  saw  how  ill  he  looks !  What 
can  we  do  for  him  ?  ” 

“You  are  doing  everything,  my  darling,” 

Allen. 
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«  He  of  course  thinks  her  as  irresponsible  as  i( 
she  had  been  hanging  up  by  the  hair  all  this  time  in 
a  giant’s  larder,”  whispered  Babie  to  Armine. 

But  Elvira  was  really  unhappy  about  the  worn, 
faded  air  that  made  Allen  look  much  older  than  his 
twenty- nine  years  warranted.  The  poor  girl’s  nerves 
proved  to  have  been  much  disturbed  ;  she  besought 
Barbara  to  sleep  with  her,  and  was  haunted  by  tears 
of  pursuit  and  capture,  and  Gilbert  claiming  her  aftei 
all.  She  kept  on  starting,  clutching  at  Babie,  and 
requiring  to  be  soothed  till  far  on  into  the  night,  and 
then  she  slept  so  soundly  that  no  one  had  the  heart 
to  wake  her.  Indeed  it  was  her  first  real  peaceful 
repose  since  her  flight  had  been  planned,  noi  did  she 
come  down  till  half-past  ten,  just  when  Mr.  Wakefield 
drove  up  to  the  door,  and  Jock  had  taken  pity  on 
Allen,  and  set  forth  to  undertake  Sir  Samuel  for  the 
day.  ’Mr.  Wakefield  was  the  less  surprised  at  the 
sight  of  the  young  lady,  having  been  somewhat 
prepared  by  her  telegraphic  inquiry  about  Allen, 
which  he  had  not  communicated  to  the  Brownlows 
for  fear  of  raising  false  expectations. 

There  was  a  great  consultation.  Elvira  was  not  in 
the  least  shy,  and  only  wanted  to  be  safely  Mrs. 
Allen  Brownlow  before  the  Goulds  should  arrive, ,  as 
she  expected,  in  the  next  steamer  to  pursue  her  yi  et 
armis.  If  it  had  depended  on  her,  she  would  have 
sent  Allen  for  a  special  licence,  and  been  married  in 
her  travelling  dress  that  very  day.  Mr.  Wakefield, 
solicitor  as  he  was,  was  quite  ready  for  speed.  He 
had  always  viewed  the  marriage  with  Allen  Biown- 
low  as  a  simple  act  of  restitution,  and  the  tiust  made 
settlements  needless.  Still  he  did  not  apprehend  any 
danger  from  the  Goulds,  when  he  found  that  Elvira 
had^never  written  a  note  to  Gilbert  in  her  life.  Nay, 
he  thought  that  if  they  even  threatened  any  annoyance, 
they  had  given  cause  enough  _  to  have  a  prosecution 
for  conspiracy  held  over  them  in  wholesome  teiror. 

And  considering  all  the  circumstances,  Mrs.  Brown- 
low  and  Allen  were  alike  determined  against  undigni¬ 
fied  haste  Miss  Menella  ought  to  be  married  from 


6l6  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

among  her  own  kindred,  and  from  her  own  house  ; 
but  this  was  not  easy  to  manage ;  for  poor  Mary 
Whiteside  and  her  husband,  though  very  worthy, 
were  not  exactly  the  people  to  enact  parents  in  such 
a  house  as  Belforest  ;  and  Mrs.  Brownlow  could 
see  why  she  herself  should  not,  though  Elvira 
could  not  think  why  she  objected.  At  last  the 
idea  was  started  that  the  fittest  persons  were  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Wakefield.  The  latter  was  a  thorough 
lady,  pleasant  and  sensible.  The  only  doubt  was 
whether  so  very  quiet  a  person  could  be  asked  to 
undertake  such  an  affair,  and  her  husband  took 
leave,  that  he  might  consult  her  and  see.  whether 
she  could  bring  herself  to  be  mother  for  the  nonce 
to  the  wild  heiress,  of  whom  his  family  were  wont 
to  talk  with  horrified  compassion. 

When  he  was  gone,  it  was  possible  to  come  to  the 
examination  upon  Janet  for  which  Mother  Carey  had 
been  so  anxious.  How  was  she  looking  ? 

“  Oh  !  so  old,  and  worn  and  thin.  I  never  should 
have  guessed  it  was  Janet,  if  I  had  not  caught  her 
eye,  and  then  I  knew  her  eyebrows  and  nose,  because 
they  are  just  like  Allen’s,— and  her  voice  sounded  so 
like  home  that  I  was  ready  to  cry,  only  I  did  not 
dare,  as  Gilbert  was  there.” 

“  I  wonder  they  did  not  take  alarm  at  her  name.” 

“I  don’t  imagine  they  ever  heard  it?” 

“  Not  when  she  was  living  there  ?  Was  not  her 
husband  practising  ?  ” 

“  Her  husband  !  Oh  no,  I  never  heard  any  thin" 
about  him.  I  thought  you  knew  I  found  her  at  the 
photographer’s  ?  ” 

“  Met  her  as  a  sitter  ?  ” 

“  0h  dear>  no  !  1  thought  you  understood.  It  was 

she  that  was  doing  my  picture.  She  finishes  up  all 
his  miniature  photographs.” 

“  My  dear  Elvira,  do  you  really  mean  that  my  poor 
J  anet  is  supporting  herself  in  that  way  ?  ” 

Yes,  indeed  I  do  ;  that  was  why  I  made  sure  she 
woiijd  have  come  home  with  me.  I  was  so  dread* 
fully  disappointed  when  I  found  only  her  note.” 
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“  And  are  you  sure  you  have  quite  lost  it  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I  turned  out  every  corner  of  my  bag  this 
morning  to  look  for  it.  I  am  so  sorry,  but  I  was  so 
ill  and  so  wretched,  that  I  could  not  take  care  of  any¬ 
thing.  I  just  wonder  how  I  lived  through  the  voyage, 
all  alone.” 

“Was  there  no  message  ?  Nothing  for  me.” 

“Yes,  I  have  recollected  it  now,  or  some  of 
it.  She  said  she  durst  not  go  home,  or  ask  any¬ 
thing  of  you,  after  the  way  she  had  offended.  Oh  ! 

I  wonder  how  she  could  send  me,  for  I  know  I  was 
worse.” 

“  But  what  did  she  say  ?  ”  said  Caroline,  too 
anxious  to  listen  to  Elvira’s  own  confessions.  “Was 
there  nothing  for  me  ?  ” 

“Yes.  She  said,  “Tell  her  that  I  have  learnt  by 
the  bitterest  of  all  experience  the  pain  I  have  given 
her,  and  the  wrong  I  have  done !  ”  Then  there  was 
something  about  being  so  utterly  past  forgiveness 
that  she  could  not  come  to  ask  it.  Oh,  don’t  cry 
so,  Mother  Carey,  we  can  write  and  get  her  back, 
and  I  will  send  her  the  passage  money.” 

“Ah!  yes,  write!”  cried  out  the  mother,  starting 
up.  “‘When  he  was  yet  a  great  way  off.’  Ah! 
why  could  she  not  remember  that  ?  ”  But  as  she  sat 
down  to  her  table,  “You  know  her  address  ?” 

“Yes,  certainly,  I  went  to  her  lodgings  once  or 
twice  ;  such  a  little  bit  of  a  room  up  so  many  stairs.” 

“And  you  did  not  hear  how  that  man,  her  husband, 
died?” 

“  I  don’t  know  whether  he  is  dead,”  said  this  most 
unsatisfactory  informant.  “  She  does  not  wear  black, 
nor  a  cap,  and  I  am  almost  sure  that  he  has  run 
away  from  her,  and  that  is  the  reason  she  cannot 
use  her  own  name.” 

“  Elfie !  ” 

“  O,  I  thought  you  knew !  She  calls  herself  Mrs. 
Harte.  She  took  my  passage  in  that  name,  and  that 
must  be  why  my  things  have  never  come.  Yes,  I 
asked  her  why  she  did  not  set  up  for  a  lady  doctoi, 
and  she  said  it  was  impossible  that  she  could  venture 
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on  showing  her  certificates  or  using  her  name — -eithei 
his  or  hers.” 

That  was  in  the  main  all  that  could  be  extracted 
from  Elvira,  though  it  was  brought  out  again  and 
again  in  all  sorts  of  forms.  It  was  plain  that  Janet 
had  been  very  reticent  in  all  that  regarded  herself, 
and  Elvira  had  only  had  stolen  interviews,  very  full 
of  her  own  affairs,  and,  besides,  had  supposed  Janet 
to  intend  to  return  with  her.  Both  wrote  ;  Elfie,  to 
announce  her  safety,  and  Caroline,  an  incoherent, 
imploring,  forgiving  letter,  such  as  only  a  mother 
could  write,  before  they  went  out  to  supply  Elvira’s 
lack  of  garments,  and  to  procure  the  order  for  the  sum 
needed  for  her  passage.  Caroline  was  glad  they  had 
gone  independently,  for,  on  their  return,  Babie  reported 
to  her  that  her  little  Ladyship  was  so  wroth  with 
Elfie  as  to  wonder  at  them  for  receiving  her  so 
affectionately.  It  was  very  forgiving  of  them,  but 
she  should  never  forget  the  way  in  which  poor  Allen 
had  been  treated. 

“  I  told  her,”  said  Babie,  “  that  was  the  way  she 
talked  about  Cecil,  and  you  should  have  seen  her 
face  !  She  wonders  that  Allen  has  not  more  spirit, 
and  indeed,  mother,  I  do  rather  wish  Elfie  could  have 
come  back  with  nothing  but  her  little  bag,  so  that 
he  could  have  shown  it  would  have  been  all  the 
same.” 

“A  comfortable  life  they  would  have  had,  poor 
things,  in  that  case,”  laughed  her  mother,  “  though  I 
agree  that  it  would  have  been  prettier.  But  I  don’t 
trouble  myself  about  that,  my  dear.  You  know,  in  all 
equity,  Allen  ought  to  have  a  share  in  that  property. 
It  was  only  the.  old  man’s  caprice  that  made  it  all  or 
none ;  and  Elvira  is  only  doing  what  is  right  and 
just. 

“  And  Allen’s  love  was  a  real  thing,  when  he  was 
the  rich  one.  So  I  told  Essie;  and  besides,  Allen 
would  never  make  any  hand  of  poverty,  poor  fellow.” 

“I  think  and  hope  he  will  make  a  much  better 
hand  of  riches  than  he  would  have  done  without  all 
he  has  gone  through,”  said  her  mother. 
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Allen  showed  the  same  feeling  when  he  could  talk 
his  prospects  over  quietly  with  his  mother.  These 
four  years  had  altered  him  at  least  as  much  for  the 
better  as  Elfie.  He  would  not  now  begin  in 
thoughtless  self-indulgence,  refined  indeed  and  never 
vicious,  but  selfish,  extravagant,  and  heedless  of  all 
but  ease,  pleasure,  and  culture.  Some  of  the  enerva¬ 
tion  of  his  youth  had  really  worn  off,  the  ugh  it  had 
so  long  made  him  morbid,  and  he  had  learnt 
humility  by  his  failures.  Above  all,  however,  his  inter¬ 
course  with  Fordham  had  opened  his  eyes  to  a  sense 
of  the  duties  of  wealth  and  position,  such  as  he  had 
never  before  acquired,  and  the  religious  habits  that 
had  insensibly  grown  upon  him  were  tincturing  his 
views  of  life  and  responsibility. 

It  was  painful  to  him  to  realise  that  he  was 
returning  to  wealth  and  luxury,  indeed,  monopolising 
it, — he  the  helpless,  undeserving,  indolent  son,  while 
all  the  others,  and  especially  his  mother,  were  left  to 
poverty. 

Elfie  wanted  Mother  Carey  and  all  to  make  then- 
home  at  Belforest,  and  still  be  one  family  as  of 
old.  Indeed,  she  hung  on  Mother  Carey  even  more 
than  upon  Allen,  after  her  long  famine  from  the 
motherly  tenderness  that  she  had  once  so  little 
appreciated. 

Of  such  an  amalgamation,  however,  Mrs.  Brownlow 
•would  not  hear,  nor  would  she  listen  to  a  proposal 
of  settling  on  her  a  yearly  income,  such  as  would 
dispense  with  economy,  and  with  the  manufacture  of 
“  pot-boilers.” 

No,  she  said,  she  was  a  perverse  woman,  and 
she  had  never  been  so  happy  as  when  living  on  her 
husband’s  earnings.  The  period  of  education  being 
over,  she  had  a  full  sufficiency,  and  should  only 
meddle  with  clay  again  for  her  own  pleasuie.  She 
was  beginning  already  a  set  of  dining-table  ornaments 
for  a  wedding-present,  representing  the  early  part  of 
the  story  of  Undine.  Babie  knew'  why,  it  nobody 
else  did.  Perhaps  she  should  one  of  these  days 
mould  a  similar  set  for  Sydney  of  the  crusaders  of 


620  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

Jotapata !  Then  Allen  bethought  him  of  putting 
into  Elvira’s  head  to  beg,  at  least,  to  undertake 
Armine’s  expenses  at  the  theological  college  for  a 
year,  and  to  this  she  consented  thankfully.  Armine 
had  been  thinking  of  offering  himself  as  Allen’s 
successor  for  a  year  with  .Sir  Samuel  ;  but  two  days’ 
expel  ience  as  substitute  convinced  him  that  Allen 
was  right  in  declaring  that  my  Lady  would  be  the 
death  of  him.  Lucas  could  manage  her,  and  kept 
her  well-behaved  and  even  polite,  but  Armine  was  so 
young  and  so  deferential  that  she  treated  him  even 
worse  than  she  did  her  first  victim  !  She  had  begun 
by  insisting  on  a  quarter’s  notice  or  the  forfeiture  of 
the  salary,  as  long  as  she  thought  25 1.  was  of  vital 
importance  to  Allen,  but  as  soon  as  she  discovered 
that  the  young  lady  was  a  great  heiress,  she  became 
most  unedifyingly  civil,  called  in  great  state  in 
Collingwood  Street,  and  went  about  boasting  of 
having  patronised  a  sort  of  prince  in  disguise. 

Meantime  Dr.  Ruthven’s  offer  jeemed  left  in 
abeyance.  Colonel  Brownlow  had  all  his  son’s 
scruples,  and  more  than  his  indignation  at  Lucas’s 
folly  in  hesitating  ;  and  John  was  so  sure  that  he 
ought  not  to  accept  the  proposal,  that  he  would  not 
stir  in  the  matter,  nor  mention  it  to  Sydney.  At 
last  Lucas  acted  on  his  own  responsibility,  and  had 
an  interview  with  Dr.  Ruthven,  in  which  he  declined 
the  offer  for  himself,  but  made  it  known  that  his 
cousin  was  not  only  brother  to  the  beautiful  Lady 
Fordham  who  had  been  met  in  Collingwood  Street, 
but  was  engaged  to  Lord  Fordham’s  sister.  At 
which  connection  the  fashionable  physician  rubbed 
his  hands  with  so  much  glee,  that  Jock  was  the  more 
glad  not  to  have  to  hunt  in  couples  with  him. 

Ihe  magnificent  wedding-dress  had  been  stopped 
by  telegram,  just  as  it  was  packed  for  New  York, 
and  was  despatched  to  Belforest.  Mrs.  Wakefield 
undertook  the  task  imposed  upon  her,  and  the 
wedding  was  to  be  grand  enough  to  challenge  atten¬ 
tion,  and  not  be  liable  to  the  accusation  "of  being 
done  in  a  corner.  It  might  be  called  hasty,  for  only 
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a  month  would  have  passed  since  Elvira’s  arrival, 
before  her  wedding-day  ;  but  this  was  by  her  own 
earnest  wish.  She  made  it  no  secret  that  she  should 
never  cease  to  be  nervous  till  she  was  Allen  Brown- 
low’s  wife,  even  though  a  letter  to  her  cousins  at 
River  Hollow  had  removed  all  fear  of  pursuit  by 
Mrs.  Gould  ,  she  seemed  bent  on  remaining  at  New 
York,  and  complained  loudly  of  “the  ungrateful  girl,” 
whose  personal  belongings  she  retained  by  way  of 
compensation. 

It  would  have  been  too  much  to  expect  that  Elvira 
should  be  a  wise  and  clever  woman,  but  she  had 
really  learnt  to  be  an  affectionate  one,  and  in  the 
school  of  adversity  had  parted  with  much  of  her  selfish 
petulance  and  arrogance.  Allen,  whose  love  had 
always  been  blindly  tender,  more  like  a  woman’s  or 
a  parent’s  love  than  that  of  an  ordinary  lover,  was 
rapturous  at  the  response  he  at  last  received.  At 
the  same  time,  he  knew  her  too  well  to  expect  from 
her  intellectual  companionship,  and  would  be  quite 
content  with  what  she  could  give. 

They  were  both  of  them  chastened  and  elevated 
in  tone  by  their  five  years’  discipline. 

The  night  before  the  party  went  down  to  Belforest, 
where  they  were  to  meet  the  Evelyns,  Allen  lingered 
with  his  mother  after  all  the  rest  had  gone  upstairs. 

“  Mother,”  he  said,  “  I  have  thought  a  great  deal 
of  that  dream  of  yours.  I  hope  that  the  touch  of 
Midas  may  not  be  baneful  this  time.” 

“  I  trust  not,  my  dear  ;  you  have  had  a  taste  of  the 
stern,  rugged  nurse.” 

“  And,  mother,  I  know  I  failed  egregiously  where 
the  others  rose.” 

“  But  you  were  rising.” 

“Then  you  will  let  me  do  nothing  for  you,  and  I 
feel  myself  sneaking  into  your  inheritance,  to  the  ex¬ 
clusion  of  all  the  rest,  in  a  back-door  sort  of  way.” 

“  My  dear  Allen,  it  can’t  be  helped,  you  have 
honestly  loved  your  Elf  from  her  infancy,  when  she 
had  nothing,  and  she  really  loved  you  at  the  very 
worst.  Love  is  so  much  more  than  gold,  that  it  really 
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signifies  very  little  which  of  you  has  the  money. 
You  and  she  have  both  gone  through  a  good  deal, 
and  it  depends  upon  you  now  whether  the  posses¬ 
sion  becomes  a  blessing  to  yourselves  and  others. 
Don’t  vex  about  our  not  having  a  share,  you  know 
yourself  how  much  happier  we  all  are  without  the 
load,  and  there  will  never  be  any  anxiety  now.  I 
shall  always  fall  back  on  you,  if  I  want  anything.” 

“  That  is  right,”  said  Allen,  clearing  up  a  good 
deal  as  she  looked  up  brightly  in  his  face.  “  You 
promise  me.” 

“  Of  course  I  do,”  she  said  smiling.  “  I’m  not 
proud.” 

“And  you  did  make  Armine  consent  to  our  paying 
those  expenses  of  his.  That  was  good  of  you,  but 
the  boy  only  does  it  out  of  obedience.” 

“Yes,  he  would  like  a  little  bit  of  self-willed 
penance,  but  it  is  much  better  for  him  to  submit, 
bodily  and  mentally.” 

“  Elvira  has  asked  me  whether  we  can’t,  after  all, 
build  the  Church  and  all  the  rest  which  he  wanted 
so  much,  and  give  it  to  him.” 

Caroline  smiled,  she  would  not  vex  Allen  by 
saying  how  this  was  merely  in  the  spirit  of  the  story 
book,  endowing  everybody  with  what  they  wanted, 
but  she  said,  “  Build  by  all  means,  and  endow,  when 
you  have  had  time  to  see  what  is  needed,  and  what 
is  good  for  the  people,  but  not  for  Armine’s  sake, 
you  know.  He  had  much  better  serve  his  ap¬ 
prenticeship  and  learn  his  work  somewhere  else.  He 
would  tell  you  so  himself.” 

daresay.  He  would  talk  of  the  touch  of  Midas 
again.  Elvira  will  be  sadly  disappointed.  She  had 
some  fancy  of  presenting  him  to  it  as  soon  as  he 
was  ordained  !  ” 

“Getting  the  fairies  meantime  to  build  the  whole 
concern  in  secret  ?  Dear  Elfie,  her  plans  are  generous 
and  kind.  Tell  her,  with  my  love,  that  her  Church 
must  not  be  a  shrine  for  Armine,  but  that  perhaps  he 
and  it  will  be  fit  for  each  other  in  some  five  years’ 
time.  Meantime,  if  she  wants  to  make  somebody 
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happy,  there’s  that  excellent  hardworking  curate  of 
Eleanor’s,  who  has  done  more  good  in  Kenminster 
than  I  ever  saw  done  there  before.” 

“  I  don’t  see  why  Kencroft  should  get  all  the 
advantages ! ” 

“Ah!  You  ungrateful  boy!  Now  if  Rob  had 
carried  off  Elfie,  you  might  complain  !  ” 

At  which  Allen  could  not  but  laugh. 

“And  now,  good  night,  Mr.  Bridegroom  ;  you  want 
your  beauty  sleep,  though  I  must  say  you  look 
considerably  younger  than  you  did  two  months 
ago. 

The  wedding  was  a  bright  one,  involving  no 
partings,  only  joy  and  gladness,  and  the  sole  draw¬ 
back  to  the  general  rejoicings  seemed  to  be  that  it 
was  not  Mrs.  Brownlow  herself  who  was  returning  to 
take  possession. 

But  on  that  very  afternoon  came  a  chill  on  her 
heart.  Her  own  letter  and  Elvira’s  to  Janet  were 
returned  from  America  !  It  was  quite  probable  that 
the  right  address  might  have  been  in  Elvira’s  lost 
note,  and  that  Janet  might  be  easily  found  through 
the  photographer.  “  But,”  said  her  mother,  “  I  do 
not  believe  she  will  ever  come  home  unless  I  go  to 
fetch  her.” 

“The  very  thing  I  was  thinking  of  doing,”  said 
Jock.  “Letters  will  hardly  find  her  now,  and  I  have 
not  settled  to  anything.  The  dear  old  Doctor’s 
legacy  will  find  the  means.” 

“  And  I  am  sure  you  want  the  rest  of  the  voyage. 
I  don’t  like  the  looks  of  you,  my  Jockey.” 

“  I  shall  be  all  right  when  this  is  over,”  said  Jock, 
with  an  endeavour  at  laughing ;  “  but  I  find  I  am  a 
greater  fool  than  I  thought  I  was,  and  I  had  much 
better  be  out  of  the  way  of  it  all  till  it  is  a  fait 
accompli .” 

“It”  was  of  course  John’s  marriage.  This  was  the 
first  time  Jock  had  seen  the  lovers  together.  In  spite 
of  vehement  talking  and  laughing,  warm  greeting's 
to  everyone,  and  playing  at  every  interval  with  the 
little  cousins,  Jock  could  not  hide  from  either  of 


624  MAGNUM  BONUM  ; 

the  mothers  that  the  sight  cost  him  a  good  deal,  all 
the  more  because  the  showing  the  Beiforest  haunts 
to  Sydney  had  always  been  a  favourite  scheme, 
hitherto  unfulfilled ;  nor  was  there  any  avoiding 
family  consultations,  which  resulted  in  the  fixing  of 
the  wedding  for  the  middle  of  September,  so  that 
there  might  be  time  for  a  short  tour  before  they 
settled  down  to  John’s  work  in  London. 

Mrs.  Evelyn  begged  that  Barbara  would  come 
to  her  whilst  her  mother  and  brother  were  away  • 
Armine  would  be  at  his  theological  college,  and  there 
was  nothing  to  detain  Mrs.  Brownlow  and  her  son 
from  the  journey,  to  which  both  looked  forward  with 
absolute  pleasure,  not  only  in  the  hope  of  the  meet¬ 
ing,  but  in  the  being  together,  and  throwing  off  for 
a  time  the  cares  of  home  and  gratifying  the  spirit 
of  enterprise. 

Jock  had  one  secret.  He  had  reason  to  think  that 
Bobus  would  have  a  kind  of  vacation  at  the  time  and 
he  telegraphed  to  Japan  what  their  intended  voyage 
was  to  be,  with  a  hope  he  durst  not  tell  that  his 
favourite  brother  would  not  throw  away  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  meeting  them  in  America. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

EVIL  OUT  OF  GOOD. 

And  all  too  little  to  atone 

For  knowing  what  should  ne’er  be  known. 


Scott. 


The  season  at  Saratoga  was  not  yet  over  the 
travellers  were  told  at  New  York,  though  people 
were  fast  thronging  back  into  “the  city.’’  Should 
they  go  on  thither  at  once,  or  try  to  find  the  photo- 

Sp  er,nefr  f  hand  ?  It  was  on  a  Friday  that 
ey  landed,  and  they  resolved  to  wait  till  Monday 

mother  g  ^  *  fest  WOuId  be  better  for  Ms 

The  early  autumn  sun  glowed  on  the  broad  streets 
as  they  walked  slowly  through  them,  halting  to 
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examine  narrowly  every  display  of  portraits  at  a 
photographer’s  door. 

It  was  a  right  course ;  they  came  upon  some  ex¬ 
quisitely-finished  ones,  among  which  they  detected 
unmistakably  the  coloured  likeness  of  Elvira  de 
Menella.  They  went  into  the  studio  and  asked  to 
look  at  it.  “  Ah,  many  ask  that,”  they  were  told, 
“though  the  sensation  was  a  little  gone  by.” 

“What  sensation?”  Jock  asked,  while  his  mother 
trembled  so  much  that  she  had  to  sit  down  on  one 
of  the  velvet  chairs. 

“  I  guess  you  are  a  stranger,  sir,  from  England  ? 
Then  no  doubt  you  have  not  heard  of  the  great  event 
of  the  season  at  Saratoga,  the  sudden  elopement  of 
this  young  lady,  a  beautiful  English  heiress,  on  the 
eve  of  marriage,  these  very  portraits  ordered  for  the 
bridesmaids’  lockets.” 

“  Whom  did  she  elope  with  ?  ”  asked  Jock. 

“  That’s  the  remarkable  part  of  it,  sir.  Some  say  that 
she  was  claimed  in  secret  by  a  lover  to  whom  she  had 
been  long  much  attached  ;  but  we  are  better  informed. 
I  can  state  to  a  certainty  that  she  only  fled  to  escape 
the  tyranny  of  an  aunt.  She  need  only  have  ap¬ 
pealed  to  the  institutions  of  the  country.” 

“Very  true,”  said  Jock.  “Let  me  ask  if  youi 
informant  was  not  the  lady  who  coloured  this  photo¬ 
graph,  Mrs.  Harte  ?”  “  Yes.”  “  And  is  she  here  ?'” 

“  No,  sir,”  with  some  hesitation. 

“  Can  you  give  me  her  address  ?  I  am  her  brother. 
This  lady  is  her  mother,  and  we  are  very  anxious  to 
find  her.” 

The  photographer  was  gained  by  the  frank  address 
and  manner.  “I  am  sorry,”  he  said,  “but  the  truth 
is  that  there  was  a  monster  excitement  about  the  dis¬ 
appearance  of  the  girl,  and  as  Mrs.  Harte  was  said  to 
have  been  concerned,  there  was  constant  resort  to  the 
studio  to  interview  her  ;  and  I  cannot  but  think  she 
treated  me  ill,  sir,  for  she  quitted  me  at  an  hour’s 
notice.” 

“And  left  no  address?”  exclaimed  her  mother 
grievously  disappointed. 

2  S 
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“Not  with  me,  madam  ;  but  she  was  intimate  with 
a  young  lady  employed  in  our  establishment,  and  she 
may  know  where  to  find  her.” 

And,  through  a  tube,  the  photographer  issued  a 
summons,  which  resulted  in  the  appearance  of  a 
pleasant-looking  girl,  who,  on  hearing  that  Mrs. 
Harte’s  mother  and  brother  were  in  search  of  her, 
readily  responded  that  Mrs.  Harte  had  written  to 
her  a  month  ago  from  Philadelphia,  asking  her  to 
forward  to  her  any  letters  that  might  come  to  the 
room  she  usually  occupied  at  New  York.  She  had 
found  employment,  and  there  could  be  no  doubt  that 
she  would  be  heard  of  there. 

It  was  very  near  now.  There  was  something  very 
soothing  in  the  services  of  that  Sunday  of  waiting, 
when  the  Church  seemed  a  home  on  the  other  side 
the  sea,  and  on  the  Monday  they  were  on  their  way, 
hearing,  but  scarcely  heeding,  the  talk  in  the  cars  of 
the  terrible  yellow-fever  visitation  then  beginning  at 
New  Orleans. 

They  arrived  too  late  to  do  anything,  but  in  early 
morning  they  were  on  foot,  breakfasting  with  the 
first  relay  of  guests  at  the  hotel,  and  inquiring  their 
way  along  the  broad  tree-planted  streets  of  the 
old  Quaker  city. 

It  was  again  at  a  photograph  shop  that  they 
paused,  but  as  they  were  looking  for  the  number, 
the  private  door  opened,  and  there  issued  from  it 
a  grey  figure,  with  a  black  hat,  and  a  bag  in  her 
hand.  She  stood  on  the  step,  they  on  the  side-walk. 
She  had  a  thin,  worn,  haggard  face,  a  strange,  grey 
look  about  it,  but  when  the  eyes  met  on  either  side 
there  was  not  a  moment’s  doubt. 

There  was  not  much  demonstration.  Caroline  held 
out  her  hand,  and  Janet  let  hers  be  locked  tight  into  it. 
Jock  took  her  bag  from  her,  and  they  went  two  or  three 
paces  together  as  in  a  dream,  till  Jock  spoke  first. 

“  Where  are  we  going  ?  Can  we  come  back  with 
you,  Janet,  or  will  you  come  to  the  hotel  with  us  ?  ” 

“I  was  just  leaving  my  rooms,”  she  said.  “I  was 
on  my  way  to  the  station.” 
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“You  will  come  with  me,”  said  Caroline  under  her 
breath  ;  and  Janet  passively  let  herself  be  led  along, 
her  mother  unconsciously  holding  her  painfully  fast. 

So  they  reached  the  hotel,  and  then  Jock  said,  “  I  shall 
go  and  read  the  papers  ;  send  a  message  for  me  if  you 
want  me.  You  had  rather  be  left  to  yourselves.” 

The  mother  knew  not  how  she  reached  her  bed¬ 
room,  but  once  there,  and  with  the  door  locked,  she 
turned  with  open  arms.  “  Oh  !  Janet,  one  kiss  !  ”  and 
Janet  slid  down  on  the  floor  before  her,  hiding  her 
face  in  her  dress  and  sobbing,  “  Oh  !  mother,  mother, 
I  am  not  worthy  of  this  !  ” 

Then  Caroline  flung  herself  down  by  her,  and 
gathered  her  into  her  arms,  and  Janet  rested  her  head 
on  her  shoulder  for  some  seconds,  each  sensible  of 
little  save  absolute  content. 

“  And  you  have  come  all  this  way  for  me  ?  ” 
whispered  Janet,  at  last  raising  her  head  to  gaze  at 
the  face. 

“  I  did  so  long  after  you  !  My  poor,  poor  child, 
how  you  have  suffered,”  said  Caroline,  drawing 
through  her  fingers  the  thin,  worn,  bony,  hard-worked 
hand. 

“I  deserved  a  thousand  times  more,”  said  Janet. 
“  But  it  seems  all  gone  since  I  see  you,  mother.  And 
if  you  forgive,  I  can  hope  God  forgives  too.” 

“  My  child,  my  child,”  and  as  the  strong  embrace, 
and  the  kiss  was  on  her  brow,  Janet  lay  still  once 
more  in  the  strange  rest  and  relief.  “  It  is  very 
strange,”  she  said.  “  I  thought  the  sight  of  you  would 
wither  me  with  shame,  but  somehow  there’s  no  room 
for  anything  but  happiness.” 

Renewed  caresses,  for  her  mother  was  past  speaking. 

“And  Lucas  is  with  you  ?  Not  Babie  ?” 

“  No,  Babie  is  left  with  Mrs.  Evelyn.” 

“So  poor  little  Elvira  came  safe  home  ?” 

“Yes,  and  is  Mrs.  Allen  Brownlow.  Poor  child, 
you  rescued  her  from  a  sad  fate.  She  believed  to 
the  last  you  were  coming  with  her,  and  she  lost  your 
note,  or  you  would  have  heard  from  us  sooner.” 

Janet  went  on  asking  questions  about  the  others, 

2  s  2 
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Her  mother  dreaded  to  put  any,  and  only  replied, 
Janet  asked  where  they  had  been  living,  and  she 
answered : 

‘In  the  old  house,  while  the  two  Johns  have  been 
studying  medicine.” 

“Not  Lucas?”  cried  Janet,  sitting  upright  in  her 
surprise. 

“Yes,  Lucas.  The  dear  fellow  gave  up  all  his 
prospects  in  the  army,  because  he  thought  it  would  be 
more  helpful  to  me  for  him  to  take  this  line,  and  he 
has  passed  so  well,  Janet.  He  has  got  the  silver 
medal,  and  his  essay  was  the  prize  one.” 

“And - ”  Janet  stood  up  and  walked  to  the 

window,  as  she  said  “  and  you  have  told  him - ” 

“Yes.  But,  Janet,  it  was  too  late.  Some  hints  of 
your  father’s  had  been  followed  up,  and  the  main 
discovery  worked  out,  though  not  perfected.” 

Janet’s  eyes  glistened  for  a  moment  as  they  used  to 
do  in  angry  excitement,  and  she  asked,  “  Could  he 
bear  it  ?  ” 

“He  was  chiefly  concerned  lest  I  should  be  dis¬ 
appointed.  Then  he  reminded  me  that  the  benefit  to 
mankind  had  come  all  the  sooner.” 

“Ah!”  said  Janet  with  a  gasp,  “there’s  the 
difference  !  ”  She  did  not  explain  further,  but  said, 
“It  has  not  poisoned  his  life  !” 

Then  seeking  in  her  bag,  she  took  out  a  packet. 
“  I  wish  you  to  know  all  about  it,  mother,”  she  said. 
“  I  wrote  this  to  send  home  by  Elvira,  but  then  my 
heart  failed  me.  It  was  well,  since  she  lost  my  note. 
I  kept  it,  and  when  I  did  not  hear  from  you,  I  thought 
I  would  leave  it  to  be  posted  when  all  was  over  with 
me.  I  should  like  you  to  read  it,  and  I  will  tell  you 
anything  else  you  like  to  know.” 

There  came  the  interruption  of  the  hotel  luncheon, 
after  which  a  room  was  engaged  for  Janet,  and  the 
use  of  a  private  parlour  secured  for  the  afternoon  and 
evening.  Jock  came  and  went.  He  was  very  much 
excited  about  the  frightful  reports  he  heard  of  the 
ravages  of  yellow  fever  in  the  south,  and  went  in 
search  of  medical  papers  and  reports.  Janet  directed 
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him  where  to  seek  them.  “  I  was  just  starting  to  offer 
myself  as  an  attendant,”  she  said.  “  I  shall  still  go, 
to-morrow.” 

“You?  Oh,  Janet,  not  now!”  was  her  mother’s 
first  exclamation. 

“  Y ou  will  understand  when  you  have  read,”  quietly 
said  Janet. 

All  that  afternoon,  according  to  her  manifest  wish, 
her  mother  was  reading  that  confession  of  hers,  while 
she  sat  by  replying  to  each  question  or  comment,  in 
the  repose  of  a  confidence  such  as  had  not  existed  for 
fifteen  years. 

“Magnum  Bonum,”  wrote  Janet.  “So  my  father 
named  it.  Alas  !  it  has  been  Magnum  Malum  to  me. 
I  have  thought  over  how  the  evil  began.  I  think  it 
must  have  been  when  I  brooded  over  the  words  I 
caught  at  my  father’s  death-bed,  instead  of  confessing 
to  my  mother  that  I  had  overheard  them.  It  might  be 
reserve  and  dread  of  her  grief,  but  it  was  not  wholly 
so.  I  did  not  respect  her  as  I  ought  in  my  childish 
conceit.  I  was  an  old-fashioned  girl.  Grandmamma 
treated  her  like  a  petted  eldest  child,  and  I  had  not 
learnt  to  look  up  to  her  with  any  loyalty.  My  uncle 
and  aunt  too,  even  while  seeming  to  uphold  her 
authority,  betrayed  how  cheaply  they  held  her.” 

“  No  wonder,”  said  Caroline.  “  I  was  a  very  foolish 
creature  then.” 

“I  saw  you  differently  too  late,”  said  Janet. 

“  Thus  unchecked  by  any  sober  word,  my  imagin¬ 
ation  went  on  dwelling  on  those  words,  which 
represented  to  me  an  arcanum  as  wonderful  as  any 
elixir  of  life  that  alchemists  dream  of,  and  I  was 
always  figuring  to  myself  the  honour  and  glory  of 
the  discovery,  and  fretting  that  it  was  destined  to  one 
of  my  brothers  rather  than  myself.  Even  then,  I  had 
some  notion  of  excelling  them,  and  betted  at  our 
residence  at  Kenminster  because  I  was  cut  off  from 
classes  and  lectures.  Then  came  the  fortune,  and  I 
saw  at  the  first  glance  that  wealth  would  hinder  all 
the  others,  even  Robert,  from  attempting  to  fulfil  the 
conditions,  and  I  imagined  myself  peiseveiing  and 
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winning  the  day.  As  to  the  concealment  of  the  will, 
I  can  honestly  say  that,  to  my  inexperienced  fancy, 
it  appeared  utterly  unlike  my  father’s  and  grand¬ 
mother’s,  and  at  the  moment  I  hid  it,  I  only  thought 
of  the  disturbance  and  discomfort,  which  scruples  of 
my  mother’s  would  create,  and  the  unpleasantness 
it  would  make  with  Elvira,  with  whom  I  had  just 
been  quarrelling.  When  as  I  grew  older,  and  found 
the  validity  of  wills  did  not  depend  on  the  paper 
they  were  written  upon,  I  had  qualms  which  I  lulled 
by  thinking  that  when  my  education  was  safe,  and 
Elvira  safely  married  to  Allen,  I  would  look  again 
and  then  bring  it  to  light,  if  needful.  My  mother’s 
refusal  to  commit  the  secret  to  me  on  any  terms 
entirely  alienated  me,  I  am  grieved  to  say.  I  have 
learnt  since  that  she  was  quite  right,  and  that  she 
could  not  help  it.  It  was  only  my  ignorance  that 
rebelled  ;  but  I  was  enraged  enough  to  have  produced 
the  will,  and  perhaps  should  have  done  so,  if  I  had 
not  been  afraid  both  of  losing  my  own  medical  train¬ 
ing,  and  of  causing  Robert  to  take  up  that  line,  in 
which  I  knew  he  could  succeed  better  than  anyone.” 

“Janet,  this  must  be  fancy  !” 

“  No,  mother.  There’s  no  poison  like  a  blessing 
turned  into  a  curse.  This  is  the  secret  history  of 
what  made  me  such  a  disagreeable,  morose  girl. 

“Then  came  the  opportunity  that  enabled  me  to 
glance  at  the  book  of  my  father’s  notes.  Barbara’s 
eyes  made  me  lock  the  desk  in  haste  and  confusion. 
It  was  really  and  truly  accident  that  I  locked  the 
book  out  instead  of  in.  As  you  know,  Barbara  hid 
away  the  davenport,  and  I  could  not  restore  the 
book,  when  I  had  pored  over  it  half  the  night,  and 
found  myself  quite  incompetent  to  understand  the 
details,  though  I  perceived  the  main  drift.  I  durst 
not  take  the  book  out  of  the  house,  and  the  loss  of 
my  keys  cut  me  off  from  access  to  it.  Meantime  I 
studied,  and  came  to  the  perception  that  a  woman 
alone  could  never  carry  out  the  needful  experiments, 
I  must  have  a  man  to  help  me,  but  I  was  too  much 
warped  by  this  time  to  see  how  my  mother  was  thus 
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justified.  I  still  looked  on  her  as  insanely  depriving 
me  of  my  glory,  the  world  of  the  benefit  for  a  mere 
narrow  scruple.  Then  I  fell  in  with  Demetrius 
Hermann.  How  can  I  tell  the  story  ?  How  he 
seemed  to  me  the  wisest  and  acutest  of  human  beings, 
the  very  man  to  assist  in  the  discovery,  and'  how  I 
betrayed  to  him  enough  by  my  questions  to  make 
him  think  me  a  prize,  both  for  my  secret  and  my 
fortune.  He  says  I  deceived  him.  Perhaps  I  did. 
Any  way,  we  are  quits.  No,  not  quite,  for  I  loved 
him  as  I  should  not  have  thought  it  in  me  to  love 
anyone,  and  the  very  joy  and  gladness  of  the  sensa¬ 
tion  made  me  see  with  his  eyes,  or  else  be  prepos¬ 
terously  blind.  I  think  his  southern  imagination 
made  his  expectations  of  the  secret  unreasonable, 
and  I  followed  his  bidding  blindly  and  implicitly  in 
my  two  attempts  to  bring  off  Magnum  Bonum,  which 
I  had  come  to  believe  my  right,  unjustly  withheld 
from  me.  The  second  attempt,  as  you  know,  ended 
in  the  general  crash. 

“Afterwards,  all  the  overtures  were  made  by  my 
husband.  I  would  not  share  in  them.  I  was  too 
proud  and  would  not  come  as  a  beggar,  or  see  him. 
threaten  and  cringe  as  unhappily  I  knew  he  could  do, 
nor  would  I  be  seen  by  my  mother  or  brothers.  I 
knew  they  would  begin  to  pity  me,  and  I  could  not 
brook  that.  My  mother’s  assurance  of  exposure,  if 
he  made  any  use  of  the  stolen  secret,  made  Demetrius 
choose  to  go  to  America. 

“  He  said  it  all  came  out  before  my  military 
brother.  Did  that  change  Lucas’s  destination  ?  ” 
said  Janet,  looking  up. 

“  Ask  him  ?  ” 

“  No,  indeed,”  said  Jock,  when  he  understood.  “  I 
turned  doctor  as  the  readiest  way  of  looking  after 
mother.” 

“  Did  you  understand  nothing  ?  ” 

“Only  that  she  had  some  memoranda  of  my 
father’s,  that  the  sc —  that  Hermann  wanted.  I 
never  thought  of  them  again  till  she  told  me.” 

Mrs.  Brownlow  started  at  the  next  few  words. 
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“  My  child  was  born  only  two  days  after  we  landed 
at  New  York.” 

But  a  quick  interrogative  glance  kept  her  silent. 
“  She  was  very  small  and  delicate,  and  her  father 
was  impatient  both  of  her  weakness  and  mine.  I 
think  that  was  when  I  began  to  long  for  my  mother. 
He  made  me  call  her  Glykera,  after  his  mother.  I 
had  taught  him  to  be  bitter  against  mine.” 

“  O  mother,  if  you  could  have  seen  her,”  suddenly 
exclaimed  Janet,  “  she  was  the  dearest  little  thing,”  and 
she  drew  from  her  bosom  a  locket  with  a  baby  face  on 
one  side,  and  some  soft  hair  on  the  other,  put  it  into 
her  mother’s  hand  and  hid  her  face  on  her  shoulder. 

“Oh!  my  poor  Janet,  you  have  suffered  indeed! 
How  long  did  you  keep  the  little  darling  ?  ” 

“Two  years.  You  will  hear!  I  was  not  quite 
wretched  while  I  had  her.  Go  on,  mother.  There’s 
no  talking  of  it.” 

“We  tried  both  practising  and  lecturing,  feeling 
our  way  meantime  towards  the  Magnum  Bonum. 
We  found,  however,  in  the  larger  cities  that  people 
were  quite  as  careful  about  qualifications  as  at  home, 
and  that  we  wanted  recommendations.  I  could 
have  got  some  practice  among  women  if  Demetrius 
would  have  rested  long  enough  anywhere,  but  he 
liked  lecturing  best.  I  had  been  obliged  to  perceive 
that  he  had  very  little  real  science,  and  indeed  I  had 
to  give  him  the  facts  and  he  put  them  in  his  flowery 
language.  While  as  to  Magnum  Bonum,  he  had 
gained  enough  to  use  it  in  a  kind  of  haphazard  way, 
for  everything.  I  trembled  at  what  he  began  doing 
with  it,  when  in  the  course  of  our  wanderings  we 
got  out  of  the  more  established  regions  into  the  south¬ 
west.  In  Texas  we  found  a  new  township,  called 
Burkeville,  without  a  resident  medical  man,  and  the 
fame  of  his  lectures  had  gone  far  enough  for  him  to  be 
accepted.  There  we  set  up  our  staff,  and  Demetrius 
—it  makes  me  sick  to  say  so — tried  to  establish 
himself  as  the  possessor  of  a  new  and  certain  cure. 
I  was  persuaded  that  he  did  not  know  how  to 
manage  it,  I  tried  to  make  him  understand  that 
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under  certain  conditions  it  might  be  fatal,  but  he 
thought  I  was  jealous.  He  had  had  one  or  two 
remarkable  successes,  his  fame  was  spreading,  he 
was’  getting  reckless,  and  I  could  not  watch  as 
carefully  as  I  sometimes  did,  for  my  child  was  ill, 
and  needed  all  my  care.  The  favourite  of  all  the 
parish  was  the  minister’s  daughter,  a  beautiful,  lively, 
delicate  girl,  loved  and  followed  like  a  sort  of  queen 
by  the  young  men,  of  whom  there  were  many,  while 
there  were  hardly  any  other  young  women,  none  to 
compare  with  her.  Demetrius  had  lost  some  patients, 
it  was  a  sickly  season,  and  I  fancy  there  was  some  mis¬ 
trust  and  exasperation  against  him  already,  for  he 
was  incompetent,  and  grew  more  averse  to  consulting 
me  when  his  knowledge  was  at  fault.  I  need  not 
blame  him.  Everyone  at  home  knows  that  I  do  not 
always  make  myself  agreeable,  and  I  had  enough  to 
exacerbate  me,  with  my  child  pining  in  the  unhealthy 
climate,  and  my  father’s  precious  secret  used  with 
the  rough  ignorance  of  an  empiric.  I  knew  enough 
of  the  case  of  this  Annie  Field  to  be  sure  that 
there  were  features  in  it  which  would  make  that 
form  of  treatment  dangerous.  I  tried  to  make  him 
understand.  He  thought  me  jealous  of  his  being 
called  in  rather  than  myself.  Well — she  died,  and 
such  a  storm  of  vengeance  arose  as  is  possible  in 
those  lawless  parts.  I  knew  and  heeded  nothing  of  it, 
for  my  little  Glykera  was  worse  every  day,  and  I 
thought  of  nothing  else,  but  it  seems  that  reports 
unfavourable  to  us  had  come  from  some  one  of  the 
cities  where  we  had  tried  to  settle,  and  thus  grief 
and  rage  had  almost  maddened  one  of  Annie’s  lovers, 
a  young  man  of  Irish  blood,  a  leader  among  the 
rest.  On  the  day  of  her  funeral  all  the  ruffianism 
in  the  place  was  up  in  arms  against  us.  My  husband 
had  warning,  I  suppose,  for  I  never  saw  or  heard  of 
him  since  he  went  out  that  morning,  leaving  me  with 
my  little  one  moaning  on  my  lap.  She  was  growing 
worse  every  hour,  and  I  knew  nothing  else,  till  my 
door  was  burst  open  by  a  little  boy  of  eight  or  ten 
years  old,  crying  out,  ‘  Mrs.  Hermann,  Mrs.  Hermann, 
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quick,  they  are  coming  to  lynch  you  !  come  away, 
bring  the  baby.  If  father  can’t  stop  them,  there’s 
no  place  safe  but  our  house.’ 

“  And  indeed  upon  the  air  came  the  sound  of  a  great, 
horrible,  yelling  roar  unspeakably  dreadful.  It  seems 
never  to  have  been  out  of  my  ears  since.  I  do  not 
know  whether  an  American  mob  would  have  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  extremities  with  a  lonely  woman  and  dying 
child,  but  there  was  an  Irish  and  Spanish  element  of 
ferocity  at  Burkeville,  and  the  cold,  hard  English¬ 
woman  was  unpopular,  besides  that,  I  was  supposed 
to  share  in  the  irregular  practice  that  had  had  such 
fatal  effects.  But  with  that  horrible  sound,  one  did 
not  stop  to  weigh  probabilities.  I  gathered  up  my 
child  in  her  bed-clothes,  and  followed  the  boy  out  at 
the  back  door,  blindly.  And  where  do  you  think  I 
found  myself?  where  but  in  the  minister’s  house? 
His  wife,  whose  daughter  had  just  been  carried  out 
to  her  grave,  rose  up  from  weeping  and  praying,  to 
take  me  into  the  innermost  chamber,  where  none 
could  see  me,  and  when  she  saw  my  darling’s  state,  to 
give  me  all  the  help  and  sympathy  a  good  woman 
could.  Oh !  that  was  my  first  true  knowledge  of 
Christian  charity. 

“  Mr.  Field  himself  was  striving  at  the  very  grave 
itself  to  turn  away  the  rage  of  these  men  against 
those  whom  they  held  his  daughter’s  murderers,  but 
he  was  as  nothing  against  some  fifty  or  sixty 
gathered,  I  suppose,  some  by  real  or  fancied  wrongs, 
some  from  mere  love  of  violence.  Any  way, 
when  he  found  himself  powerless  against  the  in¬ 
furiated  speeches  of  the  young  Irish  lover,  he  put  his 
little  boy  over  the  graveyard  wall,  and  sent  him  off 
to  take  me  to  the  last  place  where  the  mob  would 
look  for  me,  the  very  room  where  Annie  died.  Those 
howls  and  yells  round  the  empty  house,  perhaps,  too, 
the  shaking  of  my  rapid  run,  hastened  the  end  with 
my  precious  child.  I  do  not  believe  she  could 
have  lived  many  hours,  but  the  fright  brought  on 
shudderings  and  convulsions,  and  she  was  gone  from 
me  by  nine  that  evening.  They  might  have  torn  me 
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to  pieces  then,  and  I  would  have  thanked  them  !  I 
cannot  tell  you  the  goodness  of  the  Fields.  It  could 
not  comfort  me  then,  but  I  have  wondered  over  it  often 
since.”  (There  were  blistered,  blotted  tear  marks 
here.)  “They  knew  it  was  not  safe  for  me  to  remain, 
for  there  had  been  wild  talk  of  a  warrant  out  against 
us  for  manslaughter.  They  would  have  had  me 
leave  my  little  darling’s  form  to  their  care,  but  they 
saw  I  dreaded  (unreasonably  I  now  think)  some 
insult  from  those  ruffians  for  her  father’s  sake.  Mr. 
Field  said  I  should  lay  my  little  one  to  her  rest 
myself.  They  found  a  long  basket  like  a  cradle. 
We  laid  her  there  in  her  own  night-dress,  looking  so 
sweet  and  lovely.  Mr.  Field  himself  went  out  and 
dug  the  little  grave,  close  to  Annie’s,  and  there  by 
moonlight  we  laid  her,  and  the  good  man  put  one  of 
the  many  wreaths  from  Annie’s  grave  upon  hers,  and 
there  we  knelt  and  he  prayed.  I  don’t  know  what 
denomination  his  may  be,  but  a  Christian  I  know  he 
is.  Cruel  as  the  very  sight  of  me  must  have  been, 
they  kept  me  in  bed  all  the  next  day  ;  and  the 
minister  went  to  see  what  he  could  save  for  me. 
Finding  no  one,  the  mob  had  wreaked  their  vengeance 
on  our  medicine  bottles  and  glasses,  smashed  every¬ 
thing,  and  made  terrible  havoc  of  all  our  books, 
clothes  and  furniture.  Almost  the  only  thing  Mr. 
Field  had  found  unhurt  was  mother’s  little  Greek 
Testament,  which  I  had  carried  about,  but  utterly 
neglected  till  then.  Mr.  Field  saw  my  name  in  it, 
brought  it  to  me,  and  kindly  said  he  was  glad  to  re¬ 
store  it ;  none  could  be  utterly  desolate  whose  study 
lay  there.  I  was  obliged  to  tell  him  how  you  had 
sent  it  after  me  with  that  entreaty,  which  I  had  utterly 
neglected,  and  you  can  guess  how  he  urged  it  on  me.” 

“You  have  gone  on  now,”  said  her  mother,  looking 
up  at  her. 

Janet’s  reply  was  to  produce  the  little  book  from  her 
handbag,  showing  marks  of  service,  and  then  to  open 
it  at  the  fly  leaf.  There  Caroline  herself  had  written 
“Janet  Hermann,”  with  the  reference  to  St.  Luke 
xv.  20.  She  had  not  dared  to  write  more  fully,  but 
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the  good  minister  of  Burkeville  had,  at  Janet’s  desire, 
put  his  own  initials,  and  likewise  written  in  full : 

“  Refrain  thy  voice  from  weeping,  and  thine  eyes 
from  tears,  for  thy  work  shall  be  rewarded,  saith  the 
Lord,  and  they  shall  come  again  from  the  land  of 
the  enemy.  And  there  is  hope  in  thine  end,  saith 
the  Lord,  that  thy  children  shall  come  again  to  their 
own  border.” 

“  He  might  have  written  it  for  me,”  said  Caroline. 
“  My  child — one  at  least  is  come  to  me.” 

“  Or  you  have  gone  into  her  far  country  to  seek 
her,”  said  Janet. 

“  Can  I  write  to  this  good  man  ?  ”  asked  Caroline. 
“  I  do  long  to  thank  him.” 

“  O  yes.  I  wrote  to  him  only  the  day  before 
yesterday.” 

There  was  but  little  more  of  the  narrative. 

“  At  night  he  borrowed  a  waggon,  and  drove  me  to 
a  station  in  time  to  take  the  early  train  for  the  north¬ 
east,  supplying  me  with  means  for  the  journey,  and 
giving  me  a  letter  to  a  family  relation  of  his,  in  New 
York  State.  I  was  most  kindly  sheltered  there  for  a 
few  days  while  I  looked  out  for  advertisements.  I 
found,  however,  that  I  must  change  my  name,  for' the 
history  of  the  Burkeville  affair  was  copied  into  all  the 
papers,  and.  there  were  warnings  against  the  two 
impostois,  giving  my  maiden  name  likewise,  as  that 
in  which  my  Zurich  diploma  had  been  made  out. 
I  his  cut  me  off  from  all  medical  employment,  and  I 
had  to  think  what  else  I  could  do,  not  that  I  cared 
much  what  became  of  me.  Seeing  a  notice  that  an 
assistant  was  wanted  to  colour  and  finish  photo¬ 
graphs,  I  thought  my  drawing,  though  only  school¬ 
room  work,  might  serve.  I  applied,  showed  specimens, 
M  d  satisfactory.  I  sent  my  address  to 

Mi.  Field,  who  had  promised  to  let  me  know  in  case 
my  husband  made  any  attempt  to  trace  me,  or  if  I 
could  find  my  way  back  to  him,  but  up  to  this  time  I 
have  heard  absolutely  nothing.  The  few  white  days 
m  my  life  are,  however,  when  I  get  a  cheering, 
comforting  letter  from  him.  How  I  should  once  have 
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laughed  their  phraseology  to  scorn,  but  then  I  did 
not  know  what  reality  meant,  and  they  are  the  only 
balm  of  my  life  now,  except  mother’s  little  book,  and 
what  they  have  led  me  to. 

“But  you  see  why  I  cannot  come  with  Elvira.  Not 
only  do  I  not  dare  to  meet  my  mother,  but  it  might 
bring  down  upon  her  one  whom  she  could  not 
welcome.  Besides,  itfis  clearly  fit  that  I  should  strive 
to  meet  him  again  ;  I  would  try  to  be  less  provoking 
to  him  now.” 

“I  see,  my  dear,”  said  Caroline.  “But  why  did 
you  never  draw  on  Mr.  Wakefield  all  this  time  ?” 

“I  never  thought  we  ought  to  take  that  money,” 
said  Janet.  “I  could  maintain  myself,  and  that  was 
all  I  wanted.  Besides  I  was  ashamed  to  bid  him  use 
a  false  name,  and  I  durst  not  receive  a  letter  under 
my  own,  nor  did  I  know  whether  Demetrius  might  go 
on  applying.” 

“  He  did  once,  saying  that  you  were  unwell,  but 
Mr.  Wakefield  declined  to  let  him  be  supplied  with¬ 
out  your  signature.” 

Janet  eagerly  asked  the  when  and  the  where. 

“I  am  glad,”  said  her  mother,  “to  find  that  your 
change  of  name  was  not  in  order  to  elude  him,  as  I 
feared  at  first.” 

“No,”  said  Janet,  “he  never  knew  he  was  cruel, 
but  he  had  made  a  mistake  altogether  in  me.  I  was 
a  disappointment  to  begin  with,  owing  to  my  own 
bad  management,  you  see,  for  if  I  had  brought  off  the 
book,  and  destroyed  the  will,  his  speculation  would 
have  succeeded.  And  then,  for  his  comfort,  he  should 
have  married  a  passive,  ignorant,  senseless,  obedient 
oriental,  and  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  a  cold, 
proud  thing,  who  looked  most  hard  when  most 
wretched,  who  had  understanding  enough  to  see  his 
blunders,  and  remains  of  conscience  enough  to  make 
her  sour.  Poor  Demetrius  !  He  had  the  worst  of  the 

bargain  !  And  now - ”  She  turned  the  leaf,  of  the 

manuscript,  and  showed,  with  a  date  three  days  back  : 

“  Mr.  Field  has  written  to  me,  sending  a  cutting  of 
an  advertisement  of  a  month  back  of  a  spiritualist 
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from  Abville,  which  he  thinks  may  be  my  husband’s. 
I  am  sure  it  is,  I  know  the  Greek  idiom  put  into 
English.  It  decides  me  on  what  I  had  thought  of 
before.  I  shall  offer  my  services  as  nurse  or  physician, 
or  whatever  they  will  let  me  be  in  that  stress  of  need. 
I  may  find  him,  or  if  he'  have  fled,  I  may,  if  I  live, 
trace  him.  At  any  rate,  by  God’s  grace,  I  may 
thus  endeavour  to  make  a  better  use  of  what  has 
never  yet  been  used  for  His  service. 

“  And  in  case  I  should  add  no  further  words  to  this, 
let  me  conclude  by  telling  my  dear,  dear  mother  that 
my  whole  soul  and  spirit  are  asking  her  forgiveness, 
and  by  sending  my  love  to  my  brothers,  and  sister, 
whom  I  love  far  better  now  than  ever  I  did  when  I 
was  with  them.  And  to  Elvira  too — perhaps  she  is 
my  sister  by  this  time. 

“  Let  them  try  henceforth  to  think  not  unkindly  of 

“Janet  Hermann.” 

This  had  been  enclosed  in  an  envelope  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Joseph  Brownlow,  to  the  care  of  Wakefield 
and  Co.,  solicitors. 

“You  see  I  cannot  go  back  with  you,  mother  dear,” 
she  said,  “  though  you  have  come  to  seek  me.” 

“  Not  yet,”  said  Caroline,  handing  the  last  page 
to  Jock,  who  had  come  back  again  from  one  of  his 
excursions. 

“Look  here,  Janet,”  said  Jock,  “mother  will  not 
forbid  it,  I  know.  If  you  will  wait  another  day  for 
me  to  arrange  for  her,  I  will  go  with  you.  This  is 
a  place  specially  mentioned  as  in  frightful  need  of 
medical  attendance,  and  I  already  doubted  whether 
I  ought  not  to  volunteer,  but  if  you  have  an  absolute 
call  of  duty  there,  that  settles  it.  Mother,  do  you 
remember  that  American  clergyman  who  dined  with 
us  ?  I  met  him  just  now.  He  begged  me  with  all 
his  heart  to  persuade  you  to  come  and  stay  with  his 
family.  I  believe  he  is  going  to  bring  his  wife  to 
call.  I  am  sure  they  would  take  care  of  you.” 

“  I  don’t  want  care.  Jock,  Jock,  why  should  I  not 
go  and  help  ?  Do  you  think  I  can  send  my  children 
into  the  furnace  without  me  ?  ” 
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Jock  came  and  sat  down  by  her  with  his  specially 
consoling  caress.  “  Mother  dear,  I  don’t  think  you 
ought.  We  are  trained  to  it,  you  see,  and  it  is  part 
of  our  vocation,  besides,  Janet  has  a  call.  But  your 
nursing  would  not  make  much  difference,  and  besides, 
you  don’t  belong  only  to  us — Armine  and  Babie  need 
their  home.  And  suppose  poor  Bobus  came  back. 
No,  I  am  accountable  to  them  all.  They  didn’t  send 
me  out  in  charge  of  my  Mother  Carey  that  I  should 
run  her  into  the  jaws  of  Yellow  Jack.  I  can’t  do  it, 
mother.  I  should  mind  my  own  business  far  less  if 
I  were  thinking  about  you.  It  would  be  just  like 
your  coming  after  me  into  a  general  engagement.” 

“Lucas  is  quite  right,”  said  Janet.  “You  know, 
mother,  this  is  a  special  kind  of  nursing,  that  one 
does  not  understand  by  the  light  of  nature,  and  you 
are  not  strong  enough  or  tough  enough  for  it.” 

“  I  flattered  myself  I  was  pretty  tough,”  said  her 
mother,  with  trembling  lip.  “  What  sort  of  a  place  is  it  ? 
Could  not  I — even  if  you  won’t  let  me  nurse--— be  near 
enough  to  rest  you,  and  feed  you,  and  disinfect  you  ? 
That  is  my  trade,  Jock  will  allow,  as  a  doctor’s  wife  and 
mother.  And  I  could  collect  things  and  send  them 
to  the  sick.  Would  not  that  be  possible,  my  dears  ?” 

Jock  said  he  would  find  out.  And  then  he  told 
them  he  had  found  a  Church  with  a  daily  service,  to 
which  they  went. 

And  then  those  three  had  a  wonderfully  happy 
evening  together. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

GOOD  OUT  OF  EVIL. 

How  the  field  of  combat  lay 
By  the  tomb’s  self ;  how  he  sprang  from  ambuscade — 
Captured  Death,  caught  him  in  that  pair  of  hands. 

Browning. 

“  John,”  said  Sydney,  as  they  were  taking  their  last 
walk  together  as  engaged  people  on  the  banks  of 
their  Avon,  “There’s  something  I  think  I  ought  to 
tell  you.” 
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“  Well,  my  dearest.” 

“  Don’t  they  say  that  there  ought  not  to  be  any 
shadow  of  concealment  of  the  least  little  liking  for  any 
one  else,  when  one  is  going  to  be  married,”  quoth 
Sydney,  not  over  lucidly. 

“  I’m  sure  I  can  safely  acquit  myself  of  any  such 
shadow,”  said  John,  laughing.  “I  never  had  the 
least  little  liking  for  anybody  but  Mother  Carey,  and 
that  wasn’t  a  least  little  one  at  all !  ” 

“Well,  John,  I’m  very  much  ashamed  of  it,  because 
he  didn’t  care  for  me,  as  it  turned  out  ;  but  if  he 
had,  as  I  once  thought,  I  should  have  liked  him,” 
said  Sydney,  looking  down,  and  speaking  with  great 
confusion  out  of  the  depths  of  her  conscience,  stirred 
up  by  much  ‘  Advice  to  Brides,’  and  Sunday  novels, 
all  turning  on  the  lady’s  error  in  hiding  her  first  love; 
and  then  perhaps  because  the  effect  on  John  was  less 
startling  than  she  had  expected,  she  added  with 
another  effort,  “  It  was  Lucas  Brownlow.” 

“Jock  1”  cried  John.  “The  dear  fellow  !  ” 

“Yes— I  did  think  it ,  when  he  was  in  the  Guards, 
and  always  about  with  Cecil.  It  was  very  silly  of 
me,  for  he  did  not  care  one  fraction.” 

“  Why  do  you  think  so  ?  ”  said  John  hoarsely. 

“Well,  I  know  better  now,  but  when  he  made  up 
his  mind  to  leave  the  army,  I  fancied  it  was  no  better 
than  being  a  recreant  knight,  and  I  begged  and 
prayed  him  to  go  out  with  Sir  Philip  Cameron,  and 
as  near  as  I  dared  told  him  it  was  for  my  sake.  But 
he  went  on  all  the  same,  and  then  I  was  quite  sure 
he  did  not  care,  and  saw  what  a  goose  I  had  made 
of  myself.  Oh  !  Johnny,  it  has  been  very  hard  to 
tell  you,  but  I  thought  I  ought,  and  I  hope  you’ll 
never  think  of  it  more,  for  Lucas  just  despised  my 
foolish  forwardness,  and  you  know  you  have  every 
bit  of  my  heart  and  soul.  What  is  the  matter, 
John?  Oh!  have  I  done  harm,  when  I  meant  to 
do  right  ?  ” 

“  No,  no,  my  darling,  don’t  be  startled.  But  do 
you  mean  that  you  really  thought  Jock’s  disregard 
of  your  entreaties  came  from  indifference  ?  ” 
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“  It  was  all  one  mixture  of  pain  and  anger,”  said 
Sydney.  “I  can’t  define  it.  I  thought  it  was  one’s 
duty  to  lead  a  man  to  be  courageous  and  defend  his 
country,  and  of  course  he  thought  me  such  a  fool. 
Why,  he  has  never  really  talked  to  me  since  !  ”  ^ 

“  And  you  thought  it  was  indifference,”  again 
repeated  John,  with  an  iteration  worthy  of  his 
father. 

O  John,  you  frighten  me.  Wasn’t  it?  Did  you 
know  this  before  ?  ” 

“No,  most  certainly  not.  I  did  know  thus  much, 
that  in  giving  up  the  army  Jock  had  given  up  his 
dearest  hopes ;  but  I  thought  it  was  some  fine 
fashionable  lady,  whom  he  was  well  rid  of,  though  he 
didn’t  know  it.  And  he  never  said  a  word  to  betray 
it,  even  when  I  came  home  brimful  and  overflowing 
with  happiness.  And  you  know  it  was  his  doing  that 
my  way  has  been  smoothed.  Oh  !  Sydney,  I  don’t 
know  how  to  look  at  it !  ” 

“But  indeed,  John  dear,  I  couldn’t  help  loving  you 
best.  You  saved  me,  you  know,  and  I  feel  to  fit  in, 
and  understand  you  best.  I  can’t  be  sorry  as  it  has 
turned  out.” 

“  That’s  very  well,”  said  John,  trying  to  laugh,  “for 
you  couldn’t  be  transferred  back  to  him,  like  a  bale  of 
goods.  And  I  could  not  have  helped  loving  you  ;  but 
that  I  should  have  been  a  robber,  Jock’s  worst  enemy  !  ” 

“  I  can’t  be  sorry  you  did  not  guess  it,”  said 
Sydney.  “Then  I  never  should  have  had  you,  and 
somehow - ” 

“And  you  thought  him  wanting  in  courage,” 
recurred  John. 

“  Only  when  I  was  wild  and  silly,  talking  out  of 
the  ‘Traveller’s  Joy.’  It  was  hearing  about  his  going 
into  that  dreadful  place  that  stirred  it  all  up  in  my 
mind,  because  I  saw  what  a  hero  he  is.” 

“  God  grant  he  may  come  safe  out  of  it !  ”  said 
John.  “I’ll  tell  you  what,  Sydney,  though,  it  is  a 
shame,  when  I  am  the  gainer :  I  think  your  romance 
went  astray  ;  more  faith  and  patience  would  have 
waited  to  see  the  real  hero  come  out.  and  so  you 
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have  missed  him  and  got  the  ordinary,  jog-trot, 
commonplace  fellow  instead.” 

“  Ah  !  but  love  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  faith  and 
patience,”  said  Sydney,  “  and  that  was  scared  away 
by  shame  at  my  own  forwardness  and  foolishness. 
And  now  it  is  all  gone  to  the  jog-trot !  I  want  no 
better  hero !  ” 

“  What  a  confession  for  the  maiden  of  the  twelfth 
century !  ” 

“  I’m  very  glad  you  don’t  feel  moved  to  start  off  to 
the  yellow  fever.” 

“  Do  you  know,  Sydney,  I  do  not  know  what  I 
don’t  feel  moved  to  sometimes,  I  cannot  understand 
this  silence !  ” 

“  But  you  said  the  telegram  that  he  was  mending 
was  almost  better  than  if  he  had  never  been  ill  at  all.” 

“  So  I  thought  then  ;  but  why  do  we  not  hear,  if  all 
is  well  with  them  ?  ” 

Three  weeks  since,  a  telegram  had  been  received 
by  Allen,  containing  the  words,  “Janet  died  at 
2.30  A.M.  Lucas  mending.” 

It  had  been  resolved  not  to  put  off  the  wedding,  as 
much  inconvenience  would  have  been  caused,  and 
poor  Janet  was  only  cousin  to  John,  and  had  been 
removed  from  all  family  interests  so  long,  even  Mrs. 
Robert  Brownlow  saw  no  impropriety,  since  Barbara 
went  to  Belforest  for  a  fortnight,  returning  to  Mrs. 
Evelyn  on  the  afternoon  of  the  wedding-day  itself  to 
assist  in  her  move  to  the  Dower  House.  Esther,  who 
had  never  professed  to  wish  for  a  hero,  had  been  so 
much  disturbed  by  the  recent  alarms  of  war,  that  she 
was  only  anxious  that  her  guardsman  should  safely 
sell  out  in  the  interval  of  peace ;  and  he  had  begun 
to  care  enough  about  the  occupations  at  Fordham  to 
wish  to  be  free  to  make  it  his  chief  dwelling-place. 

The  wedding  was  as  quiet  as  possible.  Sydney  was 
disappointed  of  the  only  bridesmaid  she  cared  much 
about,  and  Barbara  felt  a  kind  ol  ‘  relief  in  not 
having  a  second  time  to  assist  at  the  destruction  of  a 
brother’s  hopes.  She  was  very  glad  to  get  back  to 
Fordham,  reporting  that  Allen  and  Elvira  were  so 
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devotedly  in  love  that  a  third  person  was  very  much 
de  trop ;  though  they  had  been  very  kind,  and  Elvira 
had  mourned  poor  Janet  with  real  gratitude  and 
affection.  Still  they  did  not  take  half  so  much  alarm 
at  the  silence  as  she  did,  and  she  was  relieved  to  be 
with  the  Evelyns,  who  were  becoming  very  anxious. 
The  bridegroom  and  bride  could  not  bear  to  go  out 
of  reach  of  intelligence,  and  had  limited  their  tour  to 
the  nearest  place  on  the  coast,  where  they  could  hear 
by  half  a  day’s  post. 

No  news  had  come  except  that  seven  American 
papers  had  been  forwarded  to  Barbara,  giving  brief 
accounts  of  the  pestilence  in  the  southern  cities. 
The  numbers  of  deaths  in  Abville  were  sensibly 
decreased,  one  of  these  papers  said.  The  arrival  of 
an  English  physician,  Dr.  Lucas  Brownlow,  and  his 
sister  had  been  noticed,  and  also  that  the  sister  had 
succumbed  to  the  disease,  but  that  he  was  recovering; 
These  were  all,  however,  only  up  to  the  date  of  the 
telegram,  and  the  sole  shadow  of  encouragement  was 
in  the  assurances  that  any  really  fatal  news  would 
have  been  telegraphed.  Mrs.  Evelyn  and  Barbara 
were  very  loving  companions  during  this  time.  To¬ 
gether  they  looked  over  those  personal  properties  of 
Duke’s  which  rather  belonged  to  his  mother  than  his 
heir.  Mrs.  Evelyn  gave  Barbara  several  which  had 
special  associations  for  her,  and  together  they  read 
over  his  papers  and  letters,  laughing  tenderly  over 
those  that  awoke  droll  remembrances,  and  perfectly 
entering  into  one  another’s  sympathies. 

“  Yet,  my  dear,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  “  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  ought  to  let  you  dwell  on  this  :  you 
are  too  young  to  be  looking  back  on  a  grave  when 
all  life  is  before  you.” 

“  Nay,”  said  Babie,  “  it  was  he  that  showed  me 
how  to  look  right  on  through  life  !  You  cannot  tell 
how  delightful  it  is  to  me  to  be  brought  near  to  him 
again,  now  I  can  understand  him  so  much  better 
than  ever  I  did  when  he  was  here.” 

“Yet  it  was  always  his  fear  that  he  might  sadden 
your  life.” 
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“  Sadden  ?  oh  no !  It  was  he  who  put  life  into 
my  hands,  as  something  worth  using,”  said  Babie. 
“  Don’t  you  know  it  is  the  great  glory  and  quiet 
secret  treasure  of  my  heart,  that,  as  Jock  said  that 
first  night,  I  have  that  love  not  for  time  but  eternity.” 

And  their  thoughts  could  not  but  go  back  to  the 
travellers  in  America,  and  all  the  possibilities,  for 
were  not  whole  families  swept  off  by  the  disease, 
without  power  of  communication  ? 

However,  at  last,  four  days  after  the  wedding, 
Barbara  received  a  letter. 

“  Ashton  Vineyard ,  Virginia. 

“  September  30 th. 

“  My  dearest  Babie, — I  have  left  you  too  long 
without  tidings,  but  I  have  had  little  time,  and  no 
heart  to  write,  and  I  could  not  bear  to  send  such 
news  without  details.  Of  the  ten  terrible  days  at 
Abville  I  may,  if  I  can,  tell  you  when  we  meet.  I 
was  in  a  sort  of  country  house  a  little  above  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  preparing  supplies, 
and  keeping  beds  ready  for  any  of  the  exhausted 
workers  who  could  snatch  a  rest  in  the  air  of  the 
hill.  I  scarcely  saw  my  poor  Janet.  She  had  made 
out  that  her  husband  had  been  one  of  the  first 
victims,  before  she  even  guessed  at  his  being  there. 
She  only  came  once  to  tell  me  this,  and  they  would 
not  even  allow  me  to  come  down  to  the  Church, 
where  all  the  clergy,  doctors  and  sisters  who  could, 
used  to  meet,  every  morning  and  evening. 

“On  the  tenth  day  she  brought  home  Jock,  smitten 
down  after  incessant  exertion.  Everyone  allows 
that  he  saved  more  cases  than  anyone,  though  he 
says  it  was  the  abatement  of  the  disease.  Janet 
declares  that  his  was  a  slight  attack.  If  that  was 
slight!  She  attended  to  him  for  two  days,  then 
told  me  the  crisis  was  past  and  that  he  would  live, 
and  almost  at  the  same  time  her  strength  failed  her. 
The  last  thing  she  said  consciously  to  me  was, 
‘  Don’t  waste  time  on  me.  I  know  these  symptoms. 
Attend  to  Jock.  That  is  of  use.  Only  forgive  and 
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pray  for  me.’  Very  soon  she  was  insensible,  and 
was  gone  before  twenty-four  hours  were  over.  The 
sister  whom  they  spared  to  help  me,  said  she  was 
too  much  worn  out  to  struggle  and  suffer  like  most, 
indeed  as  Jock  had  done. 

“  That  Sister  Dorothea,  a  true  divine  gift,  a  sweet 
and  .  fair  vision  of  peace,  is  a  Miss  Ashton,  a 
Virginian.  She  broke  down,  not  with  the  disease, 
only  fatigue,  and  I  gave  her  such  care  as  I  could 
spare  from  my  dear  boy.  When  her  father,  General 
Ashton,  came  to  take  her  home,  he  kindly  insisted 
on  likewise  cariying  us  off  to  his  beautiful  home,  on 
a  lovely  hillside,  where  we  trusted  Jock’s  strength 
would  be  restored  quickly.  But  perhaps  we  were 
too  impatient,  for  the  journey  was  far  too  much  for 
him.  He  fainted  several  times,  and  the  last  miles 
were  passed  in  an  unconscious  state.  There  has 
come  back  on  him  the  intermittent  fever  which  often 
succeeds  the  disease  ;  and  what  is  more  alarming  is 
the  faintness,  oppression,  and  difficulty  of  breathing, 
which  he  believes  to  be  connected  with  the  slight 
affection  of  heart  remaining  from  his  rheumatic  fever 
at  Schwarenbach.  Then  it  is  very  difficult  to  give  him 
nourishment  except  disguised  with  ice,  and  he  is 
altogether  fearfully  ill.  I  send  such  an  account  of 
the  case  as  I  can  get  for  John  or  Dr.  Medlicott  to 
see.  How  I  long  for  our  kind  home  friends.  This 
place  is  unhappily  very  far  from  everywhere,  a  lone 
village  in  the  hills  ;  the  nearest  doctor  twelve  miles 
off.  The  Ashtons  think  highly  of  him  ;  but  he  is  old, 
and  I  can’t  say  that  I  have  any  confidence  in  his 
treatment.  Jock  allows  that  he  should  do  otherwise, 
but  he  says  he  has  no  vigour  or  connection  of  ideas 
to  be  fit  to  treat  himself  consistently,  and  that  he 
should  only  do  harm  by  interfering  with  Dr.  Vanbro  ; 
indeed  I  fear  he  thinks  that  it  does  not  make  much 
difference.  If  patience  and  calmness  can  bring  him 
through,  he  would  live,  but  my  dear  Babie,  I  greatly 
dread  that  I  shall  not  bring  him  back  to  the  home 
he  made  so  bright.  He  seldom  rouses  into  talking 
much,  but  lies  passive  and  half  dozing  when  the 
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feverish  restlessness  is  not  on  him.  He  told  me 
just  now  to  send  his  love  to  you  all,  especially  to  the 
Monk  and  Sydney,  with  all  dear  good  wishes  to 
them  both.  No  one  can  be  kinder  than  the  Ashtons  ; 
they  are  always  trying  to  help  in  the  nursing,  and 
sending  for  everything  that  can  be  thought  of  for 
Jock.  Sister  Dorothea  and  Primrose  are  as  good  and 
loving  as  Sydney  herself  could  be,  and  there  is  an 
excellent  clergyman  who  comes  in  every  day,  and 
prays  for  my  boy  in  Church.  Ask  them  to  do  the 
same  at  Fordham,  and  at  our  own  Churches.  As  long 
as  I  do  not  telegraph,  remember  that  while  there  is 
life  there  is  hope. 

“Your  loving  Mother  C.” 

This  letter  was  sent  on  to  John.  Two  days  later 
a  fly  drove  up  to  the  Dower  House,  and  Sydney 
walked  into  the  drawing-room  alone  ? 

Where  did  she  come  from  ? 

From  Liverpool.  John  was  gone  to  America. 

“  I  wanted  to  go  too,”  she  said,  tears  coming  into 
her  eyes  ;  “  but  he  said  he  could  go  faster  without  me, 
and  he  could  not  take  me  to  these  Ashtons,  or  leave 
me  alone  in  New  York.” 

“  It  was  very  noble  and  good  in  you  to  let  him  go, 
Sydney,”  cried  Babie. 

“  It  would  have  broken  his  heart  for  ever,”  said 
Sydney,  “  if  he  had  not  tried  to  do  his  utmost  for 
Jock.  He  says  Jock  has  been  more  than  a  brother 
to  him,  and  that  he  owes  all  that  he  is,  and  all 
that  he  has,  to  him  and  Mother  Carey,  and  that 
even — if — if  he  were  too  late,  he  should  save  her 
from  coming  home  alone.  You  think  he  was  right, 
mamma  ?  ” 

“  Right  indeed,  and  I  am  thankful  that  my  Sydney 
was  unselfish,  and  did  not  try  to  keep  him  back.” 

“  O  mamma,  I  could  never  have  looked  him  in  the 
face  again  if  I  had  hindered  him  !  And  so  we  went 
up  to  London,  and  luckily  Dr.  Medlicott  was  at 
home,  and  he  was  very  eager  that  John  should  go. 
He  says  he  does  not  think  it  will  be  too  late,  and 
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they  talked  it  over,  and  got  some  medicines,  and 
then  John  let  me  come  down  to  Liverpool  with  him 
and  see  him  on  board,  and  we  telegraphed  the  last 
thing  to  Mrs.  Brownlow,  so  that  it  might  be  too 
late  for  her  to  stop  him.”  While  that  message  was 
rushing  on  its  way  beneath  the  Atlantic  it  was 
the  early  morning  of  the  ebb  tide  of  the  fever,  and 
the  patient  was  resting  almost  doubled  over  with 
his  head  on  pillows  before  him,  either  slumber  or  ex¬ 
haustion,  so  still,  that  his  mother  had  yielded  to  urgent 
persuasion,  and  lain  down  in  the  next  room  to  sleep 
in  the  dreamless  repose  of  the  overworn  watcher. 

For  over  him  leant  a  sturdy,  dark-browed,  dark- 
bearded  figure,  to  whom  she  had  ventured  to  entrust 
him.  Some  fourteen  hours  before,  Robert  had  with 
some  difficulty  found  them  out  at  Ashton  Vineyard, 
having  been  irresistibly  drawn  by  Jock’s  telegram  to 
spend  in  the  States  an  interval  of  leisure  in  his  work, 
caused  by  his  appointment  as  principal  to  another 
Japanese  college.  He  had  gone  to  the  bank  where 
Jock  had  given  an  address,  and  his  consternation 
had  been  great  on  hearing  the  state  of  things.  All 
this,  however,  he  had  left  unexplained,  and  his  mother 
had  hardly  even  thought  of  asking  where  he  had 
dropped  from.  For  Jock  was  in  the  midst  of  one  of 
his  cruellest  attacks  of  the  fever,  and  all  she  had 
been  conscious  of  was  a  knock  and  summons  to  the 
door,  where  Primrose  Ashton  gently  whispered, 
“Here  is  some  one  you  will  be  glad  to  see?”  and 
Robert’s  low  deep  voice,  almost  inaudible  with  emotion, 
asked,  “  May  I  see  him  !” 

“  He  will  not  know  you,”  she  said,  with  the  sad 
composure  of  one  who  has  no  time  to  grieve.  But 
even  in  the  midst  of  the  babbling  moan  of  fevered 
weakness,  there  was  half  a  smile  as  of  pleased 
surprise,  and  an  evident  craving  for  the  strong  support 
of  his  brother’s  arm,  and  by-and-by  Jock  looked  up 
with  meaning  and  recognition  in  his  eyes,  though  quite 
unable  to  speak,  in  that  faint  and  exhausted  scate 
indeed  that  verged  nearer  to  death  after  every  attack. 

This  had  passed  enough  for  her  to  know  there 
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would  be  a  respite  for  perhaps  a  good  many  hours, 
and  she  had  yielded  to  the  entreaty  or  command  of 
Bobus,  that  she  would  lie  down  and  sleep,  trusting  to 
him  to  call  her  at  any  moment. 

Presently,  as  morning  light  stole  in,  Jock’s  eyes 
were  open,  gazing  at  him  fondly,  and  he  whispered, 

Dear  old  Bob,’  then  presently,  “  Open  the  window.” 

The  sun  was  rising,  and  the  wooded  hillside 
opposite  was  all  one  gorgeous  mass  of  autumn  colour- 
ing,  of  every  shade  from  purple  to  golden  yellow,  so 
glorious  that  it  arrested  Bobus’s  attention  even  at  that 
instant. 

“Beautiful,  isn’t  it  ?”  asked  the  feeble  voice. 

“Wonderful,  as  we  always  heard.” 

.  “  Lift  me  a  little.  I  like  to  see  it.  Not  fast— or 
high — so.” 

Bobus  raised  the  white  wasted  form,  and  rested  the 
head  against  his  square  firm  shoulder.  “  Dear  old 
Bob  !  This  is  jolly  !  I’m  not  cramping  you  ?  ” 

O  no,  but  should  not  you  have  something  ?” 

“  What  time  is  it  ?” 

“6.30.” 

“Too  soon  yet  for  that  misery  then,  after  some 
silence,  “  I’m  so  glad  you  are  come.  Can  you  take 
mother  home  ?” 

“  I  would  ;  but  you  will.” 

“  I  don’t  think  so.” 


“Now,  Jock,  you  are  not  getting  into  Armine’s 
state  of  mind,  giving  yourself  up  and  wishing  to 
die? 

“  No,Lat  a11-  There  are  hosts  of  things  I  want  to  do 
first.  There’s  that  discovery  of  father’s.  With  what 
poor  Janet  told  me  of  Hermann’s  doings,  and  what  I 
saw  at  Abville,  if  I  could  only  get  an  hour  of  my 
piopei  wits,  I  could  put  the  others  up  to  a  wrinkle  that 
would  make  the  whole  thing  comparatively  plain  ” 

“Should  not  you  be  better  if  you  dictated  it,' and 
got  it  off  your  mind  ?” 

“So  I  thought  and  tried,  but  presently  I  saw 
mother  looking  queer,  and  she  said  I  was  tired  and 
had  gone  on  enough.  I  made  her  read  it  to  me 
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afterwards,  and  I  had  gone  off  into  a  muddle,  and 
said  something  that  would  have  been  sheer  murder. 
So  I  had  better  leave  it  alone.  Old  Vanbro  mistrusts 
every  word  I  say  because  of  the  Hermann  connection, 
and  indeed  I  may  not  always  have  talked  sense  to 
him.  Those  things  work  out  in  God’s  own  time,  and 
the  Monk  is  on  the  track.  I’d  like  to  have  seen  him, 
but  I’ve  got  you.” 

This  had  been  said  in  faint  slow  utterances,  so  low 
that  Bobus  could  hardly  have  heard  a  couple  of  feet 
further  off,  and  with  intervals  between,,  and  there  was 
a  gesture  of  tender  perfect  content  in  the  contact  with 
him  that  went  to  his  heart,  and,  before  he  was  aware, 
a  great  hot  tear  came  dropping  down  on  Jock’s 
forehead  and  caused  an  exclamation. 

“I  beg  your  pardon,”  said  Bobus.  “Oh  !  Jock,  you 
don’t  know  what  it  is  to  find  you  like  this.  I  came 
with  so  much  to  ask  and  talk  of  to  you.” 

Jock  looked  up  inquiringly. 

“You  were  right  to  suppress  that  paper  of  mine,” 
continued  Bobus,  “  I  wouldn’t  have  written  it  now.  I 
have  seen  better  what  a  people  are  without  Christianity, 
be  the  code  what  it  may,  and  the  civilisation,  it  can’t 
produce  such  women  as  my  mother,  no,  nor  such  men 
as  you,  Jockey,  my  boy,”  he  muttered  much  lower. 

“Are  you  coming  back,  dear  old  man  ?”  said  Jock, 
with  eyes  fixed  on  him. 

“  I  don’t  know.  Tell  me  one  thing,  old  man :  I  always 
thought,  when  you  took  to  using  your  brains  and 
getting  up  physical  science,  that  you  must  get  beyond 
what  satisfied  you  as  a  soldier.  Now,  have  the  two, 
science  and  religion,  never  clashed,  or  have  you  kept 
them  apart  ?  ” 

“They’ve  worked  in  together,”  said  Jock. 

“  You  don’t  say  so  because  you  ought,  and  think  it 
good  for  me  ?  ” 

“  As  if  I  could,  lying  here.  ‘  All  Thy  works  praise 
Thee,  O  God,  and  Thy  saints  do  magnify  Thee.’  ” 

Bobus  was  not  sure  whether  this  were  a  conscious 
reply,  or  only  wandering,  and  his  mother  here  came 
in,  wakened  by  the  murmur  of  voices. 
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The  brothers  could  not  bear  to  lose  sight  of  one 
another,  though  Jock  was  too  much  exhausted  by  this 
conversation,  and,  by  the  sickness  that  followed  any 
endeavour  to  take  food,  to  speak  much  again.  Thus, 
when  the  Rector  came,  Bobus  asked  whether  he  must 
be  sent  out  of  the  room,  Jock  made  an  earnest  sign  to 
the  contrary,  and  he  stayed. 

There  was  of  course  nothing  to  concern  him, 
especially  in  the  brief  reading  and  prayer ;  but  his 
mother,  looking  up,  saw  that  he  was  finding  out  the 
passage  in  the  little  Greek  Testament. 

Janet’s  lay  on  a  little  table  close  by  the  bed¬ 
side.  The  two  copies  had  met  again.  The  work 
of  one  was  done.  Was  the  work  of  the  other  doing 
at  last  ? 

However  that  might  be,  nothing  could  be  gentler, 
tenderer,  or  more  considerate  towards  his  mother 
than  was  Bobus,  and  her  kind  friends  felt  much 
relieved  of  their  fears  for  her,  since  she  had  such  a  son 
to  take  care  of  her. 

Towards  the  evening,  the  negro  servant  knocked 
at  the  door,  and  Bobus  took  from  him  a  telegram 
envelope.  His  mother  opened  it  and  read  : 

“  Friar  Brownlow  to  Mrs.  Brownlow.  I  embark 
to-day.” 

A  smile  shone  out  on  Jock’s  white  weary  face,  and 
he  said,  “  Good  old  Monk  !  If  I  can  but  hold  out  till 
he  comes,  I  shall  get  home  again  yet.  I  should  like  to 
do  him  credit.” 

“  Ashton  Vineyard \  October  \2.th. 

“  My  dearest  Child, — You  know  the  main  fact 
by  telegram,  and  now  I  can  write,  I  must  tell  you  all  in 
more  order.  We  thought  our  darkest  hour  was  over 
when  the  dear  John’s  telegram  came,  and  the  hope 
helped  us  up  a  little  while.  To  Jock  himself  it  was 
like  a  drowning  man  clinging  to  a  rope  with  the  more 
exertion  because  he  knew  that  a  boat  was  putting  off 
At  least  so  it  was  at  first,  but  as  his  strength  faded' 
his  brain  could  not  grasp  the  notion  any  longer  and 
he  generally  seemed  to  be  fancying  himself" on  the 
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snow  with  Armine,  still  however  looking  for  John  to 
come  and  save  them,  and  sometimes,  too,  talking 
about  Cecil,  and  being  a  true  brother  in  arms,  a 
faithful  servant  and  soldier.  The  long  severe  strain 
of  study,  work,  and  all  the  rest  which  he  has  gone 
through,  body  and  mind,  coming  on  a  heart  already 
not  quite  sound,  throughout  the  past  year,  was,  John 
thinks,  the  real  reason  of  his  being  unable  to  rally 
when  the  fever  had  brought  him  down,  after  the 
dreadful  exertion  at  Abville.  Dear  fellow,  he  never 
let  us  guess  how  much  his  patience  cost  him.  I 
think  we  had  looked  to  John’s  arrival  as  if  it  would 
act  like  magic,  and  it  was  very  sore  disappointment 
when  his  treatment  was  producing  no  change  for  the 
better,  but  the  prostration  went  on  day  after  day. 
Poor  Bobus  was  in  utter  despair,  and  went  raging 
about,  declaring  that  he  had  been  a  fool  ever  to 
expect  anything  from  Kencroft,  and  at  last  he  had  to 
be  turned  out  of  the  sick-room.  For  I  should  tell 
you  that  the  one  thing  that  kept  me  up  was  the 
entire  calm  grave  composure  that  John  preserved 
throughout,  and  which  gave  him  the  entire  command. 
He  never  showed  any  consternation  or  dismay,  nor 
uttered  an  augury,  but  he  went  quietly  and  vigilantly 
on,  in  a  manner  that  all  along  gave  me  a  strange 
sense  of  confidence  and  trust,  that  all  that  could  be 
done  was  being  done,  and  the  issue  was  in  higher 
hands.  He  would  not  let  anyone  really  help  him 
but  Sister  Dorothea,  with  her  trained  skill  as  a  nurse. 
I  don’t  think  even  I  should  have  been  suffered  in  the 
room,  if  he  had  not  thought  Jock  might  be  more 
conscious  than  was  apparent,  for  he  had  not  himself 
received  one  token  of  recognition  all  those  three  days. 
Poor  Bobus!  the  little  gleam  of  light  that  Jock  had 
let  in  on  him  seemed  all  gone.  I  do  not  know  what 
would  have  become  of  him  but  for  the  good  Ashtons. 
He  had  been  persuaded  for  a  time  that  what  was  so 
real  to  Jock  must  be  true  ;  but  when  Jock  was  no 
longer  conscious,  he  had  nothing  to  help  him,  and  I 
am  afraid  he  spoke  terrible  words  when  Primrose 
talked  of  prayer  and  faith.  I  believe  he  declared 
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that  to  see  one  like  his  brother  snatched  away  when 
just  come  to  the  perfection  of  his  early  manhood, 
with  all  his  capacity  and  all  his  knowledge  in  vain, 
convinced  him  either  that  this  universe  was  one  grim, 
pitiless  machine,  grinding  down  humanity  by  mere 
law  of  necessity,  or  if  they  would  have  it  that  there 
was  supernatural  power,  it  could  only  be  malevolent ; 
and  then  Primrose,  so  strong  in  faith  as  to  venture 
what  I  should  have  shrunk  from  as  dangerous  pre¬ 
sumption,  dared  him  to  go  on  in  his  disbelief,  if  his 
brother  were  given  back  to  prayer. 

“  She  pitied  him  so  much,  the  sweet  bright  girl,  she 
had  so  pitied  him  all  along,  that  I  believe  she  prayed 
as  much  for  him  as  for  Jock. 

“  Of  course  I  did  not  know  all  this  till  afterwards, 
for  all  was  stillness  in  that  room,  except  when  at 
times  the  clergyman  came  in  and  prayed. 

The  next  thing  I  am  sure  of,  was  John’s  leaning 
over  me,  and  his  low  steady  voice  saying,  ‘  The  pulse 
is  better,  the  symptoms  are  mitigating.’  Sister 
Dorothea  says  they  had  both  seen  it  for  some  hours, 
but  he  made  her  a  sign  not  to  agitate  me  till  he  was 
secure  that  the  improvement  was  real.  Indeed  there 
was  something  in  that  equable  firm  gentleness  of 
John  s  that  sustained  me,  and  prevented  my  breaking 
down.  Even  then  it  was  another  whole  day  before 
my  darling  smiled  at  me  again,  and  said,  ‘Thanks  ’  to 
John,  but  oh  !  with  such  a  look. 

“When  Bobus  heard  his  brother  was  better,  he 
gave  a  sob,  such  as  I  shall  never  forget,  and  rushed 
away  into  the  pine-wood  on  the  hillside,  all  alone. 
The  next  time  I  saw  him  he  was  walking  in  the 
garden  with  Primrose,  and  with  such  a  quieted,  sub- 
iU<a  Sent^e l°°k  upon  his  face,  it  put  me  in  mind  of 
the  fields  when  a  great  storm  has  swept  over  them 

an<<  cthGy  arC  sunshine  afterwards. 

“Since  that  day,  when  John  said  we  might  send  off 
that  thankworthy  telegram,  there  has  been  daily 
progress.  I  have  had  one  of  my  headaches.  That 
monarch  John  found  it  out,  and  turned  me  out.  I 
could  bear  to  go,  for  I  knew  my  boy  was  safe  with 
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him.  He  made  me  over  to  Primrose,  who  nursed  me 
as  tenderly  as  my  Babie  could  have  done,  and 
indeed,  I  begin  to  think  she  will  soon  be  as  near  and 
dear  to  me  as  my  Sydney  or  Elvira.  She  has  a 
power  over  Bobus  that  no  one  else  ever  had,  and  she 
is  veiy  lovely  in  expression  as  well  as  features,  but 
how  will  so  ardent  a  Christian  as  she  is  receive  one 
still  so  far  off  as  my  poor  Robert,  though  indeed  I 
think  he  has  at  least  come  so  far  as  the  cry,  ‘  Help 
Thou  mine  unbelief.’ 

“  So  now  they  have  let  me  come  back  to  my  Jock, 
and  I  see  visibly  his  improvement.  He  holds  out  his 
hand,  and  he  smiles,  and  he  speaks  now  and  then, 
the  dreadful  oppression  is  gone,  and  all  the  dangerous 
symptoms  are  abating,  and  I  cannot  tell  how  happy 
and  thankful  we  are.  *  Send  my  love,  and  tell 
Sydney  she  has  a  blessed  Monk,’  he  says,  as  he 
wakes,  and  sees  me  writing. 

“That  dear  Monk  says  he  will  not  go  home  till  he 
can  carry  home  his  patient.  When  that  will  be  I 
cannot  tell,  for  he  cannot  sit  up  in  bed  yet.  Dear 
Sydney,  how  I  thank  her  !  John  says  it  was  not  his 
treatment,  but,  under  Divine  Providence,  youthful 
nature  that  had  had  her  rest,  and  begun  to  rally  her 
strength.  But  under  that  blessing,  it  was  John’s 
steady,  faithful  strength  and  care  that  enabled  the 
restoration  to  take  place. 

“My  dear  child’s  loving 

“Mother  Carey.” 

CHAPTER  XLII. 

DISENCHANTED. 

Whatever  page  we  turn, 

However  much  we  learn, 

Let  there  be  something  left  to  dream  of  still. 

longfellmt). 

It  was  on  a  very  cold  day  of  the  cold  spring  of  1879 
that  three  ladies  descended  at  the  Liverpool  station, 
escorted  by  a  military-looking  gentleman.  He  left 
them  standing  while  he  made  inquiries,  but  his 
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servant  had  anticipated  him.  “  1  he  steamer  has  been 
signalled,  my  Lord.  It  will  be  in  about  four  o’clock.” 

“  There  will  be  time  to  go  to  the  hotel  and  secure 
rooms,”  said  one  lady. 

“  Oh,  Reeves  can  do  that.  Pray  let  us  come  down 
to  the  docks  and  see  them  come  in.” 

No  answer  till  all  four  were  seated  in  a  fly,  rattling 
through  the  street,  but  on  the  repetition  of  “  Are  we 
going  to  the  docks  ?  ”  his  Lordship,  with  a  resolute 
twirl  of  his  long,  light  moustache,  replied,  “  No, 
Sydney.  If  you  think  I  am  going  to  have  you 
making  a  scene  on  deck,  falling  on  your  husband’s 
breast,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  are  much 
mistaken !  I  shall  lodge  you  all  quietly  in  the  hotel, 
and  you  may  wait  there,  while  I  go  down  with 
Reeves,  and  receive  them  like  a  rational  being.” 

“  Really,  Cecil,  that’s  too  bad.  He  let  me  come  on 
board  !  ” 

“  Do  you  think  I  should  have  brought  you  here 
if  I  had  thought  you  meant  to  make  yourself 
ridiculous  ?  ” 

“  It  is  of  no  use,  Sydney,”  said  Babie ;  “  there’s 
no  dealing  with  the  stern  and  staid  pere  de  famille. 
I  wonder  what  he  would  have  liked  Essie  to  do,  if 
he  had  had  to  go  and  leave  her  for  nearly  two  months 
when  he  had  only  been  married  a  week  ?  ” 

“  Essie  is  quite  a  different  thing — I  mean  she  has 
sense  and  self-possession.” 

^  “  Mamma,  won’t  you  speak  for  us  ?  ”  implored 
Sydney.  “  I  did  behave  so  well  when  he  went ! 
Nobody  would  have  guessed  we  hadn’t  been  married 
fifty  years.” 

“Still  I  think  Cecil  is  quite  right,  and  that  it 
may  be  better  for  them  all  to  manage  the  landing 
quietly.”  S 

“Without  a  pack  of  women,”  said  Cecil.  '‘Here 
we  are  !  I  hope  you  will  find  a  tolerable  room  for 
him  and  no  stairs.” 

As  if  poor  Mrs.  Evelyn  were  not  well  enough 
used  to  choosing  rooms  for  invalids ! 

Twilight  had  come,  the  gas  had  been  turned  on,  and 
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the  three  anxious  ladies  stood  in  the  window  gazing 
vainly  at  endless  vehicles,  when  the  door  opened  and 
they  beheld  sundry  figures  entering. 

Sydney  and  Barbara  flew,  the  one  to  her  husband, 
the  other  to  her  mother,  and  presently  all  stood 
round  the  fire  looking  at  one  another.  Mrs.  Evelyn 
made  a  gesture  to  a  very  slender  and  somewhat  pale 
figure  to  sit  down  in  a  large  easy  chair. 

“  Thank  you,  I’m  not  tired,”  he  briskly  said, 
standing  with  a  caressing  hand  on  his  friend’s 
shoulder.  “  Here’s  Cecil  can’t  quite  believe  yet  that 
I  have  the  use  of  my  limbs.” 

“Yes,”  said  John,  “no  sooner  did  he  come  on 
board,  than  he  made  a  rush  at  the  poor  sailor  who 
had  broken  his  leg,  and  was  going  to  be  carried 
ashore  on  a  hammock.  He  was  on  the  point  of 
embracing  him,  red  beard  and  all,  when  he  was 
forcibly  dragged  off  by  Jock  himself  whom  he  nearly 
knocked  down.” 

“  Well,”  said  Cecil,  as  Sydney  fairly  danced  round 
him  in  revengeful  glee,  “there  was  the  Monk  solici¬ 
tously  lifting  him  on  one  side,  and  Mother  Carey 
assisting  with  a  smelling-bottle  on  the  other,  so  what 
could  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  All  for  want  of  us,”  said  Sydney. 

“And  think  of  the  cunning  of  him,”  added  Babie ; 
“  shutting  us  up  here  that  he  might  give  way  to  his 
feelings  undisturbed !  ” 

“  I  promised  to  go  and  speak  about  that  poor 
fellow  at  the  hospital,”  cried  John,  with  sudden 
recollection. 

“You  had  better  let  me,”  said  Jock. 

“You  will  stay  where  you  are.” 

“  I  consider  him  my  patient.” 

“  If  that’s  the  way  you  two  fought  over  your 
solitary  case  all  the  way  home,”  said  Babie,  “  I 
wonder  there’s  a  fragment  left  of  him.” 

“It  was  only  three  days  ago,”  said  John,  “and 
Jock  has  been  a  new  man  ever  since  he  picked  the 
poor  fellow  up  on  deck,  but  I’m  not  going  to  let  him 
stir  to-night.” 


656  MAGNUM  BONUM ; 

“  Let  me  come  with  you,  Johnny,”  entreated  Sydney  ; 
“  it  will  be  so  nice  !  Oh,  no,  I  don’t  mind  the  cold  !  ” 

“  Here,”  added  her  brother,  “  take  the  poor  fellow 
a  sovereign.” 

“  In  compensation  for  the  sudden  cooling  of  your 
affection,”  said  Jock.  “Well,  if  it  is  an  excuse  for 
an  excursion  with  Sydney  I’ll  not  interfere,  but  ask 
him  for  his  sister’s  address  in  London,  for  I  promised 
to  tell  her  about  him.” 

“  Oh,”  cried  Babie,  at  the  word  “  London,”  “  then 
you  have  heard  from  Dr.  Medlicott  ?  ” 

I  did  once,”  said  John,  “with  some  very  useful 
suggestions,  but  that  was  a  month  ago  or  more.” 

“  I  meant,”  said  Babie,  “  a  letter  he  wrote  for  the 
chance  of  Jock’s  getting  it  before  he  sailed.  There’s 
the  assistant  lectureship  vacant,  and  the  Professor 
would  not  like  anyone  so  much.  It  is  his  own 
appointment,  not  an  election  matter,  and  he  meant  to 
keep  it  open  till  he  could  get  an  answer  from  Jock.” 

When  was  this?”  asked  Jock,  flushing  with 
eagerness. 

The  20th.  Dr.  Medlicott  came  down  to  Ford- 
ham  for  Sunday,  to  ask  if  it  was  worth  while  to 
telegraph,  or  if  I  thought  you  would  be  well  enough. 
It  is  not  much  of  a  salary,  but  it  is  a  step,  and  Dr. 
Medlicott  knows  they  would  put  you  on  the  staff  of 
the  hospital,  and  then  you  are  open  to  anything.” 

Jock  diew  a  long  bieath  and  looked  at  his  mother. 
“  The  very  thing  I’ve  wished,”  he  said. 

“  Exactly.  Must  he  answer  at  once  ?  ” 

“The  Professor  would  like  a  telegram,  yes  or  no 
at  once.”  ’ 

“  Then,  you  wedded  Monk,  will  you  add  to  your 
favours  by  telegraphing  for  me  ?  ” 

Yes.  Of  course  it  is  ‘Yes’?  How  soon  should 
you  have  to  begin,  I  wonder  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I’m  quite  cheeky  enough  for  that  sort  of 
work  If  you’ll  telegraph,  I’ll  write  by  to-night’s 
post. 

“I’ll  go  and  do  the  telegraphing,”  said  Cecil1  “I 
don  t  trust  those  two.” 
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“As  if  John  ever  made  mistakes,”  cried  Sydney. 

“  In  fact,  I  want  to  send  a  telegram  home.” 

“  To  frighten  Essie.  She  will  get  a  yellow  envelope 
saying  you.  accept  a  lectureship,  and  the  Professor 
urgent  inquiries  after  his  baby.” 

“  Sydney  is  getting  too  obstreperous,  Monk,”  said 
Cecil.  “You  had  better  carry  her  off.  I  shall  come 
back  by  the  time  you  have  written  your  letters,  Jock.” 

“Those  two  are  too  happy  to  do  anything  but 
tease  one  another,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,, as  the  door 
shut  on  the  three.  “  My  rival  grandmother,  as  Babie 
calls  her,  was  really  quite  glad  to  get  rid  of  Cecil ; 
she  declared  he  would  excite  Esther  into  a  fever.” 

“  He  did  alarm  Her  Serenity  herself,”  said  Babie, 
laughing.  “  When  she  would  go  on  about  grand 
sponsors  and  ancestral  names,  he  told  her  that  he 
should  carry  the  baby  off  to  Church  and  have  him 
christened  Jock  out  of  hand,  and  what  a  dreadful 
thing  that  would  be  for  the  peerage.  I  believe  she 
thought  he  meant  it.” 

“The  name  is  to  be  John,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn — 
“  John  Marmaduke.  He  has  secured  his  godmother  ” 
— laying  a  hand  affectionately  on  Babie — “  but  I 
must  not  forestall  his  request  to  his  two  earliest  and 
best  friends.” 

“Dear  old  fellow  ! ”  murmured  Jock. 

“Everybody  is  somewhat  frantic,”  said  Barbara. 
“  Jock’s  varieties  of  classes  were  almost  distracted 
and  besieged  the  door,  till  Susan  was  fain  to  stick 
the  last  bulletins  in  the  window  to  save  answering 
the  bell  ;  then  no  sooner  did  they  hear  he  was  better 
than  they  began  getting  up  a  testimonial.  Percy 
Stagg  wrote  to  me,  to  ask  for  his  crest  for  some  piece 
of  plate,  and  I  wrote  back  that  I  was  sure  Dr.  Lucas 
Brownlow  would  like  it  best  to  go  in  something  for 
the  Mission  Church  ;  and  if  they  wanted  to  give  him 
something  for  his  very  own,  suppose  they  got  him  a 
brass  plate  for  the  door  ?  ” 

“  Bravo,  Infanta  ;  that  was  an  inspiration  !  ” 

“  So  they  are  to  give  an  alms-dish,  and  Ali  and 
Elfie  give  the  rest  of  the  plate.  Dr.  Medlicott  says 

2  U 
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he  never  saw  anything  like  the  feeling  at  the  hospital, 
or  does  not  know  what  the  nurses  don’t  mean  to  get 
up  by  way  of  welcome.” 

“My  dear  Babie,  you  must  let  Jock  write  his 
letters,”  interposed  her  mother,  who  had  tears  in  her 
eyes  and  saw  him  struggling  with  emotion.  “  In  spite 
of  your  magnificent  demonstrations,  Jock,  you  must 
repair  your  charms  by  lying  down.” 

She  followed  him  into  his  'room,  which  opened  from 
the  sitting-room,  and  he  turned  to  her,  speaking  from 
a  full  heart.  “  Oh,  mother !  It  seems  all  given  to  me, 
the  old  home,  the  very  post  I  wished  for,  and  all  this 
kindness,. just  when  I  thought  I  had  taken  leave  of  it 
all.”  He  sobbed  oncefor  twice  for  very  joy. 

“You  are  sure  it  suits  you  ?  ” 

“  If  I  only  can  suit  it  equally  well !  Oh,  I  see 
what  you  mean.  That  is  over  now.  I  suppose  the 
fever  burnt  it  out  of  me,  for  it  does  not  hurt  me  now 
to  see  the  dear  old  Monk  beaming  on  her.  I  am 
glad  she  came,  for  I  can  feel  sure  of  myself  now.  So 
there’s  nothing  at  present  to  come  between  me  and 
my  Mother  Carey.  Thanks,  mother,  I’ll  just  fire  oft 
my  two  notes;  and  establish  myself  luxuriously 
before  Cecil  comes  back  !  I  say,  this  is  the 
best  inn’s  best  room.  Poor  Mrs.  Evelyn  must  have 
thought  herself  providing  for  Fordham.  Oh  yes,  I 
shall  gladly  lie  down  when  these  notes  are  done,  but 
this  is  not  a  chance  to  be  neglected.  Now,  Deo 
gratias,  it  will  be  my  own  fault  if  Magnum  Bonum  is 
not  worked  out  to  the  utmost;  yes,  much  better 
than  if  we  had  never  gone  to  America.  Even  Bobus 
owns  that  all  things  have  worked  together  for  good  !  ” 

His  mother,  with  another  look  at  the  face,  so 
joyous  though  still  so  wasted  and  white,  went  back 
to  the  other  room,  with  an  equally  happy  though 
scarcely  less  worn  countenance. 

“I  hope  he  is  resting,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn.  “Are 
you  quite  satisfied  about  him  ?  ” 

“Fully.  He  may  not  be  strong  for  a  year  or  two, 
and  must  be  careful  not  to  overtask  himself,  but 
John  made  him  see  one  of  the  greatest  physicians  in 
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New  York,  to  whom  Dr.  Medlicott  had  sent  letters  of 
introduction — as  if  they  were  needed,  he  said,  after 
Jock’s  work  at  Abville.  He  said,  as  John  did,  there 
was  no  lasting  damage  to  the  heart,  and  that  the 
attack  was  the  consequence  of  having  been  brought 
so  low ;  but  he  will  be  as  strong  and  healthy  as 
ever,  if  he  will  only  be  careful  as  to  exertion  for  a 
year  or  so.  This  appointment  is  the  very  thing  to 
save  him.  I  know  his  friends  will  look  after  him  and 

keep  him  from  doing  too  much.  Dr. - was  quite 

grieved  that  he  had  no  notion  how  ill  Jock  had  been, 
or  he  would  have  come  to  Ashton.  Any  of  the 
faculty  would,  he  said,  for  one  of  the  ‘  true  chivalry 
of  1 878.’  And  he  was  so  excited  about  the  Magnum 
Bonum.” 

“  Do  you  think  you  and  he  can  bear  to  crown  our 
great  thanksgiving  feast  ?  ” 

“  My  dear,  my  heart  is  all  one  thanksgiving  !  ” 

“Cecil’s  rejoicing  is  quite  as  much  for  Jock’s  sake 
as  over  his  boy.  He  told  me  how  they  had  been 
pledged  as  brothers  in  arms,  and  traces  all  that  is 
best  in  himself  to  those  days  at  Engelberg.” 

“Yes,  that  night  on  the  mountain  was  the  great 
starting-point,  thanks  to  dear  little  Armine.” 

“  I  am  writing  to  him  and  to  Allen,”  said  Barbara 
from  a  corner. 

“  My  love  a  thousand  times,  and  we  will  meet  at 
home  !  ” 

“Then  our  joy  will  not  feel  incongruous  to  you  ?” 
said  Mrs.  Evelyn. 

“No,  I  am  too  thankful  for  what  I  know  of  my 
poor  Janet.  She  is  mine  now  as  she  never  was  since 
she  was  a  baby  in  my  arms.  I  scarcely  grieve,  for 
happiness  was  over  for  her,  and  hers  was  a  noble 
death.  They  have  placed  her  name  in  the  memorial 
tablet  in  Abville  Church,  to  those  who  laid  down  their 
lives  for  their  brethren  there.  I  begged  it  might  be, 
‘Janet  Hermann,  daughter  of  Joseph  Brownlow’— for 
I  thank  God  she  died  worthy  of  her  father.  In  all 
ways  I  can  say  of  this  journey,  my  children  were 
dead  and  are  alive  again,  were  lost  and  are  found.” 

2  U  2 
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“  Ah !  I  was  sure  it  must  be  so,  if  such  a  girl  as 
Miss  Ashton  could  accept  Robert.” 

“  I  am  happier  about  him  than  I  ever  thought  to 
be.  I  do  not  say  that  his  faith  is  like  John’s  or 
Armine’s,  but  he  is  striving  back  through  the  mists, 
and  wishing  to  believe,  rather  than  being  proud  of 
disbelieving,  and  Primrose  knows  what  she  is  doing, 
and  is  aiding  him  with  all  her  power.” 

“  As  our  Esther  never  could  have  done,”  said  Mrs. 
Evelyn,  “  except  by  her  gentle  innocence.” 

“  No.  She  could  only  have  been  to  him  a  pretty 
white  idol  of  his  own  setting  up,”  said  Babie. 

“Now,”  added  her  mother,  “Primrose  is  fairly  on 
equal  grounds  as  to  force  and  intellect.  She  has 
been  all  over  Europe,  read  and  thought  much,  and 
can  discuss  deep  matters,  while  the  depth  of  her 
religious  principle  impresses  him.  They  fought  them¬ 
selves  into  love,  and  then  she  was  sorry  for  him,  and 
so  touched  by  his  wretchedness  and  longing  to  take 
hold  of  the  comfort  his  reason  could  not  accept.  I  wish 
you  could  have  seen  her.  This  photograph  shows  you 
her  fine  head  ;  but  not  the  beautiful  clear  complexion, 
and  the  sweetness  of  those  dark  grey  eyes  !  ” 

“  I  liked  her  letter,”  said  Babie,  “  and  I  am  glad 
she  was  such  a  daughter  to  you,  mother.  Allen  says 
he  is  thankful  she  is  not  a  Japanese  with  black  teeth.” 

“He  wrote  very  nicely  to  her,  and  so  did  Elfie,” 
said  her  mother.  “And  Armine  wrote  a  charming 
little  note,  which  pleased  Primrose  best  of  all.” 

“  Poor  Armine  has  felt  all  most  deeply,”  said 
Babie.  “  Do  you  remember  when  he  thought  it  his 
mission  to  die  and  do  good  to  Bobus  ?  Well,  he  was 
sure  that,  though,  as  he  said,  his  own  life  then  was 
too  shallow  and  unreal  for  his  death  to  have  done 
any  good,  Jock  was  meant  to  produce  the  effect.” 

“  And  he  has - ” 

“  Yes,  but  by  life,  not  death  !  Armie  could  hardly 
believe  it.  You  know  he  was  with  us  at  Christmas  • 
and  when  he  found  that  Bobus  was  to  be  led  not  by 
sorrow,  but  by  this  Primrose  path,  it  was  quite  funny 
to  see  how  surprised  he  was.” 
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“  Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  “  he  went  about  moralising 
on  the  various  remedies  that  are  applied  to  the  needs 
of  human  nature.” 

“  It  made  into  a  poem  at  last,  such  a  pretty  one,” 
said  Babie.  “And  he  says  he  will  be  wiser  all  his 
life  for  finding  things  turn  out  so  unlike  all  his 
expectations.” 

“  I  have  a  strange  feeling  of  peace  about  all  my 
children,”  said  Caroline.  “  I  do  feel  as  if  my  dream 
had  come  true,  and  life,  true  life,  had  wakened  them 
all.” 

“Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Evelyn,  “  I  think  they  all,  in  their 
degree,  may  be  said  to  have  learnt  or  be  learning  the 
way  to  true  Magnum  Bonum.” 

“  And  oh  !  how  precious  it  has  been  to  me,”  said 
the  mother.  “How  the  guarding  of  that  secret  aided 
me  through  the  worst  of  times  !  ” 


THE  END. 
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AGRICULTURE. 

{See  also  Botany  ;  Gardening.  ) 

FRANKLAND  (Prof.  P.  F.).— A  Handbook 
of  Agricultural  Chemical  Analysis, 
Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

TANNER  (Henry). — Elementary  Lessons 
in  the  Science  of  Agricultural  Prac¬ 
tice.  Fcp.  8vo.  3^.  6d. 

-  First  Principles  of  Agriculture. 

i8mo.  is. 

• -  The  Principles  of  Agriculture.  For 

Use  in  Elementary  Schools.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo. — 
The  Alphabet  of  the  Principles  of 
Agriculture.  6 d. — Further  Steps  in 
the  Principles  of  Agriculture,  is. — 
Elementary  School  Readings  on  the 
Principles  of  Agriculture  for  the 
Third  Stage,  is. 

-  The  Abbot’s  Farm  ;  or,  Practice  with 

Science.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

ANATOMY,  Human.  {See  Physiology.) 

ANTHROPOLOGY. 

BROWN  (J.  Allen). — Palaeolithic  Man  in 
North-West  Middlesex.  8vo.  ys.6d. 

DAWKINS  (Prof.  W.  Boyd). — Early  Man 
in  Britain  and  his  Place  in  the  Ter¬ 
tiary  Period.  Med.  8vo.  253-. 

DAWSON  (James).  —  Australian  Abori¬ 
gines.  Small  4to.  14J. 

FINCK  (Henry  T.).— Romantic  Love  and 
Personal  Beauty.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  18$. 

FISON  (L.)  and  HOWITT  (A.  W.).— Kami- 
laroi  and  Kurnai  Group.  Group-Mar- 
riage  and  Relationship,  and  Marriage  by 
Elopement.  8vo.  15s. 

FRAZER  (J.  G.). — The  Golden  Bough  :  A 
Study  in  Comparative  Religion.  2  vols. 
8vo.  28  s. 

GALTON  (Francis). — English  Men  of  Sci¬ 
ence:  their  Nature  and  Nurture. 
8vo.  8^.  6 d. 

-  Inquiries  into  Human  Faculty  and 

its  Development.  8vo.  i6r. 

-  Record  of  Family  Faculties.  Con¬ 
sisting  of  Tabular  Forms  and  Directions  for 
Entering  Data.  4to.  2 s.  6d. 

- -  Life-History  Album  :  Being  a  Personal 

Note-book,  combining  Diary,  Photograph 
Album,  a  Register  of  Height,  Weight,  and 
other  Anthropometrical  Observations,  and  a 
Record  of  Illnesses.  4to.  3.?.  6d.~  Or  with  Cards 
of  Wool  for  Testing  Colour  Vision.  4s.  6d. 


GALTON  (Francis). —Natural  Inherit¬ 
ance.  8vo.  9^. 

-  Hereditary  Genius  :  An  Enquiry  into 

its  Laws  and  Consequences.  Ext.  cr.  8vo. 
7,?.  net. 

-  Finger  Prints.  8vo.  65-.  net. 

M’LENNAN  (J.  F.). — The  Patriarchal 
Theory.  Edited  and  completed  by  Donald 
M’Lennan,  M.A.  8vo.  14.?. 

-  Studies  in  Ancient  History.  Com¬ 
prising  “  Primitive  Marriage.”  8vo.  i6.f. 

MONTELIUS— WOODS. —The  Civilisa- 
tion  of  Sweden  in  Heathen  Times. 
By  Prof.  Oscar  Montelius.  Translated 
by  Rev.  F.  H.  Woods.  Illustr.  8vo.  145. 

TURNER  (Rev.  Geo.). — Samoa,  a  Hundred 
Years  ago  and  long  before.  Cr.  8vo.  9^ 

TYLOR  (E.  B.).  —  Anthropology.  With 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

WESTERMARCK  (Dr.  Edward).— The  His* 
tory  of  Human  Marriage.  With  Preface 
by  Dr.  A.  R.  Wallace.  8vo.  14 s.  net. 

WILSON  (Sir  Daniel). — Prehistoric  Annals 
of  Scotland.  Illustrated.  2  vols.  8vo.  365. 

-  Prehistoric  Man  :  Researches  into  the 

Origin  of  Civilisation  in  the  Old  and  New 
World.  Illustrated.  2  vols.  8vo.  36$ 

-  The  Right  Hand  :  Left  Handedness. 

Cr.  8 vo.  4s.  6 d. 

ANTIQUITIES. 

{See  also  Anthropology.) 

ATKINSON  (Rev.  J.  C.). — Forty  Years  in 
a  Moorland  Parish.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  8 s.  6 d. 
net. — Illustrated  Edition.  12 s.  net. 

BURN  (Robert). — Roman  Literature  in 
Relation  to  Roman  Art.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  14^. 

DILETTANTI  SOCIETY’S  PUBL1CA 
TIONS. 

Antiquities  of  Ionia.  Vols.  I. — III.  2/.  2s. 
each,  or  5 1.  5 s.  the  set,  net. — Vol.  IV.  Folio, 
half  morocco,  3/.  13 s.  6 d.  net. 

An  Investigation  of  the  Principles  of 
Athenian  Architecture.  By  F.  C. 
Penrose.  Illustrated.  Folio.  7 1.  ys.  net. 
Specimens  of  Ancient  Sculpture  :  Egyp¬ 
tian,  Etruscan,  Greek,  and  Roman. 
Vol.  II.  Folio.  5/.  5 s.  net. 

DYER  (Louis). — Studies  of  the  Gods  in 
Greece  at  certain  Sanctuaries  re¬ 
cently  Excavated.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  Ss.6d.  net. 
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ANTIQUITIES  — continued . 

GARDNER  (Percy). — Samos  and  Samian 
Coins  :  An  Essay.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

GOW  (J.,  Litt.D.). — A  Companion  to  School 
Classics.  Illustrated.  3rd  Ed.  Cr.  8vo.  6$. 

HARRISON  (Miss  Jane)  and  VERRALL 
(Mrs.). — Mythology  and  Monuments  of 
Ancient  Athens.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  16 s. 

4-ANCIANI  (Prof.  R.). — Ancient  Rome  in 
the  Light  of  Recent  Discoveries.  4to.  245. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.). — A  Primer  of 
Greek  Antiquities.  i8mo.  is. 

- Social  Life  in  Greece  from  Homer 

to  Menander.  6th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  gs. 

-  Rambles  and  Studies  in  Greece.  Il¬ 
lustrated.  3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo,  10s.  6 d. 

( See  also  History,  p.  n.) 

N  EWTON  (Sir  C.  T.). — Essays  on  Art  and 
Archaeology.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

S  HUCHHARDT (Carl). — Dr.  Schliemann’s 
Excavations  at  Troy,  Tiryns,  Mycenae, 
Orchomenos,  Ithaca,  in  the  Light  of 
Recent  Knowledge.  Trans,  by  Eugenie 
Sellers.  Preface  by  Walter  Leaf,  Litt.D. 
illustrated.  8vo.  i8.y.  net. 

S  CRANGFORD.  ( See  Voyages  &  Travels.) 

WALDSTEIN  (C.). — Catalogue  of  Casts 
in  the  Museum  of  Classical  Archeo¬ 
logy,  Cambridge.  Crown  8vo.  is.  6 d. — 
Large  Paper  Edition.  Small  4to.  5s. 

WHITE  (Gilbert).  (See  Natural  History.) 

WILKINS  (Prof.  A.  S.). — A  Primer  of  Ro¬ 
man  Antiquities.  i8mo.  1$. 

ARCHAEOLOGY.  (See  Antiquities.) 

ARCHITECTURE. 

FREEMAN  (Prof.  E.  A.). — History  of  the 
Cathedral  Church  of  Wells.  Cr.  8vo. 
js.  6d. 

-  Historical  and  Architectural 

Sketches,  chiefly  Italian.  Illustrated 
hy  the  Author.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

HULL  (E.). —  A  Treatise  on  Ornamental 
and  Building  Stones  of  Great  Britain 
and  Foreign  Countries.  8vo.  12s. 

MOORE  (Prof.  C.  H.). — The  Development 
and  Character  of  Gothic  Architec¬ 
ture.  Illustrated.  Med.  8vo.  iSs. 

PENROSE  (F.  C.).  (See  Antiquities.) 

STEVENSON  (J.  J.). — House  Architec¬ 
ture.  With  Illustrations.  2  vols.  Roy. 
8vo.  18 s.  each. — Vol.  I.  Architecture; 
Vol.  II.  House  Planning. 

ART. 

(See  also  Music.) 

ART  AT  HOME  SERIES.  Edited  by 
W.  J.  Loftie,  B.A.  Cr.  8vo. 

The  Bedroom  and  Boudoir.  By  Lady 
Barker.  2s.  6d. 

Needlework.  By  Elizabeth  Glaister. 
Illustrated.  2s.  6 d. 

Music  in  the  House.  By  John  Hullah. 
4th  edit.  is.  6d. 


ART  AT  HOME  SERIES— continued. 

I'he  Dining-Room.  By  Mrs.  Loftie. 

With  Illustrations.  2nd  Edit.  is.  6 d. 
Amateur  Theatricals.  By  Walter  H. 
Pollock  and  Lady  Pollock.  Illustrated 
by  Kate  Greenaway,  is.  6d. 
ATKINSON  (J.  B.). — An  Art  Tour  to 
Northern  Capitals  of  Europe.  8vo.  12 s. 
BURN  (Robert).  (See  Antiquities.) 

CARR  (J.  Comyns). — Papers  on  Art.  Cr. 
8vo.  8.r.  6d. 

COLLIER  (Hon.  John). — A  Primer  of  Art. 
i8mo.  is. 

COOK  (E.  T.). — A  Popular  Handbook  to 
the  National  Gallery.  Including  Notes 
collected  from  the  Works  of  Mr.  Ruskin. 
3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo,  half  morocco.  14^. — 
Large  paper  Edition,  250  copies.  2  vols.  8vo. 

CRANE  (Lucy). — Lectures  on  Art  and 
the  Formation  of  Taste.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

DELAMOTTE  (Prof.  P.  H.). — A  Beginner’s 
Drawing-Book.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

ELLIS  (Tristram). — Sketching  from  Na¬ 
ture.  Illustr.  by  H.  Stacy  Marks,  R.A., 
and  the  Author.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d „ 

HAMERTON  (P.  G.). — Thoughts  about 
Art.  New  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  8 s.6d. 

HERKOMER  (H.). — Etching  and  Mezzo¬ 
tint  Engraving.  4to.  42s.  net. 
HOOPER (W.  H.) and  PHILLIPS (W.  C  ).— 
A  Manual  of  Marks  on  Pottery  and 
Porcelain.  i6mo.  4J.  6d. 

HUNT  (W.). — Talks  about  Art.  With  a 
Letter  from  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  Bart.,  R.A. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

LECTURES  ON  ART.  By  Regd.  Stuart 
Poole,  Professor  W.  B.  Richmond,  E.  J. 
Poynter,  R.A.,  J.  T.  Micklethwaite, 
and  William  Morris.  Cr.  8vo.  4 s.  6 d 

NEWTON  (Sir  C.  T.). — (See  Antiquities.) 

PALGRAVE  (Prof.  F.  T.). — Essays  on  Art. 
Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6.y. 

PATER  (W.). — The  Renaissance:  Studies 
in  Art  and  Poetry.  4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  ioj.  6d. 

PENNELL  (Joseph). — Pen  Drawing  and 
Pen  Draughtsmen.  With  158  Illustrations. 
4to.  3/.  13.?.  6d.  net. 

PROPERT  (J.  Lumsden). — A  History  op 
Miniature  Art.  Illustrated.  Super  roy. 
4to.3/.  135-.  6 d. — Bound  in  vellum.  4I.  14s.  6d. 

TURNER’S  LIBER  STUDIORUM  :  A 
Description  and  a  Catalogue.  By  W.  G. 
Rawlinson.  Med.  8vo.  12 s.  6d. 

TYRWHITT  (Rev.  R.  St.  John).-OuR 
Sketching  Club.  5th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  75.  6 d. 

WYATT  (Sir  M.  Digby). — Fine  Art:  A 
Sketch  of  its  History7,  Theory,  Practice,  and 
Application  to  Industry.  8vo.  5^. 

ASTRONOMY. 

AIRY  (Sir  G.  B.). — Popular  Astronomy. 
Illustrated.  7th  Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  4*.  6 d. 

—  Gravitation.  A11  Elementary  Explana¬ 
tion  of  the  Principal  Perturbations  in  the 
Solar  System.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  7$.  6 d. 
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BLAKE  (J.  F.). — Astronomical  Myths. 
With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  gs. 

CHEYNE  (C.  H.  H.). — An  Elementary 
Treatise  on  the  Planetary  Theory. 
Cr.  8vo.  7^.  6 d. 

CLARK  (L.)  and  SADLER  (H.).— The  Star 
Guide.  Roy.  8vo.  5$. 

CROSSLEY  (E.),  GLEDHILL  (J.),  and 
WILSON  (J.  M.). — A  Handbook  of  Dou- 
ble  Stars.  8vo.  21s. 

-  Corrections  to  the  Handbook  of 

Double  Stars.  8vo.  is. 

FORBES  (Prof,  George). — The  Transit  of 
Venus.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

GODFRAY  (Hugh). — An  Elementary 

Treatise  on  the  Lunar  Theory.  2nd 

Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  5s.  6 d. 

-  A  Treatise  on  Astronomy,  for  the 

use  of  Colleges  and  Schools.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

LOCKYER  (J.  Norman,  F.R.S.). — A  Primer 
of  Astronomy.  Illustrated.  i8mo.  is. 

-  Elementary  Lessons  in  Astronomy. 

Illustr.  New  Edition.  Fcp.  8vo.  5s.  6d. 

-  Questions  on  the  same.  By  J.  Forbes 

Robertson.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

-  The  Chemistry  of  the  Sun.  Illus¬ 
trated.  8vo.  14s. 

-  The  Meteoritic  Hypothesis  of  the 

Origin  of  Cosmical  Systems.  Illustrated. 
8 vo.  17s.  net. 

-  The  Evolution  of  the  Heavens  and 

the  Earth.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo. 

-  Star-Gazing  Past  and  Present.  Ex¬ 
panded  from  Notes  with  the  assistance  of 
G.  M.  Seabroke.  Roy.  8vo.  21s. 

MILLER  (R.  Kalley). — The  Romance  of 
Astronomy.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

NEWCOMB  (Prof.  Simon). — Popular  As¬ 
tronomy.  Engravings  and  Maps.  8vo.  18s. 

PENROSE  (Francis). — On  a  Method  of 
Predicting,  by  Graphical  Construction, 

OCCULTATIONS  OF  STARS  BY  THE  MOON  AND 

Solar  Eclipses  for  any  given  place. 
4to.  12  s. 

RADCLIFFE  (Charles  B.). — Behind  the 
Tides.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

ROSCOE— SCHUSTER.  {See  Chemistry.) 


ATLASES. 

( See  also  Geography). 

BARTHOLOMEW  (J.  G.).— Elementary 
School  Atlas.  4to.  is, 

-  Physical  and  Political  School  Atlas. 

80  maps.  410.  8.?.  6d.  ;  half  mor.  ioj.  6d. 

-  Library  Reference  Atlas  of  the 

World.  With  Index  to  100,000  places. 
Folio.  52s.  6 d.  net. — Also  in  7  parts.  5-r.  net ; 
Geographical  Index,  ys.  6d.  net. 

LABBERTON  (R.  H.).— New  Historical 
Atlas  and  General  History.  4to.  15J. 

BIBLE.  {See  under  Theology,  p.  32.) 


BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

A  BIBLIOGRAPHICAL  CATALOGUE  OF 
MACMILLAN  AND  CO.'S  PUBLICA- 
TIONS,  1843 — 89.  Med.  8vo.  10^.  net. 

MAYOR  (Prof.  John  E.  B.). — A  Bibliogra¬ 
phical  Clue  to  Latin  Literature.  Cr. 
8vo.  ios.  6d. 

RYLAND  (F.). — Chronological  Outlines 
of  English  Literature.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

{See  also  History.) 

For  other  subjects  of  Biography,  see  English 
Men  of  Letters,  English  Men  of 
Action,  Twelve  English  Statesmen. 

ABBOTT  (E.  A.). — The  Anglican  Career 
ofCardinal Newman,  2  vols.  8vo.  25,?.  net. 

\GASS1Z  (Louis):  His  Life  and  Corres¬ 
pondence.  Edited  by  Elizabeth  Cary 
Agassiz  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  iSs. 

ALBEMARLE  (Earl  of). — Fifty  Years  of 
My  Life.  3rd  Edit.,  revised.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

ALFRED  THE  GREAT.  By  Thomas 
Hughes.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

AMI  EL  (Henri  Frederic). — The  Journal 
Intime.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Humphry 
Ward.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

ANDREWS  (Dr.  Thomas).  {See  Physics.) 

ARNAULD,  ANGELIQUE.  By  Frances 
Martin.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

ARTEVELDE.  James  and  Philip  van 
Artevelde.  By  W.  J.  Ashley.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BACON  (Francis) :  An  Account  of  his  Life 
and  Works.  By  E.  A.  Abbott.  8vo.  14$. 

BARNES.  Life  of  William  Barnes,  Poet 
and  Philologist.  By  his  Daughter,  Lucy 
Baxter  (“  Leader  Scott  ’).  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6d. 

BERLIOZ  (Hector) :  Autobiography  of. 
Trns.  by  R.  &  E. Holmes.  2 vols.  Cr.8vo.  21$. 

BERNARD  (St.).  The  Life  and  Times  of 
St.  Bernard,  Abbot  of  Clairvaux.  By 
J.  C.  Morison,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BLACKBURNE.  Life  of  the  Right  Hon. 
Francis  Blackburne,  late  Lord  Chancellor 
of  Ireland,  by  his  Son,  Edward  Black¬ 
burne.  With  Portrait.  8vo.  12s. 

BLAKE.  Life  of  William  Blake.  With 
Selections  from  his  Poems,  etc.  Illustr.  from 
Blake’s  own  Works.  By  Alexander  Gil¬ 
christ.  2  vols.  Med.  8vo.  42 s. 

BOLEYN  (Anne) :  A  Chapter  of  English 
History,  1527 — 36.  By  Paul  Friedmann. 
2  vols.  8vo.  28s. 

BROOKE  (Sir  Jas.),  The  Raja  of  Sara¬ 
wak  (Life  of).  By  Gertrude  L.  Jacob. 
2  vols.  8vo.  25s. 

BURKE.  By  John  Morley.  Globe  8vo.  5*. 

CALVIN.  {See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

CARLYLE  (Thomas).  Edited  by  Charles 
E.  Norton.  Cr.  8vo. 

-  Reminiscences.  2  vols.  123-. 

-  Early  Letters,  1814 — 26.  2  vols.  18s. 

-  Letters,  1826 — 36.  2  vols.  18s. 

-  Correspondence  between  Goethe 

and  Carlyle,  qs. 
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BIOGRAPHY — continued. 

CARSTARES  (Wm.):  A  Character  and 
Career  of  the  Revolutionary  Epoch 
(1649 — 1715).  By  R.  H.  Story.  8vo.  12^. 

CAVOUR.  {See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

CHATTERTON  :  A  Story  of  the  Year 
1770.  By  Prof.  David  Masson.  Cr.  8vo.  5^. 

-  A  Biographical  Study.  By  Sir  Daniel 

Wilson.  Cr.  8vo.  6^.  6 d. 

CLARK.  Memorials  from  Journals  and 
Letters  of  Samuel  Clark,  M.A.  Edited 
by  His  Wife.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

CLOUGH  (A.  H.).  {See  Literature,  p.  20.) 

COMBE.  Life  of  George  Combe.  By 
Charles  Gibbon.  2  vols.  8vo.  32^. 

CROMWELL.  {See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

DAMIEN  (Father):  A  Journey  from  Cash- 
mere  to  his  Home  in  Hawaii.  By  Edward 
Clifford.  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

DANTE :  and  other  Essays.  By  Dean 
Church.  Globe  8vo.  5^. 

DARWIN  (Charles)  :  Memorial  Notices, 
By  T.  H.  Huxley,  G.  J.  Romanes,  Sir 
Arch.  Geikie,  and  W.  Thiselton  Dyer. 
With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

DEAK  (Francis) :  Hungarian  Statesman. 
A  Memoir.  8vo.  1.2s.  6 d. 

DRUMMOND  OF  HAWTHORNDEN.  By 
Prof.  D.  Masson.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

EADIE.  Life  of  John  Eadie,  D.D.  By 
James  Brown,  D.D.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

ELLIOTT.  Life  of  H.  V.  Elliott,  of 
Brighton.  By  J.  Bateman.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

EMERSON.  Life  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emer¬ 
son.  By  J.  L.  Cabot.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  i8.y. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  ACTION.  Cr.  8vo. 
With  Portraits.  2^.  6d.  each. 

Clive.  By  Colonel  Sir  Charles  Wilson. 
Cook  (Captain).  By  Walter  Besant. 
Dam  pier.  By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

Drake.  By  Julian  Corbett. 

Gordon  (General).  By  Col.  Sir  W.  Butler. 
Hastings  (Warren).  By  Sir  A.  Lyall. 
Havelock  (Sir  Henry).  By  A.  Forbes. 
Henry  V.  By  the  Rev.  A.  J.  Church. 
Lawrence  (Lord).  By  Sir  Rich.  Temple. 
Livingstone.  By  Thomas  Hughes. 

Monk.  By  Julian  Corbett. 

Montrose.  By  Mowbray  Morris. 
Moore(Sir J ohn).  ByCol. Maurice. [In prep. 
Napier  (Sir  Charles).  By  Colonel  Sir 
Wm.  Butler. 

Peterborough.  By  W.  Stebbing. 
Rodney.  By  David  Hannay. 

Simon  de  Montfort.  By  G.  W.  Pro- 
thero.  [In  prep. 

Strafford.  By  H.  D.  Traill. 

Warwick,  the  King-Maker.  By  C.  W. 
Oman. 

Wellington.  By  George  Hooper. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS.  Edited 
by  John  Morley.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6d.  each. 
Cheap  Edition,  is ■  6 d.  ;  sewed,  is. 
Addison.  By  W.  J.  Courthope. 

Bacon.  By  Dean  Church. 

Bentley.  By  Prof.  Jebb. 


ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS — contd. 

Bunyan.  By  J.  A.  Froude. 

Burke.  By  John  Morley. 

Burns.  By  Principal  Shairp. 

Byron.  By  John  Nichol. 

Carlyle.  By  John  Nichol. 

Chaucer.  By  Prof.  A.  W.  Ward. 
Coleridge.  By  H.  D.  Traill. 

Cowper.  By  Goldwin  Smith. 

Defoe.  By  W.  Minto. 

De  Quincey.  By  Prof.  Masson. 

Dickens.  By  A.  W.  Ward. 

Dryden.  By  G.  Saintsbury. 

Fielding.  By  Austin  Dobson. 

Gibbon.  By  J.  Cotter  Morison. 
Goldsmith.  By  William  Black. 

Gray.  By  Edmund  Gosse. 

Hawthorne.  By  Henry  James. 

Hume.  By  T.  H.  Huxley. 

Johnson.  By  Leslie  Stephen. 

Keats.  By  Sidney  Colvin. 

Lamb.  By  Rev.  Alfred  Ainger. 

Landor.  By  Sidney  Colvin. 

Locke.  By  Prof.  F owler. 

Macaulay.  By  J.  Cotter  Morison. 
Milton.  By  Mark  Pattison. 

Pope.  By  Leslie  Stephen. 

Scott.  By  R.  H.  Hutton. 

Shelley.  By  J.  A.  Symonds. 

Sheridan.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

Sidney.  By  J.  A.  Symonds. 

Southey.  By  Prof.  Dowden. 

Spenser.  By  Dean  Church. 

Sterne.  By  H.  D.  Traill. 

Swift.  By  Leslie  Stephen. 

Thackeray.  By  Anthony  Trollope. 
Wordsworth.  By  F.  W.  H.  Myers. 

ENGLISH  STATESMEN,  TWELVE 
Cr.  8vo.  2S.  6 d.  each. 

William  the  Conqueror.  By  Edward 
A.  Freeman,  D.C.L.,  LL.D. 

Henry  II.  By  Mrs.  J.  R.  Green. 

Edward  I.  By  T.  F.  Tout,  M.A.  [In  prep. 
Henry  VII.  By  James  Gairdner. 
Cardinal  Wolsey.  By  Bp.  Creighton. 
Elizabeth.  By  E.  S.  Beesly. 

Oliver  Cromwell.  By  F.  Harrison. 
William  III.  By  H.  D.  Traill. 
Walpole.  By  John  Morley. 

Chatham.  By  John  Morley.  [Inthe  Press. 
Pitt.  By  Lord  Rosebery. 

Peel.  By  J.  R.  Thursfield. 

EPICTETUS.  {See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

FAIRFAX.  Life  of  Robert  Fairfax  of 
Steeton,  Vice-Admiral,  Alderman,  and 
Member  for  York,  a.d.  1666-1725.  By  Cle¬ 
ments  R.  Markham,  C.B.  8vo.  12$.  6 d. 

FITZGERALD  (Edward).  {See  Literature, 
p.  21.) 

FORBES  (Edward):  Memoir  of.  By  George 
Wilson,  M.P. ,  and  Sir  Archibald  Geikie, 
F.R.S.,  etc.  Demy  8vo.  14^-. 

FRANCIS  OF  ASSISI.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

FRASER.  James  Fraser,  Second  Bishop 
of  Manchester  :  A  Memoir.  By  T. 
Hughes.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

GARIBALDI.  {See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 
GOETHE :  Life  of.  By  Prof.  Heinrich 
Duntzer.  Translated  by  T.  W.  Lyster. 
2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  21s. 
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GOETHE  AND  CARLYLE.  (Set  Carlyle.) 

GORDON  (General) :  A  Sketch.  By  Regi- 
nald  H.  Barnes.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

-  Letters  of  General  C.  G.  Gordon 

to  his  Sister,  M.  A.  Gordon.  4th  Edit. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

HANDEL  :  Life  of.  By  W.  S.  Rockstro. 
Cr.  8vo.  ioi*.  6d. 

HOBART.  (See  Collected  Works,  p.  22.) 

HODGSON.  Memoir  of  Rev.  Francis 
Hodgson,  B.D.  By  his  Son,  Rev.  James  T. 
Hodgson,  M.A.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  iSs. 

JEVONS(W.  Stanley). — Letters  and  Jour¬ 
nal.  Edited  by  His  Wife.  8vo.  14^-. 

KAVANAGH  (Rt.  Hon.  A.  McMurrough)  :  A 
Biography.  From  papers  chiefly  unpub* 
lished,  compiled  by  his  Cousin,  Sarah  L. 
Steele.  With  Portrait.  8vo.  143-.  net. 

KINGSLEY  :  His  Letters,  and  Memories 
of  his  Life.  Edited  by  His  Wife.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.  12 s. — Cheap  Edition.  1  vol.  6s. 

LAMB.  The  Life  of  Charles  Lamb.  By 
Rev.  Alfred  Ainger,  M.A.  Globe  8vo.  5 s. 

LOUIS  (St.).  (See  Select  Biography,  p  6.) 

M  \CMILLAN  (D.).  Memoir  of  Daniel 
Macmillan.  By  Thomas  Hughes,  Q.C. 
With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. — Cheap 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo,  sewed,  is. 

MALTHUS  AND  HIS  WORK.  By  James 
Uonar.  8 VO.  12 s.  6 d. 

MARCUS  AURELIUS.  (See  Select  Bio¬ 
graphy,  p.  6.) 

M  VTHEWS.  The  Life  of  Charles  J. 
Mathews.  Edited  by  Charles  Dickens. 
With  Portraits.  2  vols.  8vo.  25$. 

MAURICE.  Life  of  Frederick  Denison 
Maurice.  By  his  Son,  F  rederick  Maurice, 
Two  Portraits.  2  vols.  8vo.  36J. — Popular 
Edit.  (4th  Thousand).  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  i6.r. 

MAXWELL.  Professor  Clerk  Maxwell, 
a  Life  of.  By  Prof.  L.  Campbell,  M.A., 
and  W.  Garnett,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

MAZZINI,  (See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

MELBOURNE.  Memoirs  of  Viscount 
M  elbourne.  By  W.  M.  Torrens.  With 
P  ;rtrait.  2nd  Edit.  2  vols.  8vo.  32 s. 

MI  ETON.  The  Life  of  John  Milton. 
By  Prof.  David  Masson.  Vol.  I.,  21  s.  ; 

V  >1.  III.,  18^.  ;  Vols.  IV.  and  V.,  32*.  ;  Vol. 

V  {.,  with  Portrait,  21.?.  (See  also  p.  16.) 

MILTON,  JOHNSON’S  LIFE  OF.  With 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  K.  Deighton. 
Globe  8vo.  is.  qd . 

NAPOLEON  I.,  HISTORY  OF.  By  P. 
L  \nfrey.  4  vols.  Cr.  8vo  30s. 

NELSON.  Southey’s  Life  of  Nelson. 
With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Michael 
M  acmillan,  B.A.  Globe  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

NORTH  (M.).— Recollections  of  a  Happy 
L 1  fe.  Being  the  Autobiography  of  M  ari  anne 
North.  Ed.  by  Mrs.  J.  A.  Symonds.  2nd 
Edit.  2  vols.  Ex.  cr.  8vo.  17.?.  net. 

OXFORD  MOVEMENT,  THE,  1833—45. 
By  Dean  Church.  Gl.  8vo.  5s. 


PATTESON.  Life  and  Letters  of  John 
Coleridge  Patteson,  D.D.,  Missionary 
Bishop.  ByC.  M.Yonge.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo. 
12 s.  (See  also  Books  for  the  Young,  p.  41.) 

PATTISON  (M.). — Memoirs.  Cr.  8vo.  8^.6^. 

PITT.  (See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

POLLOCK  (Sir  F rdk. ,  2nd  Bart.). — Personal 
Remembrances.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  16s. 

POOLE,  THOS.,  AND  HIS  FRIENDS. 
By  Mrs.  Sandford.  2nd  edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6.f. 

RITCHIE  (Mrs.). — Records  of  Tennyson, 
Ruskin,  and  Hrowning.  Globe  8vo.  5s. 

ROBINSON  (Matthew) :  Autobiography  of. 
Edited  by  J.  E.  B.  Mayor.  Fcp.  8vo.  5^. 

ROSSETTI  (Dante  Gabriel) :  A  Record  and 
a  Study.  By  W.  Sharp.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

RUMFORD.  (See  Collected  Works,  p.  23.) 

SCHILLER,  Life  of.  By  Prof.  H.  Duntzer. 
Trans,  by  P.  E.  Pinkerton.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.6d. 

SHELBURNE.  Life  of  William,  Earl 
of  Shelburne.  By  Lord  Edmond  Fitz- 
maurice.  In  3  vols. — Vol.  I.  8vo.  12s. — 
Vol.  II.  8vo.  12 s. — Vol.  III.  8vo.  16.9. 

SIBSON.  (See  Medicine.) 

SMETHAM  (Jas.).  :  Letters  of.  Ed.  by 
Sarah  Smetham  and  W.  Davies.  Portrait. 
Globe  8vo.  51. 

SPINOZA:  A  Study  of.  By  James  Mar- 
tineau.  LL.D.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

TAIT.  The  Life  of  Archibald  Campbell 
Tait,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury.  By 
the  Bishop  of  Rochester  and  Rev.  W. 
Benham,  B.D.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  10.9.  net. 

-  Catharine  and  Crawfurd  Tait^ 

Wife  and  Son  of  Archibald  Campbellj 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  :  A  Memoir* 
Ed.  by  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D.  Cr.  8vo.  6 
— Popular  Edit.,  abridged  Cr.8vo.  2s.  6d. 

THRING  (Edward):  A  Memory  of.  By 
J.  H.  Skrine.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

VICTOR  EMMANUEL  II.,  FIRST  KING 
OF  ITALY.  By  G.  S.  Godkin.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WARD.  William  George  Ward  and  the 
Oxford  Movement.  By  his  Son,  Wilfrid 
Ward.  With  Portrait.  8vo.  14 y. 

WATSON.  A  Record  of  Ellen  Watson. 
By  Anna  Buckland.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

WHEWELL.  Dr.  William  Whewell,  late 
Master  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  An 
Account  of  his  Writings,  with  Selections  from 
his  Literary  and  Scientific  Correspondence. 
By  I.  Todhunter,  M.A.  2  vols.  8vo.  25.9. 

WILLIAMS  (Montagu).— Leaves  of  a  Life. 
Cr.  8 vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  Later  Leaves.  Being  further  Reminis¬ 
cences.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo.  3.?.  6 d. 

-  Round  London,  down  East  and  up 

West.  8vo.  15.9. 

WILSON.  Memoir  of  Prof.  George  Wil¬ 
son,  M.D.  By  His  Sister.  With  Portrait. 
2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

WORDSWORTH.  Dove  Cottage,  Words¬ 
worth’s  Home  1800 — 8.  Gl.  8vo,  swd.  15. 
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BIOGRAPHIES  OF  EMINENT  PER¬ 
SONS.  Reprinted  from  the  Times.  Vol.  I. 
Cr.  8 vo.  3 s.  6d. 

FARRAR  (Archdeacon).  —  Seekers  after 
God,  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

FAWCETT  (Mrs.  H.).  —  Some  Eminent 
Women  of  our  Times.  Cr.  8vo  2s.6d. 

GUIZOT  — Great  Christians  of  France : 
St.  Louis  and  Calvin.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HARRISON  (Frederic). — The  New  Calen 
dar  of  Great  Men.  Ex.  cr.  8vo.  7s. 6d.  net. 

MARRIOTT  (J.  A.  R.). — The  Makers  of 
Modern  Italy:  Mazzini,  Cavour,  Gari¬ 
baldi.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

MART1NEAU  (Harriet).  —  Biographical 
Sketches,  1852 — 75.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

NEW  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS,  JULY, 
1802.  Reprinted  from  the  Times.  i5mo  is. 

SMITH  (Gold  win). — Three  English  States¬ 
men  :  Cromwell,  Pym,  Pitt.  Cr.  8vo.  5J. 

WINK  WORTH  (Catharine).  —  Christian 
Singers  of  Germany.  Cr.  8vo.  4^.  6 d. 

YONGE  (Charlotte  M.). — The  Pupils  of  St. 
John,  illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6.r. 

-  Pioneers  and  Founders;  or,  Recent 

Workers  in  the  Mission  Field.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

- A  Book  of  Worthies.  iSmo.  2s.6d.net. 

-  A  Book  of  Golden  Deeds.  i8mo.  2s. 6d. 

net  -  -Glob,  Readings  Edition.  Gl.  8vo.  2 s. 
Abridged  Edition.  Pott  8vo.  is. 

BIOLOGY. 

(See  also  Botany  ;  Natural  History  ; 

Physiology;  Zoology.) 

BALFOUR  (F.  M.). — Comparative  Em¬ 
bryology.  Illustrated.  2  vols.  8vo.  Vol.  I. 
l8^.  Vol.  II.  21S. 

BALL  (W.  P.).— Are  the  Effects  of  Use 
and  Disuse  Inherited?  Cr.  8vo.  33-.  6 d. 

BASTIAN  (PI.  Charlton). — The  Beginnings 
of  Life.  2  vols.  Crown  8vo.  28^. 

-  Evolution  and  the  Origin  of  Life. 

Cr.  8vo.  6.?.  6d. 

BATESON  (W.). — Materials  for  the 
Study  of  Variation  in  Animals.  Part  I. 
Discontinuous  Variation.  Illustr.  8vo. 

BERNARD  (FI.  M.). — The  Apodidae.  Cr. 
8vo.  js  ■  6  d. 

B1RKS  (T.  R.). —  Modern  Physical  Fa¬ 
talism,  and  the  Doctrine  of  Evolution. 
Including  an  Examination  of  Mr.  Herbert 
Spencer’s  “  First  Principles.”  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

DE  VARIGNY(H.).— Experim  ENTAL  Evo- 
lution.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

EIMER  (G.  H.  T.). — Organic  Evolution 
as  the  Result  of  the  Inheritance  of 
Acquired  Characters  according  to  the 
Laws  of  Organic  Growth.  Translated  by 
J.  T.  Cunningham,  M.A.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

FISKE  (John).— Outlines  of  Cosmic  Philo¬ 
sophy,  based  on  the  Doctrine  of  Evo¬ 
lution.  2  vols.  8vo.  25s. 

-  Man’s  Destiny  Viewed  in  the  Light 
of  his  Origin.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 


FOSTER  (Prof.  M.)  and  BALFOUR  (F.  M.). 
— The  Elements  of  Embryology.  Ed.  A. 
Sedgwick,  and  Walter  Heape.  Ulus.  3rd 
Edit. ,  revised  and  enlarged.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.6d. 
HUXLEY  (T.  H.)  and  MARTIN  (H.  N.).— 
( See  under  Zoology,  p.  43. ) 

KLEIN  (Dr.  E.). — Micro-Organisms  and 
Disease.  With  121  Engravings.  3rd  Edit. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

LANKESTER  (Prof  E.  Ray).— Compara¬ 
tive  Longevity  in  Man  and  the  Lower 
Animals.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

LUBBOCK  (Sir  John,  Bart.).  —  Scientific 
Lectures.  Illustrated.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  Ss.6d. 
PARKER  (T.  Jeffery) — Lessons  in  Ele¬ 
mentary  Biology.  Illustr.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.6<i. 
ROMANES  (G.  J.). — Scientific  Evidences 
of  Organic  Evolution.  Cr.  8vo.  24.  6 d. 
WALLACE  (Alfred  R.). — Darwinism  :  An 
Exposition  of  the  Theory  of  Natural  Selec¬ 
tion.  Illustrated.  3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  9.1. 

-  Contributions  to  the  Theory  of 

Natural  Selection,  and  Tropical  Na¬ 
ture  :  and  other  Essays.  New  Ed.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

-  The  Geographical  Distribution  of 

Animals.  Illustrated.  2  vols,  8vo.  42 s. 
-  Island  Life.  Illustr.  Ext.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BIRDS.  ( See  Zoology;  Ornithology.) 

BOOK-KEEPING, 

THORNTON  (J.). — First  Lessons  in  Book¬ 
keeping.  New  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  Cd. 

-  Key.  Oblong  4to.  10s.  6 d. 

-  Primer  of  Book-keeping.  i8mo.  is. 

-  Key.  Demy  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

-  Exercises  in  Book-keeping.  i8mo.  is. 

BOTANY. 

(See  also  Agriculture;  Gardening.) 
ALLEN  (Grant).  —  On  the  Colours  of 
Flowers.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

BALFOUR  (Prof.  J.  B.)  and  WARD  (Pi of. 
H.  M.).  —  A  General  Text- Book  of 
Botany.  8vc.  [In  preparation. 

BETTANY  (G.  T.).— First  Lessons  in  Prac¬ 
tical  Botany.  i8mo.  is. 

BOWER  (Prof.  F.  O.). — A  Course  of  Prac¬ 
tical  Instruction  in  Botany.  Cr.  8vo. 
10s.  6d. — Abridged  Edition,  [In  preparation. 

CHURCH  (Prof.  A.  H.)and  SCOTT  (D.  H.). 
— Manual  of  Vegetable  Physiology. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8vo.  [In preparation. 

GOODALE  (Prof.  G.  L.). — Physiological 
Botany. — 1.  Outlines  of  the  Histology 

OF  PH/ENOGAMOUS  PLANTS  J  2.  VEGETABLE 
Physiology.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

GRAY  (Prof.  Asa). — Structural  Botany  ; 
or,  Organography  on  the  Basis  of  Mor¬ 
phology.  8vo.  i os.  6 d. 

-  The  Scientific  Papers  of  Asa  Gray. 

Selected  by  C.  S.  Sargent.  2  vols.  8vo.  21s. 

HANBURY  (Daniel).  —  Science  Papers, 
chiefly  Pharmacological  and  Botani¬ 
cal.  Med.  8vo.  14s. 

HARTIG  (Dr.  Robert). — Text-Book  of  the 
Diseases  of  Trees.  Transl.  by  Prof.  Wm. 
Somerville,  B.Sc.  With  Introduction  by 
Prof.  H.  Marshall  Ward.  8vo. 
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HOOKER  (Sir  Joseph  D.). — The  Student's 
Flora  of  the  British  Islands.  3rd 
Edit.  Globe  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

- -  A  Primer  of  Botany.  i8mo.  ir. 

LASLETT  (Thomas). — Timber  and  Timber 
Trees,  Native  and  Foreign.  Cr.  8vo. 
8r.  bd. 

LUBBOCK  (Sir  John,  Bart.). — On  British 
Wild  Flowers  considered  in  Relation 
to  Insects.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  4.5.  6 d. 

■ - Flowers,  Fruits,  and  Leaves.  With 

Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

MLTLLER— THOMPSON.  —  The  Fertili¬ 
sation  of  Flowers.  By  Prof.  H.  Muller. 
Transl.  by  D’Arcy  W.  Thompson.  Preface 
by  Charles  Darwin,  F.R.S.  8vo.  214. 

OLIVER  (Prof.  Daniel). — Lessons  in  Ele¬ 
mentary  Botany.  Illustr.  Fcp.  8vo.  44.6a', 

-  First  Book  of  Indian  Botany.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  64.  6 d. 

ORCHIDS :  Being  the  Report  on  the 
Orchid  Conference  held  at  South  Ken¬ 
sington,  1885.  8vo.  2 4.  net. 

PETTIGREW  (J.  Bell).— The  Physiology 
of  the  Circulation  in  Plants,  in  the 
Lower  Animals,  and  in  Man.  8vo.  124. 

SMITH  (J.). — Economic  Plants,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  Popular  Names  of  ;  Their  His¬ 
tory,  Products,  and  Uses.  8vo.  144. 

SMITH  (W.  G.). — Diseases  of  Field  and 
Garden  Crops,  chiefly  such  as  are 
caused  by  Fungi.  Must.  Fcp.  8vo.  44.  61 i. 

STEWART  (S.  A.)  and  CORRY  (T.  H.).— 
A  Flora  of  the  North-East  of  Ireland. 
Cr.  8vo.  54.  bd. 

WARD  (Prot.  H.  M.). — Timber  and  some  of 
its  Diseases.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

YONGE  (C.  M.). — The  Herb  of  the  Field 
New  Edition,  revised.  Cr.  8vo.  5 4. 

BREWING  AND  WINE. 

PASTEUR  —  FAULKNER.  —  Studies  on 
Fermentation  :  The  Diseases  of  Beer, 
their  Causes,  and  the  means  of  pre¬ 
venting  them.  By  L.  Pasteur.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  Frank  Faulkner.  8vo.  214. 

THUDICHUM  (J.  L.  W.)  and  DUPRE  (A.). 
— Treatise  on  the  Origin,  Nature,  and 
Varieties  of  Wine.  Med.  8vo.  25s. 

CHEMISTRY. 

(See  also  Metallurgy.) 

BRODIE(Sir  Benjamin).— Ideal  Chemistry. 
Cr.  8vo.  24. 

COHEN  (J.  B.).  —  The  Owens  College 
Course  of  Practical  Organic  Chemis¬ 
try.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.  bd. 

COOKE  (Prof.  J.  P.,  jun.).— Principles  op 
Chemical  Philosophy.  New  Ed.  8vo.  19 s. 

DOBBIN  (L.)  and  WALKER  (Jas.)  — Chemi 
cal  Theory  for  Beginners.  i8mo  2s.  bd. 

FLEISCHER  (Emil).— A  System  of  Volu¬ 
metric  Analysis.  Transl.  with  Additions, 
by  M.  M.  P.  Muir,  F.R.S. E.  Cr.8vo.  74.61/. 

FRANK  LAND  (Prof.  P.  F.).  (See  Agri¬ 
culture.) 


GLADSTONE  (J.  H.)  and  TRIBE  (A.).- 
The  Chemistry  of  the  Secondary  Bat¬ 
teries  of  Plants  and  F  aure.  Cr.  8vo.  2s. bd. 

HARTLEY  (Prof.  W.  N.). — A  Course  of 
Quantitative  Analysis  for  Students. 
Globe  8vo.  5s. 

HEMPEL  (Dr.  W.).  —  Methods  of  Gas 
Analysis.  Translated  by  L.  M.  Dennis. 
Cr.  8vo.  74.  bd. 

HOFMANN  (Prof.  A.  W.). — The  Like  Work 
of  Liebig  in  Experimental  and  Philo¬ 
sophic  Chemistry.  8vo.  54. 

JONES  (Francis). — The  Owens  College 
Junior  Course  of  Practical  Chemistry. 
Illustrated.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.  bd. 

-  Questions  on  Chemistry.  Fcp.8vo.  34. 

LANDAUER  (J.).  —  Blowpipe  Analysis. 
Translated  by  J.  Taylor.  Gl.  8vo.  41.  6 d. 

LOCKYEE.  (J.  Norman,  F.R.S).  —  The 
Chf.mistry  of  the  Sun.  Ulustr.  8vc.  14 4. 

LUPTON  (S.).  —  Chemical  Arithmetic. 
With  1200  Problems.  Fcp.  8vo.  4.1.  bd. 

MANSFIELD  (C.  B.). — ATheory  of  Salts. 
Cr.  8vo.  144. 

MELDOLA  (Prof.  R.). — The  Chemistry  of 
Photography.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

MEYER  (E.  von). — History  of  Chemistry 
from  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pep  sent 
Day.  Trans.  G.  McGowan.  8vo.  14r.net. 

MIXTER  (Prof.  W.  G.).— An  Element* -  v 
Text-Book  of  Chemistry.  Cr.  8vo.  7 4.  6 d. 

MUIR  (M.  M.  P.). — Practical  Chemistry 
for  Medical  Students  (First  M.B.  Course!. 
Fcp.  8vo.  ir.  bd. 

MUIR  (M.  M.  P.)  and  WILSON  (D.  M.)  - 
Elements  of  Thermal  Chemistry.  j24.ru/. 

OSTWALD  (Prof.). — Outlines  of  General 
Chemistry.  Trans. Dr.  J.  Walker.  104.net. 

RAMSAY  (Prof.  William). — Experimental 
Proofs  of  Chemical  Theory  for  Begin¬ 
ners.  i8mo.  2 s.  bd. 

REMSEN  (Prof.  Ira). — The  Elements  of 
Chemistry.  Fcp.  8vo.  2s.  bd. 

- An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 

Chemistry  (Inorganic  Chemistry).  Ci 
8vo.  bs.  bd. 

-  A  Text-Book  of  Inorganic  Chemis¬ 
try.  8vo.  lbs. 

-  Compounds  of  Carbon  ;  or,  An  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Study  of  Organic  Chemistry 
Cr.  8vo.  bs.  bd. 

ROSCOE  (Sir  Henry  E.,  F.R.S.).— A  Primer 
of  Chemistry.  Illustrated.  i8mo.  ir. 

-  Lessons  in  Elementary  Chemistry, 

Inorganic  and  Organic.  Fcp.  8vo.  4s.  bd. 

ROSCOE  (Sir  H.  E.)  and  SCILORLEMMER 
(Prof.  C.).— A  Complete  Treatise  on  In¬ 
organic  and  Organic  Chemistry.  IUusL. 
8vo. — Vols.  I.  and  II.  Inorganic  Chemis¬ 
try  1  Vol.  I.  The  Non-Metallic  Ele¬ 
ments,  2nd  Edit.,  21s.  Vol.  II.  Parts  I. 
arid  II.  Metals,  i8r.  each. — Vol.  III.  Or- 
ganic  Chemistry  :  The  Chemistry  of  the 
Hydro-Carbons  and  their  Derivatives. 
Parts  I.  II.  IV.  and  VI.  214. ;  Parts  III.  and 
V.  i8j.  each. 
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ROSCOE  (Sir  H.  E.)  and  SCHUSTER  (A.). 
Spectrum  Analysis.  By  Sir  Henry  E. 
Roscoe.  4th  Edit.,  revised  by  the  Author 
and  A.  Schuster,  F.R.S.  With  Coloured 
Plates.  8vo.  21  s. 

THORPE  (Prof.  T.  E.)  and  TATE  (W.).— 
A  Series  of  Chemical  Problems.  With 
Key.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s. 

THORPE  (Prof.  T.  E.)  and  RUCKER  (Prof 
A-  W.). — A  Treatise  on  Chemical  Phy¬ 
sics.  Illustrated.  8vo.  \In  preparation, 

WURTZ  (Ad.). — A  History  of  Chemical 
Theory.  Trans!,  by  H.  Watts.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

CHRISTIAN  CHURCH,  History  of  the. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  34.) 

CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND,  The. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  34.)  ' 

COLLECTED  WORKS. 

( See  under  Literature,  p.  20.) 

COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY. 

(See  under  Zoology,  p.  42.) 

COOKERY. 

(See  under  Domestic  Economy,  below.) 

DEVOTIONAL  BOOKS. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  33  ) 

DICTIONARIES  AND  GLOSSARIES. 

AUiENRIETH  (Dr.  G.). — An  Homeric 
Dictionary.  Translated  from  the  German 
by  R.  P.  Keep,  Ph.D.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BARTLETT  ( J . ). — Familiar  Quotations. 
Cr.  8vo.  1 2S.  6d. 

-  A  Shakespeare  Glossary.  Cr.  Svo 

i2t.  6d. 

(Sir  George). — A  Dictionary  of 
Music  and  Musicians.  (See  Music.) 

HOLE  (Rev.  C.).— A  Brief  Biographicai 
Dictionary.  2nd  Edit.  i8mo.  4 j.  6 d. 

MASSON  (Gustave). — A  Compendious  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  the  French  Language. 
Cr.  Svo.  3 f.  6 d. 

PALGRAVE  (R.  H.  I.).— A  Dictionary  of 
Political  Economy.  (See  Politicai 
Economy.) 

WHITNEY  (Prof.  W.  D.).-A  Compendious 
German  and  English  Dictionary.  Cr. 
Svo.  5J.— German-English  Part  separately! 
3s.  6 d. 

w.^IGriT  (W.  Aldis). — The  Bible  Word- 
Book.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  •js.  6 d. 

YONGE  (Charlotte  M.).— History  of  Chris¬ 
tian  Names.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

DOMESTIC  ECONOMY'. 

Cookery — Nursing — Needlework. 

Cookery. 

BARKER  (Lady).— First  Lessons  in  the 
Principles  of  Cooking.  3rd  Ed.  i8mo.  1  s. 

BARNETT  (E.  A  )  and  O’NEILL  (H.  C.).— 
Primer  of  Domestic  Economy.  i8mo.  is. 


FREDERICK  (Mrs.). — Hints  to  House- 
Wives  on  Several  Points,  particularly 
on  the  Preparation  of  Economical  and 
Tasteful  Dishes.  Cr.  8vo.  if. 
MIDDLE-CLASS  COOKERY  BOOK,  The. 
Compiled  for  the  Manchester  School  of 
Cookery.  Fcp.  8vo.  if.  6d. 
TEGETMEIER  (W.  B.). — Household  Man¬ 
agement  and  Cookery.  i8mo.  if. 
WRIGHT  (Miss  Guthrie). — The  School 
Cookery-Book.  i8mo.  if. 

Nursing. 

CRAVEN  (Mrs.  Dacre). — A  Guide  to  Dis¬ 
trict  Nurses.  Cr.  8vo.  2F.  6 d. 
FOTHERGILL  (Dr.  J.  M.). — Food  for  the 
Invalid,  the  Convalescent,  the  Dyspep¬ 
tic,  and  the  Gouty.  Cr.  8vo.  3F.  6 d. 
JEX-BLAKE  (Dr.  Sophia). — The  Care  of 
Infants.  i8mo.  if. 

RATHBONE  (Wm.). — The  History  and 
Progress  of  District  Nursing,  from  1859 
to  the  Present  Date.  Cr.  8vo.  2f.  6 d. 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  NURSE.  By 
E.  D.  Cr.  8vo.  2F. 

STEPHEN  (Caroline  E.). — The  Service  op 
the  Poor.  Cr.  8vo.  6f.  6 d. 

Needlework. 

GLAISTER  (Elizabeth).  — Needlework.  Cr. 
Svo.  2f.  6 d. 

GRAND’HOMME.  —  Cutting  Out  and 
Dressmaking.  From  the  French  of  Mdlle. 
E.  Grand’homme.  i8mo.  if. 
GRENFELL(Mrs.)-DRESSMAKiNG.  i8mo.  if. 

DRAMA,  The. 

(See  under  Literature,  p.  14.) 

ELECTRICITY. 

(See  under  Physics,  p.  28.) 

EDUCATION. 

ARNOLD  (Matthew).— Higher  Schools  and 
Universities  in  Germany.  Cr.  8vo.  6f. 

-  Reports  on  Elementary  Schools, 

1852-82.  Ed.  by  Lord  Sandford.  8vo.  3s.6d. 

■ -  A  French  Eton  :  or  Middle  Class 

Education  and  the  State.  Cr.  8vo.  6f. 

BLAKISTON (J.  R.).-The  Teacher:  Hints 
on  School  Management.  Cr.  8vo.  2f.  6 d. 

CALDERWOOD  (Prof.  H.).— On  Teach¬ 
ing.  4th  Edit.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  2f.  6 d. 
COMBE  (George).— Education  :  Its  Prin¬ 
ciples  and  Practice  as  Developed  by 
George  Combe.  Ed.  by  W.  Jolly.  8vo.  15^. 

CRAIK  (Henry).— The  State  in  its  Rela¬ 
tion  to  Education.  Cr.  8vo.  3F.  6 d. 

1EAR0N  (D.  R.). — School  Inspection. 
6tn  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  2 f.  6 d. 

FITCH  (J.  G.).  —  Notes  on  American 
oChools  and  Training  Colleges.  Re¬ 
printed  by  permission.  Globe  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

GLADSTONE  (J.  H.).— Spelling  Reform 
from  an  Educational  Point  of  View 
3rd  Edit.  Cr.  $vo.  if.  6d. 
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HERTEL  (Dr.). — Overpressure  in  High 
Schools  in  Denmark.  With  Introduction 
by  Sir  J.  Crichton-Browne.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — Health  and  Edu¬ 
cation.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

LUBBOCK  (Sir  John,  Bart.). — Political  and 
Educational  Addresses.  8vo.  8s.  6d. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.).— Learning  and  Work¬ 
ing.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

RECORD  OF  TECHNICAL  AND  SE¬ 
CONDARY  EDUCATION.  Crown  8vo. 
Sewed,  is.  net.  No.  I.  Nov.  1891. 

THRING(Rev.  Edward). — Education  and 
School.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

ENGINEERING. 

ALEXANDER  (T.)  and  THOMSON  (A.W.) 
— Elementary  Applied  Mechanics.  Part 
II.  Transverse  Stress.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.6d. 

CHALMERS  (J.  B.). — Graphical  Deter¬ 
mination  of  Forces  in  Engineering 
Structures.  Illustrated.  8vo.  24.?. 

COTTERILL  (Prof.  J.  H.). — Applied  Me¬ 
chanics  :  An  Elementary  General  Introduc¬ 
tion  to  the  Theory  of  Structures  and  Ma¬ 
chines.  3rd  Edit.  8vo.  18 s. 

COTTERILL  (Prof.  J.  H.)  and  SLADE 
(J.  H.). — Lessons  in  Applied  Mechanics. 
Fcp.  8  vo.  5 s.  6 d. 

KENNEDY  (Prof.  A.  B.  W.).— The  Me¬ 
chanics  of  Machinery.  Cr.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

PEABODY  (Prof.  C.  H.). — Thermodynamics 
of  the  Steam  Engine  and  other  Heat- 
Engines.  8vo.  21  j. 

SHANN  (G.). — An  Elementary  Treatise 
on  Heat  in  Relation  to  Steam  and  the 
Steam-Engine.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  4 s.  6 d. 

WHITHAM  (Prof.  J.  M.). — Steam-Engine 
Design.  For  the  use  of  Mechanical  En¬ 
gineers,  Students,  and  Draughtsmen.  Illus¬ 
trated.  8vo.  25s. 

WOODWARD  (C.  M.). — A  History  of  the 
St.  Louis  Bridge.  4to.  2 1.  is.  net. 

YOUNG  (E.  W.). — Simple  Practical  Me¬ 
thods  of  Calculating  Strains  on  Gir¬ 
ders,  Arches,  and  Trusses.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

ENGLISH  CITIZEN  SERIES. 

(See  Politics.) 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  ACTION. 

(See  Biography.) 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS. 

(See  Biography.) 

ENGLISH  STATESMEN,  Twelve. 

(See  Biography.) 

ENGRAVING.  (See  Art.) 

ESSAYS.  (See  under  Literature,  p.  20.) 

ETCHING.  (See  Art.) 

ETHICS.  (See  under  Philosophy,  p.  27.) 

FATHERS,  The. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  35.) 


FICTION,  Prose. 

(See  Literature,  p.  18.) 

GARDENING. 

(See  also  Agriculture  ;  Botany.) 

BLOMFIELD  (R.)  and  THOMAS  (F.  I.).— 
The  Formal  Garden  in  England.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Ex.  cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d.  net. — Large- 
Paper  Edition.  8vo.  21s.  net. 

BRIGHT  (H.  A.). — The  English  Flower 
Garden.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  A  Year  in  a  Lancashire  Garden.  Cr. 

8vo.  3s.  6d. 

HOBDAY  (E.).  —  Villa  Gardening.  A 
Handbook  for  Amateur  and  Practical  Gar¬ 
deners.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HOPE  (Frances  J.). — Notes  and  Thoughts- 
on  Gardens  and  Woodlands.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

GEOGRAPHY. 

(See  also  Atlases.) 

BLANFORD  (H.  F.).— Elementary  Geo¬ 
graphy  of  India,  Burma,  and  Ceylon. 
Globe  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

CLARKE  (C.  B.). — A  Geographical  Reader 
and  Companion  to  the  Atlas.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

-  A  Class-Book  of  Geography.  With  i8; 

Coloured  Maps.  Fcp.  8vo.  3s.  ;  swd.,  2s.  6 d. 

DAWSON  (G.  M. )  and  SUTHERLAND  (A.). 
Elementary  Geography  of  the  British 
Colonies.  Globe  8vo.  3$. 

ELDERTON  (W.  A.).— Maps  and  Map- 
Drawing.  Pott  8vo.  is. 

GEIKIE  (Sir  Archibald). — The  Teaching  of 
Geography.  A  Practical  Handbook  for  the- 
use  of  Teachers.  Globe  8vo.  is. 

-  Geography  of  the  British  Isles. 

i8mo.  is. 

GREEN  (J.  R.  and  A.  S.). — A  Short  Geogra- 
phyof  the  British  Islands.  Fcp.8vo.  3s. 6 d. 

GROVE  (Sir  George). — A  Primer  of  Geo¬ 
graphy.  Maps.  i8mo.  is. 

KIEPERT  (H.).  —  Manual  of  Ancient 
Geography.  Cr.  8vo.  5 s. 

MILL  (H.  R.). — Elementary  Class-Book 
of  General  Geography.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d.. 

SIME  (James). — Geography  of  Europe. 
With  Illustrations.  Globe  8vo.  3s. 

STRACPIEY  (Lieut. -Gen.  R.). — Lectures  on 
Geography.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

TOZER  (H.  F.). — A  Primer  of  Classical. 
Geography.  i8mo.  is. 

GEOLOGY  AND  MINERALOGY. 

BLANFORD  (W.  T.).  —  Geology  and- 

Zoology  of  Abyssinia.  8vo.  21s. 

COAL :  Its  History  and  Its  Uses.  By 
Profs.  Green,  Miall,  Thorpe,  Rucker,, 
and  Marshall.  8vo.  12s.  6d. 

DAWSON  (Sir  J.  W.). — The  Geology  of 
Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick,  and 
Prince  Edward  Island  ;  or,  Acadian  Geo¬ 
logy.  4th  Edit.  8vo.  21s. 

GEIKIE  (Sir  Archibald). — A  Primer  of  Geo¬ 
logy.  Illustrated.  i8mo.  is. 

-  Class-Book  of  Geology.  Illustrated. 

Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 
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GEOLOGY  AND  MINERALOGY  — contd. 

GEIKIE  (Sir  A.). — Geological  Sketches 
at  Home  and  Abroad.  Ulus.  8vo.  ios.6d. 

-  Outlines  of  Field  Geology.  With 

numerous  Illustrations.  Gl.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  Text-Book  of  Geology.  Illustrated. 

2nd  Edit.  7th  Thousand.  Med.  8vo.  28s. 

-  The. Scenery  of  Scotland.  Viewed  in 

connection  with  its  Physical  Geology.  2nd 
Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  12s.  6d. 

HULL  (E.). — A  Treatise  on  Ornamental 
and  Building  Stones  of  Great  Britain 
and  Foreign  Countries.  8vo.  12s. 

PENNINGTON  (Rooke). — Notes  on  the 
Barrows  and  Bone  Caves  of  Derbyshire. 
8vo.  6s. 

RENDU — WILLS. — The  Theory  of  the 
Glaciers  of  Savoy.  By  M.  Le  Chanoine 
Rendu.  Trans,  by  A.  Wills, Q.C.  8vo.  7S.6d . 

ROSENBUSCH— IDDINGS.—  Microscopi¬ 
cal  Physiography  of  the  Rock-Making 
Minerals.  By  Prof.  H.  Rosenbusch. 
Transl.  by  J.  P.  Iddings.  Illustr.  8vo.  24 s. 

WILLIAMS  (G.  H.). — Elements  of  Cry¬ 
stallography.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

GLOBE  LIBRARY.  (See  Literature,  p.  21.) 

GLOSSARIES.  ( See  Dictionaries.) 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES. 

(See  Literatus e,  p.  21.) 

GRAMMAR.  (See  Philology.) 

HEALTH.  (See  Hygiene.) 

HEAT.  (See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

HISTOLOGY.  (See  Physiology.) 

HISTORY. 

(See  also  Biography.) 

ANNALS  OF  OUR  TIME.  A  Diurnal  of 
Events,  Social  and  Political,  Home  and 
Foreign.  By  Joseph  Irving.  8vo. — Vol.  I 
June  20th,  1S37,  to  Feb.  28th,  1871,  18s.  ; 
Vol.  II.  Feb.  24th,  1871,  to  June  24th,  1887, 
18.?.  Also  Vol.  II.  in  3  parts:  Part  I.  Feb. 
24th,  1871,  to  March  19th,  1874,  4 s.6d.  ;  Part 
II.  March  20th,  1874,  to  July  22nd,  1878, 
4 s.6d.  ;  Part  III.  July  23rd,  1878,  to  June 
24th,  1887,  9s.  Vol.  III.  By  H.  H.  Fyfe. 
Part  I.  June  25th,  1887,  to  Dec.  30th,  1890. 
4->\  6d.  ;  sewed,  3 s.  6 d.  Part  II.  1891,  is.  6 d. ; 
sewed,  is, 

ARNOLD  (T.). — The  Second  Punic  War. 
By  Thomas  Arnold,  D.D.  Ed.  by  W.  T. 
Arnold,  M.A.  With  8  Maps.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

ARNOLD  (W.  T,). — A  History  of  the 
Early  Roman  Empire.  Cr.  8vo.  (In  prep. 

BEESLY  (Mrs.). — Stories  from  the  His¬ 
tory  of  Rome.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

BLACKIE  (Prof.  John  Stuart). — What  Does 
History  Teach?  Globe  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

BRETT  (R.  B.) — Footprints  of  States¬ 
men  during  the  Eighteenth  Century 
in  England.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BRYCE  (James,  M.P.). — The  Holy  Roman 
Empire.  8th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d.— 
Library  Edition.  8vo.  14s. 


BUCKLEY  (Arabella). — History  of  Eng¬ 
land  for  Beginners.  Globe  8vo.  3s. 

- Primer  of  English  History.  i8mo.  is. 

BURKE  (Edmund).  (See  Politics.) 

BURY  (J.  B.). — A  History  of  the  Later 
Roman  Empire  from  Arcadius  to  Irene, 
A.D.  390 - 800.  2  vols.  8VO.  32S. 

CASSEL  (Dr.  D.). —  Manual  of  Jewish 
History  and  Literature.  Translated  by 
Mrs.  Henry  Lucas.  Fcp.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

COX  (G.  V.). — Recollections  of  Oxford 
2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

ENGLISH  STATESMEN,  TWELVE. 
(See  Biography,  p.  4.) 

F1SKE  (John). — The  Critical  Period  in 
American  History,  1783 — 89.  Ext.  cr 
8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

-  The  Beginnings  of  New  England; 

or,  The  Puritan  Theocracy  in  its  Relations  to 
Civil  and  Religious  Liberty.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

-  The  American  Revolution.  2  vols. 

Cr.  8vo.  18s. 

- The  Discovery  of  America.  2  vols. 

Cr  8 vo.  1 8s. 

FRAMJI  (Dosabhai).  —  History  of  the 
ParsIs,  including  their  Manners,  Cus¬ 
toms,  P.ELIGION,  AND  PRESENT  POSITION. 
With  Illustrations.  2  vols.  Med.  8vo.  36s. 

FREEMAN  (Prof.  E.  A.). — History  of  the 
Cathedral  Church  of  Wells.  Cr.  8vo. 
3s.  6d. 

Old  English  History.  With  3  Coloured 
Maps.  9th  Edit.,  revised.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

Historical  Essays.  First  Series.  4th 
Edit.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

- 7~  Second  Series.  3rd  Edit.,  with 

Additional  Essays.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

-  -  Third  Series.  8vo.  12s. 

- Fourth  Series.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

-  The  Growth  of  the  English  Consti¬ 
tution  from  the  Earliest  Times,  sth 
Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

Comparative  Politics.  Lectures  at  the 
Royal  Institution.  To  which  is  added  “  The 
Unity  of  History.”  8vo.  14s. 

-  Subject  and  Neighbour  Lands  of 

Venice.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

-  English  Towns  and  Districts.  A 

Series  of  Addresses  and  Essays.  8vo.  14s. 

The  Office  of  the  PIistorical  Pro¬ 
fessor.  Cr.  8vo.  2s. 

-  Disestablishment  and  Disendow- 

ment  ;  What  are  they  ?  Cr.  8vo.  2s. 

-  Greater  Greece  and  Greater  Bri¬ 
tain  :  George  Washington  the  Ex¬ 
pander  of  England.  With  an  Appendix 
on  Imperial  Federation.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

■_  The  Mf:thods  of  Historical  Study. 
Eight  Lectures  at  Oxford.  8\  o.  ios.  6 d. 

-  The  Chief  Periods  of  European  His¬ 
tory.  With  Essay  on  u  Greek  Cities  under 
Roman  Rule.”  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

-  Four  Oxford  Lectures,  1887 ;  Fifty 

Years  of  European  History  ;  Teutonic 
Conquest  in  Gaul  and  Britain.  8vo.  5s. 

FRIEDMANN  (Paul).  (See  Biography.) 

GIBBINS  (H.  de  B.). — History  of  Com¬ 
merce  in  Europe.  Globe  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 
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■GREEN  (John  Richard). — A  Short  History 
of  the  English  People.  New  Edit.,  re¬ 
vised..  159th  Thousand.  Cr.  8vo.  Ss.6d. — 
Also  in  Parts,  with  Analysis.  3^.  each. — Part  1. 
607  1265 ;  II.  1204 — 1553  ;  III.  1540 — 1689; 

IV.  1660 — 1873.  —  Illustrated  Edition ,  in 
Parts.  Super  roy.  8vo.  is.  each  net. — Part 
1.  Oct.  1891.  Vois.  1.  and  II.  12s.  each  net. 

-  History  of  the  English  People.  In 

4  vols.  8vo.  1 6s.  each. 

-  The  Making  of  England.  8vo.  16s. 

-  The  Conquest  of  England.  With 

Maps  and  Portrait.  8vo.  18s. 

-  Readings  in  English  History.  In  3 

Parts.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6d.  each. 

'GREEN  (Alice  S.). — The  English  Town 
in  the  15TH  Century.  2  vols.  8vo. 
GUEST  (Dr.  E.). — Origines  Celtics.  Maps. 
2  vols.  8vo.  32s. 

GUEST  (M.  J.) — Lectures  on  the  History 
of  England.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HISTORY  PRIMERS.  Edited  by  John 
Richard  Green.  i8mo.  is.  each. 
Europe.  By  E.  A.  Freeman,  M.A. 
Greece.  By  C.  A.  Fyffe,  M.A. 

Rome.  By  Bishop  Creighton. 

France.  By  Charlotte  M.  Yonge. 
English  History,  rty  A.  B.  Buckley. 

HISTORICAL  COURSE  FOR  SCHOOLS. 
Ed.  by  Edw.  A.  Freeman,  D.C.L.  i8mo. 
General  Sketch  of  European  History. 

By  E.  A.  Freeman.  Maps.  3s.  6 d. 
History  of  England.  By  Edith  Thomp¬ 
son.  Coloured  Maps.  2s.  6 d. 

History  of  Scotland.  By  Margaret 
Mac  ARTHUR.  2S. 

History  of  Italy.  By  the  Rev.  W.  Hunt, 
M.A.  With  Coloured  Maps.  3s.  6d. 
History  of  Germany.  By  James  Sime, 
M.A.  3s. 

History  of  America.  By  J.  A.  Doyle. 
With  Maps.  4s.  6 d. 

History  of  European  Colonies.  By 
E.  J.  Payne,  M.A.  Maps.  4s.  6 d. 
History  of  France.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Yonge.  Maps.  y>s.  6 d. 

HOLE  (Rev.  C.). — Genealogical  Stemma 
of  the  Kings  of  England  and  France. 
On  a  Sheet,  is. 

3NGRAM  (T.  Dunbar).— A  History  of  the 
Legislative  Union  of  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

-  Two  Chapters  of  Irish  History:  i. 

The  Irish  Parliament  of  James  II.  ;  2.  The 
Alleged  Violation  of  the  Treaty  of  Limerick. 
8vo.  6s. 

JEBB  (Prof.  R.  C.). — Modern  Greece.  Two 
Lectures.  Crown  8vo.  5^. 

JENNINGS  (A.  C  ). — Chronological  Ta¬ 
bles  of  Ancient  History.  8vo.  53-. 

KEARY  (Annie). — The  Nations  Around. 
Cr.  8 vo.  4.?.  6 d. 

■KINGSLEY  (Charles). — The  Roman  and 
the  Teuton.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Historical  Lectures  and  Essays. 

Cr.  8vo.  3.L  6 d. 

-LABBERTON  (R.  H.).  ( See  Atlases.) 

’LEGGE  (Alfred  O.). — The  Growth  of  the 
Temporal  Power  of  the  Papacy.  Cr. 
8vo.  8^.  6d. 


LETHBRIDGE  (Sir  Roper). — A  Short  Man¬ 
ual  of  the  History  of  India.  Cr.  8vo.  5$. 

-  The  World’s  History.  Cr.8vo,swd.  1$. 

-  Easy  Introduction  to  the  History 

of  India.  Cr.  8vo,  sewed,  is.  6d. 

-  Historyof  England.  Cr.8vo,swd.  is.6d. 

-  Easy  Introduction  to  the  History 

and  Geography  of  Bengal.  Cr.8vo.  is.6d. 

LYTE  (H.  C.  Maxwell). — A  History  of  Eton 
College,  1440 — 1884.  Illustrated.  8vo.  21X. 

-  A  History  of  the  University  of 

Oxford,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to 
the  Year  1530.  8vo.  16 s. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.). — Greek  Life 
and  Thought,  from  the  Age  of  Alex¬ 
ander  to  the  Roman  Conquest.  Cr. 
8vo.  12 s.  6d. 

-  Social  Life  in  Greece,  from  Homer 

to  Menander  6th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  gs. 

-  The  Greek  World  under  Roman 

Sway,  from  Polybius  to  Plutarch.  Cr. 
8vo.  ios.  6d. 

- Problems  in  Greek  History.  Crown 

8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

MARRIOTT  (J.  A.  R.).  (See  Select  Bio¬ 

graphy,  p.  6.) 

MICHELET (M.). — A  Summary  of  Modern 
History.  Translated  by  M.  C.  M.  Simp¬ 
son.  Globe  8vo.  4 s.  6 d. 

MULLINGER(J.  B.). — Cambridge  Charac¬ 
teristics  in  the  Seventeenth  Century. 
Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

NORGATE  (Kate). — England  under  the 
Angevin  Kings.  In  2  vols.  8vo.  32^. 

OLTPHANT  (Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— The  Makers 
of  Florence:  Dante,  Giotto,  Savona¬ 
rola,  AND  THEIR  ClTY.  IlluStr.  Cr.  8vO. 
iar.  6 d. — Edition  de  Lzixe.  8vo.  21s.  net. 

-  The  Makers  of  Venice  :  Doges,  Con¬ 
querors,  Painters,  and  Men  of  Letters. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

-  Royal  Edinburgh  :  Her  Saints, 

Kings,  Prophets,  and  Poets.  Illustrated 
by  G.  Reid,  R.S.A.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

-  Jerusalem,  its  History  and  Hope. 

Illust.  8vo.  2 is • — Large  Paper  Edit.  50s.  net. 

OTTE  (E.  C.). — Scandinavian  History 
With  Maps.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

PALGRAVE  (Sir  F.). — History  of  Nor¬ 
mandy  and  of  England.  4  vols.  8vo.  4I.4S. 

PARKMAN  (Francis).  —  Montcalm  and 
Wolff:.  Library  Edition.  Illustrated  with 
Portraits  and  Maps.  2  vols.  8vo.  12s.  6d.  each. 

-  The  Collected  Works  of  Francis 

Parkman.  Popular  Edition.  In  10  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d.  each  ;  or  complete,  3l.13s.6d. 
— Pioneers  of  France  in  the  New  World, 
1  vol. ;  The  Jesuits  in  North  America, 
1  vol.  ;  La  Salle  and  the  Discovery  of 
the  Great  West,  i  vol.  ;  The  Oregon 
Trail,  i  vol.  ;  The  Old  Regime  in  Canada 
under  Louis  XIV.,  1  vol. ;  Count  Fron- 
TENAC  AND  New  FRANCE  UNDER  LOUIS 

XIV.,  i  vol.  ;  Montcalm  and  Wolfe,  2 
vols.  ;  The  Conspiracy  of  Pontiac,  2  vols. 

- A  Half  Century  of  Conflict.  2  vols. 

8vo.  25.G 

-  The  Oregon  Trail.  Illustrated.  Med. 

8vo.  21  s. 

PERKINS  (J.  B  ). — France  under  the 
Regency.  Cr.  8vo.  8.9.  6 d. 
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HISTORY — continued. 

POOLE  (R.  L.). — A  History  of  the  Hugue¬ 
nots  of  the  Dispersion  at  the  Recall 
of  the  Edict  of  Nantes.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
RHODES  (J.  F.). — History  of  the  United 
States  from  the  Compromise  of  1850  to 
1880.  2  vols.  8vo.  24 s. 

ROGERS  (Prof.  J.  E.  Thorold). — Historical 
Gleanings.  Cr.  8vo. — 1st  Series.  45-.  6 d. — 
2nd  Series.  6j. 

SAYCE  (Prof.  A.  H.). — The  Ancient  Em¬ 
pires  of  the  East.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
SEELEY  (Prof.  J.  R.).  —  Lectures  and 
Essays.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

-  The  Expansion  of  England.  Two 

Courses  of  Lectures.  Cr.  8vo.  4 y.  6 d. 

■  -  Our  Colonial  Expansion.  Extracts 

from  the  above.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

SEWELL  (E.  M.)  and  YONGE  (C.  M.).— 
European  History,  narrated  in  a 
Series  of  Historical  Selections  from 
the  best  Authorities.  2  vols.  3rd  Edit. 
Cr.  8vo.  6^.  each. 

SHUCKBURGH  (E.  S.). — A  School  His¬ 
tory  of  Rome.  Cr.  8vo.  \In preparation . 

STEPHEN  (Sir  J.  Fitzjames,  Bart.). — The 
Story  of  Nuncomar  and  the  Impeach¬ 
ment  of  Sir  Elijah  Impey.  2  vols.  Cr. 
8vo.  15^. 

TAIT  (C.  W.  A.). — Analysis  of  English 
History,  based  on  Green’s  “  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  the  English  People.”  Cr.  8vo. 
4s.  6d. 

TOUT  (T.  F.). — Analysis  of  English  His¬ 
tory.  i8mo.  is. 

TREVELYAN  (Sir  Geo.  Otto). — Cawnpore. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WHEELER  (J.  Talbojfs). — Primer  of  In¬ 
dian  History,  Asiatic  and  European. 
i8mo.  14. 

-  College  History  of  India,  Asiatic 

and  European.  Cr.  8vo.  34. ;  swd.  2s.  6 d. 

■  -  A  Short  History  of  India.  With  Maps. 

Cr.  8vo.  12s. 

- -  India  under  British  Rule.  8vo.  124.6^. 

WOOD  (Rev.  E.  G.). — The  Regal  Power 
of  THE  Church.  8vo.  44.  6 d. 

YONGE  (Charlotte). — Cameos  from  English 
History.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  5.?.  each.— Vol.  it. 
From  Rollo  to  Edward  II. ;  Vol.  2.  The 
Wars  in  France;  Vol.  3.  The  Wars  of 
the  Roses  ;  Vol.  4.  Reformation  Times  ; 
Vol.  5.  England  and  Spain  ;  Vol.  6.  Forty 
Years  of  Stewart  Rule  (1603 — 43) ;  Vol.  7. 
The  Rebellion  and  Restoration  (1642 — 
1678). 

The  Victorian  Half-Century.  Cr. 

8 vo.  is.  6d.  ;  sewed,  is. 

■  -  The  Story  of  the  Christians  and 

Moors  in  Spain.  i8mo.  44.  6 d. 

HORTICULTURE.  (-S>p  Gardening.) 

HYGIENE. 

BERNERS  (J.) — First  Lessons  on  Health. 
i8mo.  is. 

BLYTH  (A.  Wynter). — A  Manual  of  Public 
Health,  8vo.  ijs.  net. 


BROWNE  (J.  H.  Balfour). — Water  Supply. 
Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

CORFIELD  (Dr.  W.  H.).— The  Treatment 
and  Utilisation  of  Sewage.  3rd  Edit. 
Revised  by  the  Author,  and  by  Louis  C. 
Parkes,  M.D.  8vo.  i 6s. 

GOODFELLOW(J.). — The  Dietetic  Value 
of  Bread.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — Sanitary  and  So¬ 
cial  Lectures.  Cr.  8vo.  34. 6 d. 

-  Health  and  Education.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

REYNOLDS  (Prof.  Osborne). — Sewer  Gas, 
and  How  to  kbep  it  out  of  Houses.  3rd 
Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  14. 6d. 

RICHARDSON  (Dr.  B.  W.).— Hygkia  :  A 
City  of  Health.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

-  The  Future  of  Sanitary  Science 

Cr.  8vo.  i4. 

-  On  Alcohol.  Cr.  8vo.  14. 

HYMNOLOGY. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  35.) 

ILLUSTRATED  BOOKS. 

BALCH  (Elizabeth).  —  Glimpses  of  Old 
English  Homes.  Gl.  4to.  144. 

BLAKE.  (See  Biography,  p.  3.) 

BOUGHTON  (G.  H.)  and  ABBEY  (E.  A.). 

(Ape  Voyages  and  Travels.) 

CHRISTMAS  CAROL  (A).  Printed  iiY 
Colours,  with  Illuminated  Borders.  4to.  214. 

DAYS  WITH  SIR  ROGER  DE  COVER- 
LEY.  From  the  Spectator.  Illustrated  by 
Hugh  Thomson.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. — Also  with 
uncut  edges,  paper  label.  64. 

DELL  (E.  C.). — Pictures  from  Shelley. 
Engraved  by  J.  D.  Cooper.  Folio.  214.  net. 

GASKELL  (Mrs.). — Cranford.  Illustrated 
by  Hugh  Thomson.  Cr.  8vo.  64.— Also- 
with  uncut  edges  paper  label.  64. 

GOLDSMITH  (Oliver).  —  The  Vicar  of 
Wakefield.  New  Edition,  with  182  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Hugh  Thomson.  Preface  by 
Austin  Dobson.  Cr.  8vo.  64.— Also  with 
Uncut  Edges,  paper  label.  64. 

GREEN  (John  Richard).  —  Illustrated 
Edition  of  the  Short  History  of  the 
English  People.  In  Parts.  Sup.  roy.  8vo. 
14.  each  net.  Part  I.  Oct.  1891.  Vols.  I.  and 
II  124.  each  net. 

GRIMM.  (See  Books  for  the  Young.) 

HALLWARD  (R.  F.). — Flowers  of  Para¬ 
dise.  Music,  Verse,  Design,  Illustration.  64. 

HAM  ERTON  ( P.  G.). — Man  in  Art  With 
Etchings  and  Photogravures.  3 1.  134.  6d.  net. 
— Large  Paper  Edition.  10/.  104.  net. 

IRVING  (Washington).— Old  Christmas. 

F rom  the  Sketch  Book.  Illustr.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.  Gilt  edges.  Cr.  8vo.  64.— Also- 
with  uncut  edges,  paper  label.  64. -Large 
Paper  Edition.  304.  net. 

Bracebridge  Hall.  Illustr.  by  Ran¬ 
dolph  Caldecott.  Gilt  edges.  Cr.  8vo. 
64.— Also  with  uncut  edges,  paper  label.  64- 
Old  Christmas  and  Bracebridge 
Hall.  Edition  de  Luxe.  Roy.  8vo.  214. 
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KINGSLEY  (Charles). — The  WaterBabies. 
(-SYe  Books  for  the  Young.) 

-  The  Heroes.  (.S>r  Books  for  the  Young.) 

-  Glaucus.  (See  Natural  History.) 

LANG  (Andrew). — The  Library.  With  a 
Chapter  on  Modern  English  Illustrated 
Books,  by  Austin  Dobson.  Cr.  Svo.  4 s.  6d. 
—  Large  Paper  Edition.  2ij.  net. 

LYTE  :  H.  C.  Maxwell).  ( See  History.) 

MAHAFFY  (Rev.  Prof.  J.  P.)  and  ROGERS 
(J.  E.).  ( See  Voyages  and  Travels.) 

MEREDITH  (L.  A.). — Bush  Friends  in 
Tasmania.  Native  Flowers,  Fruits,  and 
Insects,  with  Prose  and  Verse  Descriptions. 
Folio.  52 s.  6 d.  net. 

OLD  SONGS.  With  Drawings  by  E.  A. 
Abbey andA.  Parsons.  4to,mor.gilt.  3ir.6a?. 

PROPERT  (J.  L.).  ( See  Art.) 

STUART,  RELICS  OF  THE  ROYAL 
HOUSE  OF.  Illustrated  by  40  Plates  in 
Colours  drawn  from  Relics  of  the  Stuarts  by 
William  Gibb.  With  an  Introduction  by 
John  Skelton,  C.B.,  LL.D.,  and  Descrip¬ 
tive  Notes  by  W.  St.  John  Hope.  Folio, 
half  morocco,  gilt  edges.  10/.  ior.  net. 

TENNYSON  (Lord  H.). — Jack  and  the 
Bean-Stalk.  English  Hexameters.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  R.  Caldecott.  Fcp.  4to.  3s.  6d. 

TRISTRAM  (W.  O.). — Coaching  Days  and 
Coaching  Ways.  Must.  H.  Railton  and 
Hugh  Thomson.  Ext.  cr.  4to.  31J.  6 d. 

TURNER’S  LIBER  STUDIORUM :  A 
Description  and  a  Catalogue.  By  W.  G. 
Rawlinson.  Med.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

WALTON  and  COTTON— LOWELL.— The 
Complete  Angler.  With  Introduction  by 
Jas.  Russell  Lowell.  2  vols.  Ext.  cr.  8vo. 
52 s.  6d.  net. 

LANGUAGE.  (See  Philology.) 

LAW. 

BERNARD  (M.). — Four  Lectures  on  Sub- 
jects  connected  with  Diplomacy.  8vo.  gs. 

BIGELOW  (M.  M.). — History  of  Proce¬ 
dure  in  England  from  the  Norman 
Conquest,  1066-1204.  8vo.  16s. 

BOUTMY  (E.).  —  Studies  in  Constitu¬ 
tional  Law.  Transl.  by  Mrs.  Dicey.  Pre¬ 
face  by  Prof.  A.  V.  Dicey.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

- -  The  English  Constitution.  Transl. 

by  Mrs.  Eaden.  Introduction  by  Sir  F. 
Pollock,  Bart.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

CHERRY  (R.  R.).  —  Lectures  on  the 
Growth  of  Criminal  Law  in  Ancient 
Communities.  8vo.  5s.  net. 

DICEY  (Prof.  A.  V.). — Lectures  Introduc¬ 
tory  to  t”e  Study  of  the  Law  of  the 
Constitution.  3rd  Edit.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

ENGLISH  CITIZEN  SERIES,  THE. 
(See  Politics.) 

HOLLAND  (Prof.  T.  E.).— The  Treaty  Re¬ 
lations  of  Russia  and  Turkey,  from 
1774  to  1853.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s. 

HOLMES  (O.  W.,  jun.).  — The  Common 
Law.  8vo.  12s. 


LIGHTWOOD  (J.  M.). — The  Nature  of 
Positive  Law.  8vo.  121-.  6d. 

MAITLAND  (F.  W.). — Pleas  of  the  Crown 
for  the  County  of  Gloucester,  a.d.  1221. 
8vo.  js.  6d. 

-  Justice  and  Police.  Cr.  8vo.  3r.  6d. 

MONAHAN  (James  H.).— The  Method  of 
Law.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

P ATERSON  (James). — Commentaries  on 
the  Liberty  of  the  Subject,  and  the 
Laws  of  England  relating  to  the  Se¬ 
curity  of  the  Person.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  21s. 

The  Liberty  of  the  Press,  Speech, 
and  Public  Worship.  Cr.  8vo.  12s. 

PHILLIMORE  (John  G.). — Private  Law 
among  the  Romans.  Svo.  6s. 

POLLOCK  (Sir  F.,  Bart.). — Essays  in  Juris¬ 
prudence  and  Ethics.  8vo.  ior.  6 d. 

The  Land  Laws.  Cr.  Svo.  34.  6 d. 

-  Leading  Cases  done  into  English. 

Cr.  8vo.  3.1.  6 d. 

RICHEY  (Alex.  G.). — The  Irish  Land  Laws. 
Cr.  8vo.  3 s.  6 d. 

SELBORNE  (Earl  of). — Judicial  Proce¬ 
dure  in  the  Privy  Council.  8vo.  14.  net. 

STEPHEN  (Sir  J.  Fitzjames,  Bart.). — A  Di¬ 
gest  of  the  Law  of  Evidence.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  A  Digest  of  the  Criminal  Law  : 

Crimes  and  Punishments.  4th  Ed.  8vo.  16 s. 

-  A  Digest  of  the  Law  of  Criminal 

Procedure  in  Indictable  Offences.  By 
Sir  J.  F.,  Bart.,  and  Herbert  Stephen, 
LL.M.  8vo.  12s.  6d. 

-  A  History  of  the  Criminal  Law  of 

England.  3  vols.  8vo.  48s-. 

-  A  General  View  of  the  Criminal 

Law  of  England.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  144. 

STEPFIEN  (J.  K.). — International  Law 
and  International  Relations.  Cr. 
8vo.  64. 

WILLIAMS  (S.  E.). — Forensic  Facts  and 
Fallacies.  Globe  8vo.  44.  6<A 

LETTERS.  (See  under  Literature,  p.  20.) 

LIFE-BOAT. 

GILMORE  (Rev.  John). — Storm  Warriors  ; 
or,  Life-Boat  Work  on  the  Goodwin  Sands. 
Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

LEWIS  (Richard). — History  of  the  Life- 
Boat  and  its  Work.  Cr.  8vo.  54. 

LIGHT.  (See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

LITERATURE. 

History  and  Criticism  of — Commentaries, 
etc. — Poetry  and  the  Drama — Poetical  Col¬ 
lections  and  Selections — Prose  Fiction — Col¬ 
lected  Works,  Essays,  Lectures,  Letters, 
Miscellaneous  Works. 

History  and  Criticism  of. 

■  (See  also  Essays,  p.  20.) 

ARNOLD  (M.).  (See  Essays,  p.  20.) 

BROOKE  (Stopford  A.). — A  Primer  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature.  i8mo.  tv.  —  Large 
Paper  Edition.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

-  A  History  of  Early  English  Litera¬ 
ture.  2  vols.  8vo.  20s.  net. 
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LITERATURE. 

History  and  Criticism  of —continued. 
CLASSICAL  WRITERS.  Edited  by  John 
Richard  Green.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6d.  each. 
Demosthenes.  By  Prof.  Butcher,  M.A. 
Euripides.  By  Prof.  Mahaffy. 

Livy.  By  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Capes,  M.A. 
Milton.  By  Stopford  A.  Brooke. 
Sophocles.  By  Prof.  L.  Campbell,  M.A. 
Tacitus.  By Messrs.CHURCH and  Brodribb. 
Vergil.  By  Prof.  Nettleship,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS.  (See, 

Biography,  p.  4.) 

HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE. 
In  4  vols.  Cr.  8vo. 

Earlv  English  Literature.  By  Stop- 
ford  Brooke,  M.A.  [In preparation. 
Elizabethan  Literature  (1560 — 1665). 

By  George  Saintsbury.  is.  6 d. 
Eighteenth  Century  Literature  (1660 
— 1780).  By  Edmund  Gosse,  M.A.  ys.6d. 
The  Modern  Period.  By  Prof.  Dowden. 

[In  preparation . 
JEBB  (Prof.  R.  C.). — A  Primer  of  Greek 
Literature.  i8mo.  is. 

-  The  Attic  Orators,  from  Antiphon 

to  Isaeos.  2  vols  8vo.  25.1. 

JOHNSON’S  LIVES  OF  THE  POETS. 
Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  Addison,  Swift, 
and  Gray.  With  Macaulay’s  “Life  of 
Johnson  ”  Ed.  by  M.  Arnold.  Cr.8vo.  4s. 6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).  —  Literary  and 
General  Lectures.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

MAPIAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.). — A  History  of 
Classical  Greek  Literature.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo. — Vol.  1.  The  Poets.  With  an 
Appendix  on  Homer  by  Prof.  Sayce.  In  2 
Parts. — Vol.  2.  The  Prose  Writers.  In  3 
Parts.  4J.  6 d.  each. 

MORLEY  (John).  (See  Collected  Works, 
P-  23-) 

NICHOL  (Prof.  J.)  and  McCORMICK  (Prof 
(W.  S.). — A  Short  History  of  English 
Literature.  Globe  8vo.  [In  preparation, 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— The  Lite- 
rary  History  of  England  in  the  End 
OF  THE  18TH  and  BEGINNING  OF  THE  19TH 
Century.  3  vols.  8vo.  21s. 

RYLAND  (F.). — Chronological  Outlines 
of  English  Literature.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WARD  (Prof.  A.  W.). — A  History  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Dramatic  Literature,  to  the 
Death  of  Queen  Anne,  2  vols.  8vo.  32J, 

WILKINS  (Prof.  A.  S.). — A  Primer  of  Ro¬ 
man  Literature.  r8mo.  ij. 

Commentaries,  etc. 

BROWNING. 

A  Primer  on  Browning.  By  Mary  Wilson, 
Cr.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

DANTE. 

Readings  on  the  Purgatorio  of  Dante. 
Chiefly  based  on  the  Commentary  of  Ben¬ 
venuto  da  Imola.  By  the  Hon.  W.  W. 
Vernon,  M.A.  •  With  an  Introduction  by 
Dean  Church.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  24s. 


HOMER. 

Homeric  Dictionary.  (See  Dictionaries.) 
The  Problem  of  the  Homeric  Poems. 

By  Prof.  W.  D.  Geddes.  8vo.  I4J. 
Homeric  Synchronism.  An  Inquiry  into 
the  Time  and  Place  of  Homer.  By  the 
Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
Primer  of  Homer.  By  the  same.  i8mo.  is. 
Landmarks  of  Homeric  Study,  together 
with  an  Essay  on  the  Points  of  Con. 
tact  between  the  Assyrian  Tablets 
and  the  Homeric  Text.  By  the  same. 
Cr.  8vo.  2S.6d. 

Companion  to  the  Iliad  for  English 
Readers.  By  W.  Leaf,  Litt.D.  Crown, 
8vo.  'js.  6 d. 

HORACE. 

Studies,  Literary  and  Historical,  in 
the  Odes  of  Horace.  By  A.  W.  Ver- 
rall,  Litt.D.  8vo.  Zs.  id. 

SHAKESPEARE. 

Shakespeare  Glossary.  ^^Dictionaries. 
A  Primer  of  Shakspere.  By  Prof.  Dow- 
den.  iSmo.  is. 

A  Shakespearian  Grammar.  By  Rev. 

E.  A.  Abbott.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  fij. 
Shakespeareana  Genealogica.  By  G.  R. 
French.  8vo.  15^. 

A  Selection  from  the  Lives  in  North’s 
Plutarch  which  illustrate  Shakes¬ 
peare’s  Plays.  Edited  by  Rev.  W.  W. 
Skeat,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

Short  Studies  of  Shakespeare’s  Plots. 
By  Prof.  Cyril  Ransome.  Cr.  8vo.  35.  6d. 
—Also  separately  :  Hamlet,  9 d. ;  Mac¬ 
beth,  9 d.  ;  Tempest,  9 d. 

Caliban:  A  Critique  on  “The  Tempest*’ 
and  “  A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.  1  By 
Sir  Daniel  Wilson.  8vo.  roj.  6d. 

TENNYSON. 

A  Companion  to  “In  Memoriam.”  By 
Elizabeth  R.  Chapman.  Globe  8vo.  2 s. 

WORDSWORTH. 

Wordsworthiana  :  A  Selection  of  Papers 
read  to  the  Wordsworth  Society.  Edited 
by  W.  Knight.  Cr.  8vo.  7 v.  6 d. 

Poetry  and  the  Drama. 

ALDRICH  (T.  Bailey). — The  Sisters’  Tra¬ 
gedy  :  with  other  Poems,  Lyrical  and  Dra¬ 
matic.  Fcp.  8vo.  3.9.  6d.  net. 

AN  ANCIENT  CITY  :  and  other  Poems. 
Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

ANDERSON  (A.). — Ballads  and  Sonnets. 
Cr.  8vo.  5-r. 

.ARNOLD  (Matthew).  —  The  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  New  Edition.  3  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.  7,9.  6 d.  each. 

Vol.  1.  Early  Poems,  Narrative  Poems 
and  Sonnets. 

Vol.  2.  Lyric  and  Elegiac  Poems. 

Vol.  3.  Dramatic  and  Later  Poems. 

-  Complete  Poetical  Works,  i  vol. 

Cr.  8vo.  7 j.  6 d. 

-  Selected  Poems.  i8mo.  4$.  6 d. 
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AUSTIN  (Alfred). — Poetical  Works.  New 
Collected  Edition.  6  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  $s.  each. 

Vol.  1.  The  Tower  of  Babel. 

Vol.  2.  Savonarola,  etc. 

Vol.  3.  Prince  Lucifer. 

Vol.  4.  The  Human  Tragedy. 

Vol.  5.  Lyrical  Poems. 

Vol.  6.  Narrative  Pof,ms. 

-  Soliloquies  in  Song.  Cr.  8vo.  6.?. 

-  At  the  Gate  of  the  Convent  :  and 

other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

■  - -  Madonna’s  Child.  Cr.  4to.  3^.  6 d. 

-j  -  Rome  or  Death.  Cr.  4to.  9^. 

\  -  The  Golden  Age.  Cr.  8vo.  5 s. 

-  The  Season.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

-  Love’s  Widowhood.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

- English  Lyrics.  Cr.  8vo.  3Y.  6 d. 

■  -  Fortunatus  the  Pessimist.  Cr.8vo.  6s. 

BETSY  LEE  :  A  Fo’c’s’le  Yarn.  Ext.  fcp. 
8vo.  3s.  6d. 

BLACKIE  (John  Stuart). — Messis  Vitae  : 
Gleanings  of  Song  from  a  Happy  Life.  Cr. 

!  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

- -  The  Wise  Men  of  Greece.  In  a  Series 

)  of  Dramatic  D,  dogues.  Cr.  8vo.  9s. 

- -  Goethe’s  Faust.  Translated  into  Eng- 

1  lish  Verse.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  9s. 

BLAKE.  ( See  Biography,  p.  3.) 

BROOKE  (Stopford  A.). — Riquet  of  the 
Tuft  :  A  Love  Drama.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Poems.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

1  BROWN  (T.  E.). — The  Manx  Witch  :  and 
)  other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

BURGON  (Dean). — Poems.  Ex.fcp.8vo.  4s. 6d. 

BURNS.  The  Poetical  Works.  With  a 
Biographical  Memoir  by  Alexander  Smith. 
In  2  vols.  Fcp.  8vo.  10s.  (See  also  Globe 
Library,  p.  21.) 

BUTLER  (Samuel). — Hudibras.  Edit,  by 
Alfred  Milnes.  Fcp.  8vo. — Part  I.  3s.  6 d. ; 
Parts  II.  and  III.  4 s.  6d. 

BYRON.  (See  Golden  Treasury  Series, 
p.  21.) 

CALDERON. — Select  Plays.  Edited  by 
Norman  Maccoll.  Cr.  8vo.  14 s. 

CAUTLEY  (G.  S.).— A  Century  of  Em- 
blems.  With  Illustrations  by  Lady  Marion 
Alford.  Small  4to.  10s.  6 d. 

CLOUGH  (A.  H.). — Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.6d. 

COLERIDGE :  Poetical  and  Dramatic 
Works.  4  vols.  Fcp.  8vo.  31  s.  6d. — Also 
an  Edition  on  Large  Paper,  2/.  12 s.  6d. 

COLQUHOUN. — Rhymes  and  Chimes.  By 
F.  S.  Colquhoun  (nee  F.  S.  Fuller  Mait¬ 
land).  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

COWPER.  (See  Globe  Library,  p.  21  ; 
Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  21.) 

CRAIK  (Mrs.). — Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

DOYLE  (Sir  F.  H.). — The  Return  of  the 
Guards  :  and  other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

DRYDEN.  (See  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

EMERSON.  (See  Collected  Works,  p.  21.) 

EVANS  (Sebastian).  —  Brother  Fabian’s 
Manuscript  :  and  other  Poems.  Fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

-  In  the  Studio  :  A  Decade  of  Poems. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  5 s. 


FITZ  GERALD  (Caroline). —  Venetia  Vic- 
trix  :  and  other  Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

FITZGERALD  (Edward). — The  Rubaiyat 
of  Omar  KhAyyam.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  ios.  6d» 

FO’C’SLE  YARNS,  including  “  Betsy  Lee,” 
and  other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

FRASER-TVTLER.  —  Songs  in  Minor 
Keys.  By  C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler  (Mrs. 
Edward  Liddell).  2nd  Edit.  i8mo.  6s. 

FURNIVALL  (F.  J.). — Le  Morte  Arthur. 
Edited  from  the  Harleian  MSS.  2252,  in  the 
British  Museum.  Fcp.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

GARNETT  (R.). — Idylls  and  Epigrams. 
Chiefly  from  the  Greek  Anthology.  Fcp. 
8vo.  2s.  6d. 

GOETHE. — Faust.  (See  Blackie.) 

-  Reynard  the  Fox.  Transl.  into  English 

Verse  by  A.  D.  Ainslie.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

GOLDSMITH. — The  Traveller  and  the 
Deserted  Village.  With  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  Arthur  Barrett,  B.A.  is.  9 d. ; 
sewed,  is.6d. — The  Traveller  (separately), 
sewed,  is. — By  J.  W.  Hales.  Cr.  8vo.  6 d. 
(See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

GRAHAM  (David). — King  James  I.  An 
Historical  Tragedy.  Globe  8vo.  7 s. 

GRAY. — Poems.  With  Introduction  and  Notes,, 
by  J.  Bradshaw,  LL.D.  Gl.  8vo.  is.  9 d. 
sewed,  is.  6 d.  (See  also  Collected  Works, 
p.  22.) 

HALLWARD.  (See  Illustrated  Books.) 

HAYES  (A.). — The  March  of  Man  :  and 
other  Poems.  Fcp.  8vo.  3 s.  6 d.  net. 

HERRICK.  (See  Golden  Treasury  Se¬ 
ries,  p.  21.) 

HOPKINS  (Ellice). — Autumn  Swallows 
A  Book  of  Lyrics.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

HOSKEN  ( J.  D. ).  —  Phaon  and  Sappho,  AND- 
Nimrod.  Fcp.  8vo.  5.1. 

JONES  (H.  A.). — Saints  and  Sinners. 
Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3.1.  6 d. 

KEATS.  ( See  Golden  Treasury  Series. 
p.  21.) 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — Poems.  Cr.  8vo. 

3f.  6d. — Pocket  Edition.  i8mo.  if.  6d. — 
Eversley  Edition.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  ioj. 

LAMB.  (See  Collected  Works,  p.  22.) 

LANDOR.  (See  Golden  Treasury  Series, 
p.  22.) 

LONGFELLOW.  (See  Golden  Treasury 
Series,  p.  22.) 

LOWELL  (J as.  Russell). — Complete  Poeti¬ 
cal  Works.  i8mo.  4f.  6 d. 

• - With  Introduction  by  Thomas  Hughes, 

and  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

■ - Heartsease  and  Rue.  Cr.  8vo.  Sf. 

-  Old  English  Dramatists.  Cr.  8vo.  Jj. 

(See  also  Collected  Works,  p.  23,) 

LUCAS  (F.).— Sketches  of  Rural  Life. 
Poems.  Globe  8vo.  5s. 
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MEREDITH  (George).  —  A  Reading  of 
Earth.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo,  $s. 

- -  Poems  and  Lyrics  of  the  Joy  of 

Earth.  Ext.  fcp,  8vo.  65. 

-  Ballads  and  Poems  of  Tragic  Life. 

Cr.  8vo.  6.S-. 

- Modern  Love.  Ex.  fcap.  8vo.  5 s. 

-  The  Empty  Purse.  Fcp.  8vo.  5^. 

■MILTON. — Poetical  Works.  Edited,  with 
Introductions  and  Notes,  by  Prof.  David 
Masson,  M.A.  3  vols.  8vo.  2I.  2s. — [Uni¬ 
form  with  the  Cambridge  Shakespeare.] 

- Edited  by  Prof.  Masson.  3  vols. 

Fcp.  8vo.  15^. 

- - Globe  Edition.  Edited  by  Prof. 

Masson.  Globe  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Paradise  Lost,  Books  i  and  2.  Edited 

by  Michael  Macmillan,  B.A.  is.  9 d.  ; 
sewed,  is.  6 d. — Books  i  and  2  (separately), 
is.  3 d.  each  ;  sewed,  is.  each. 

-  L’Allegro,  II  Penseroso,  Lycidas, 

Arcades,  Sonnets,  etc.  Edited  by  Wm. 
Bell,  M.A.  is.  9 d. ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

-  -  Comus.  By  the  same.  is.  3 d.  ;  swd.  is. 

-  Samson  Agonistes.  Edited  by  H.  M. 

Percival,  M.A.  2s.  ;  sewed,  is.  9 d. 

MOULTON  (Louise  Chandler).  —  In  the 
Garden  of  Dreams  :  Lyrics  and  Sonnets. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Swallow  Flights.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

MUDIE  (C.  E.). — Stray  Leaves:  Poems. 
4th  Edit.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

MYERS  (E.). — The  Puritans  :  A  Poem. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

-  Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

-  -  The  Defence  of  Rome:  and  other 

Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  5s. 

- -  The  Judgment  of  Prometheus:  and 

other  Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

MYERS  (F.  W.  H.).— The  Renewal  of 
Youth  :  and  other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 
-  St.  Paul  :  A  Poem.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  2s.6d. 

NORTON  (Hon.  Mrs.).— The  Lady  of  La 
Garaye.  9th  Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

PALGRAVE(Prof.F.T.). — Original  Hymns. 
3rd  Edit.  i8mo.  is.  6 d. 

-  Lyrical  Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

- -  Visions  of  England.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

-  Amenophis.  i8mo.  4s.  6 d. 

PALGRAVE  (W.  G.).— A  Vision  of  Life: 
Semblance  and  Reality.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  net. 

PEEL  (Edmund). — Echoes  from  Horeb  : 
and  other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d 

POPE.  {See  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

RAWNSLEY  (H.  D.).— Poems,  Ballads, 
and  Bucolics.  Fcp.  8vo.  5s. 

ROSCOE  (W.  C.).—  Poems.  Edit,  by  E.  M. 
Roscoe.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  net. 

ROSSETTI  (Christina). — Poems.  New  Col¬ 
lected  Edition.  Globe  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

-  A  Pageant  :  and  other  Poems.  Ext. 

fcp.  8vo.  6s. 


SCOTT. — The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel, 
and  The  Lady  of  the  Lake.  Edited  by 
Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave.  is. 

-  The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.  By 

G.  H.  Stuart,  M.A.,  and  E.  H.  Elliot, 
B.A.  Globe  8vo.  2s.  ;  sewed,  is.  9 d. — Canto 
I.  9 d. — Cantos  I. — III.  and  IV. — VI.  is.  3 d. 
each  ;  sewed,  is.  each. 

-  Marmion.  Edited  by  Michael  Mac¬ 
millan,  B.A.  3s.  ;  sewed,  2s.  6d. 

-  Marmion,  and  The  Lord  of  the  Isles. 

By  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave.  is. 

-  The  Lady  of  the  Lake.  By  G.  H. 

Stuart,  M.A.  Gl.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. ;  swd.  2s. 

-  Rokeby.  By  Michael  Macmillan, 

B.A.  3s. ;  sewed,  2s.  6d. 

{See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

SHAIRP  (John  Campbell). — Glen  Desseray: 
and  other  Poems,  Lyrical  and  Elegiac.  Ed. 
by  F.  T.  Palgrave.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

SHAKESPEARE. — The  Works  of  William 
Shakespeare.  Cambridge  Edition.  New 
and  Revised  Edition,  by  W.  Aldis  Wright, 
M.A.  9  vols.  8vo.  1  os.  6 d.  each. 

- Victoria  Edition.  In  3  vols. — Come¬ 
dies;  Histories;  Tragedies.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s.  each. 

-  The  Tempest.  With  Introduction  and 

Notes,  by  K.  Deighton..  Gl.  8vo.  is.  9 d.  ; 
sewed,  is.  6d. 

-  Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  2s. ;  sewed, 

is.  9  d. 

-  A  Midsummer  Night’s  Dream,  is.  9 d.  ; 

sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  The  Merchant  of  Venice,  is.  9 d.  ; 

sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  As  You  Like  It.  is.  9 d.  ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

-  Twelfth  Night,  is.  9 d.  ;  sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  The  Winter’s  Tale.  2s.;  sewed,  is.  gd. 

-  King  John.  is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.6d. 

-  Richard  II.  is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  Henry  V.  is.  gd. ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

-  Richard  III.  By  C.  H.  Tawney,  M.A. 

2s.  6 d. ;  sewed,  2s. 

-  Coriolanus.  By  K.  Deighton.  2s.  6 d.  ; 

sewed,  2s. 

-  Julius  C/esar.  is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  Macbeth,  is.  gd. ;  sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  Hamlet.  2s.  6 d.  ;  sewed,  2s. 

-  King  Lear.  is.  gd. ;  sewed,  is.  6 d. 

-  Othello.  2s.  ;  sewed,  is.  gd. 

-  Antony  and  Cleopatra.  2s.  6d. ;  swd.  2  j. 

-  Cymbeline.  2s .  6 d. ;  sewed,  2s. 

{See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21  ;  Golden 
Treasury  Series,  p.  21.) 

SHELLEY. — Complete  Poetical  Works 
Edited  by  Prof.  Dowden.  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo 
7s.6d.  {See  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  21.) 

SMITH  (C.  Barnard). — Poems.  Fcp.  8vo.  5s. 

SMITH  (Horace). — Poems.  Globe  8vo.  5s. 

-  Interludes.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

SPENSER.  {See  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

STEPHENS  (J.  B.). — Convict  Once:  and 
other  Poems.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

STRETTELL  (Alma). — Spanish  and  Ital¬ 
ian  Folk  Songs.  Illustr.  Roy.i6mo.  i2s.6d. 

SYMONS  (Arthur).  —  Days  and  Nights. 
Globe  8vo.  6^. 
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TENNYSON  (Lord). —  Complete  Works. 
New  and  Enlarged  Edition,  with  Portrait. 
Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6.'/. — School  Edition .  In  Four 
Parts.  Cr.  8vo.  zs,  6 d.  each. 

-  Poetical  Works.  Pocket  Edition, , 

i8mo,  morocco,  gilt  edges,  ys.  6d.  net. 

Works.  Library  Edition.  In  8  vols. 
Globe  8vo.  5 j-.  each.  [Each  volume  may  be 
had  separately.] — Poems,  2  vols. — Idylls  of 
the  King.— The  Princess,  and  Maud. — 
Enoch  Arden,  and  In  Memoriam. — Bal¬ 
lads,  and  other  Poems. — Queen  Mary,  and 
Harold. — Becket,  and  other  Plays. 

-  Works.  Ext. fcp.  8vo.  Edition,  on  Hand¬ 
made  Paper.  In  7  vols.  (supplied  in  ^ets 
only).  3 1.  13s.  6d. — Early  Poems. — Lucre¬ 
tius,  and  other  Poems. — Idylls  of  the 
King. — The  Princess,  and  Maud. — Enoch 
Arden,  and  In  Memoriam. — Queen  Mary, 
and  Harold. — Ballads,  and  other  Poems. 

- 7  Works.  Miniature  Edition^  in  16  vols., 

viz.  The  Poetical  Works.  12  vols.  in  a 
box.  25 j. — The  Dramatic  Works.  4  vols. 
in  a  box.  ioj-.  6 d. 

-  Works.  Miniature  Edition  on  India 

Paper.  Poetical  and  Dkamatic  Works. 
8  vols.  in  a  box.  40^.  net. 

• -  The  Original  Editions.  Fcp.  8vo. 

Poems.  6s. 

Maud  :  and  other  Poems.  3s.  6d. 

The  Princess.  3s.  6d. 

The  Holy  Grail  :  and  other  Poems.  4^.6^. 
Ballads  :  and  other  Poems.  5s. 

Harold  :  A  Drama.  6s. 

Queen  Mary  :  A  Drama.  6s. 

The  Cup,  and  The  Falcon.  5s. 

Becket.  6s. 

Tires ias  :  and  other  Poems.  6s. 

Locksley  Hall  sixty  years  after,  etc.  6s. 
Demeter  :  and  other  Poems.  6s. 

The  Foresters:  Robin  Hood  and  Maid 
Marian.  6s. 

The  Death  of  Oenone,  Akbar’s  Dream, 
and  other  Poems.  6s. 

-  Tne  Royal  Edition.  1  vol.  8vo.  16s. 

-  The  Tennyson  Birthday  Book.  Edit. 

by  Emily  Shakespear.  i8mo.  2s.  6d. 

-  -  The  Brook.  With  20  Illustrations  by  A. 

Woodruff.  32mo.  2s.  6d. 

-  Songs  from  Tennyson’s  Writings. 

Square  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

-  Selections  from  Tennyson.  With  In¬ 
troduction  and  Notes,  by  F.  J.  Rowe,  M.A., 
and  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A.  Globe  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  -  Enoch  Arden.  By  W.  T,  Webb,  M.A. 

Globe  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

-  Aylmer’s  Field.  By  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A. 

Globe  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

-  -  The  Coming  of  Arthur,  and  The  Pass- 

ingof  Arthur.  ByF.J.RowE.  Gl.Svo.  2s. 6d. 

- T he  Princess.  By  P.  M.  Wallace,  M.A. 

Globe  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  Gareth  and  Lynette.  By  G.  C. 

Macaulay,  M.A.  2s.  6 d. 

-  Geraint  and  Enid.  By  G.  C.  Macau¬ 
lay,  M.A.  2s.  6 d. 

-  Tennyson  for  the  Young.  By  Canon 

Ainger.  i8mo.  is.  net.  —Large  Paper, 
npcut,  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s.  6d. 

TENNYSON  (Frederics). — The  Isles  of 
Greece  :  Sappho  and  Alcaeus.  Cr.  8vo. 
ys.  6d. 

-  Daphne  :  and  other  Poems.  Cr.8vo.  ys.6d. 


TENN\SON  (Lord  H  ).  {See  Illustrated 
Books.) 

TRUMAN  (Jos.). — After-thoughts:  Poems. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

TURNER  (Charles  Tennyson). — Collected 
Sonnets,  Old  and  New.  Ext.fcp.8vo.  ys.6d. 

TYRWHITT  (R.  St.  John). — Free  Field. 
Lyrics,  chiefly  Descriptive.  Gl.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

Battle  and  After,  concerning  Ser¬ 
geant  Thomas  Atkins,  Grenadier 
Guards  :  and  other  Verses.  Gl.  8vo.  is.6d. 

WARD  (Samuel).— Lyrical  Recreations. 
Fcp.  8 vo.  6.y. 

WATSON  (W.).— Poems.  Fcap.  8vo.  5*. 

Lachrymae  Musarum.  Fcp.Svo.  4^.6^. 
(See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 

WHITTIER.— Complete  Poetical  Works 
of  John  Greenleaf  Whittier.  With 
Portrait.  i8mo.  4s.  6 d.  {See  also  Col¬ 
lected  Works,  p.  23.) 

WILLS  (W.  G.). — Melchior.  Cr.  8vo.  -gs-. 

WOOD  (Andrew  Goldie). — The  Isles  of  the 
Blest  :  and  other  Poems.  Globe  8vo.  5s. 

WOOLNER  (Thomas).  —  My  Beautiful 
Lady.  3rd  Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  5^. 

-  Pygmalion.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6d. 

-  Silenus.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WORDSWORTH.  — Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Copyright  Edition.  With  an  Intro¬ 
duction  by  John  Morley,  and  Portrait. 
Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6d. 

1  he  Recluse.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.6d. — Large 
Paper  Edition.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

{See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  21.) 

Poetical  Collections  and  Selections. 

{See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  21  ; 
Books  for  the  Young,  p.  41.) 

HALES  (Prof.  J.  W.). — Longer  English 
Poems.  With  Notes,  Philological  and  Ex¬ 
planatory,  and  an  Introduction  on  the  Teach¬ 
ing  of  English.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

MACDONALD  (George). — England’s  An¬ 
tiphon.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

MARTIN  (F.).  {See  Books  for  the  Young. 
p.  41.) 

MASSON  (R.  O.  and  D.). — Three  Centuries 
of  English  Poetry.  Being  Selections  from 
Chaucer  to  Herrick.  Globe  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

PALGRAVE  (Prof.  F.  T.).— The  Golden 
Treasury  of  the  best  Songs  and  Lyrical 
Poems  in  the  English  Language.  Large 
Type.  Cr.  8vo.  ioj.  6d.  {See  also  Golden 
Treasury  Series,  p.  21;  Books  for  the 
Young,  p.  41.) 

WARD(T.  H.). — English  Poets.  Selections, 
with  Critical  Introductions  by  various  Writers, 
and  a  General  Introduction  by  Matthew 
Arnold.  Edited  by  T.  H.  Ward,  M.A. 

4  vols.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6d.  each. — 
Vol.  I.  Chaucer  to  Donne  ;  II.  Ben  Jon- 
son  to  Dryden  ;  III.  Addison  to  Blake  ; 
IV.  Wordsworth  to  Rossetti. 
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LITERATURE. 


LITERATURE. 

WOODS  (M.  A.). — A  First  Poetry  Book. 
Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

-  A  Second  Poetry  Book.  2  Parts.  Fcp. 

8vo.  2 s.  6 d.  each. — Complete,  4s.  6 d. 

-  A  Third  Poetry  Book.  Fcp.8vo.  4s.  6d. 

WORDS  FROM  THE  POETS.  With  a  Vig¬ 
nette  and  Frontispiece.  12th  Edit.  i8mo.  is. 

Prose  Fiction. 

BIKELAS  (D.). — Loukis  Laras;  or,  The 
Reminiscences  of  a  Chiote  Merchant  during 
the  Greek  War  of  Independence.  Translated 
by  J.  Gennadius.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

BJORNSON  (B.). — Synnove  Solbakken. 
Translated  by  Julie  Sutter.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BOLDREWOOD  (Rolf). —  Uniform  Edition . 
Cr.  8 vo.  3s.  6 d.  each. 

Robbery  Under  Arms. 

The  Miner’s  Right. 

The  Squatter’s  Dream. 

A  Sydney-Side  Saxon. 

A  Colonial  Reformer. 

Nevermore. 

BURNETT(F.  H.).-Haworth’s,  Gl.  8vo.  is. 

-  Louisiana,  and  That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s. 

Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

CALMIRE.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  21s. 

CARMARTHEN  (Marchioness  of).  —  A 
Lover  of  the  Beautiful.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

CONWAY  (Hugh).  —  A  Family  Affair. 
Cr.  8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Living  or  Dead.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

CORBETT  (Julian). — The  Fall  of  Asgard: 
A  Tale  ofSt.  Olaf’s  Day.  2  vols.  Gl.  8vo.  11s. 

-  For  God  and  Gold.  Cr.  8vo.  6.r. 

-  Kophetua  the  Thirteenth.  2  vols. 

Globe  8vo.  11s. 

CRAIK  (Mrs.). —  Uniform  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
3s.  6 d.  each. 

Olive. 

The  Ogilvies.  Also  Globe  8vo,  is. 
Agatha’s  Husband.  Also  Globe  8vo,  is. 
The  Head  of  the  Family. 

Two  Marriages.  Also  Globe  8vo,  is. 

The  Laurel  Bush. 

My  Mother  and  I. 

Miss  Tommy  :  A  Mediaeval  Romance. 

King  Arthur  :  Not  a  Love  Story. 

C  R  A  WF  O  R  D  ( F .  M  arion).  —  U niform  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d.  each. 

Mr.  Isaacs  :  A  Tale  of  Modern  India. 

Dr.  Claudius. 

A  Roman  Singer. 

Zoroaster. 

A  Tale  of  a  Lonely  Parish. 

Marzio’s  Crucifix. 

Paul  Patoff. 

With  the  Immortals. 

Greifenstein. 

Sant’  Ilarzo. 

A  Cigarette  Maker’s  Romance. 

K.  haled  :  A  Tale  of  Arabia. 

-  The  Witch  of  Prague.  Cr.  8vo.  6^. 

-  The  Three  Fates.  Cr.  8vo.  6^. 

-  Don  Orsino.  3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  31J.  6 d. 

-  Children  of  the  King.  2  vols.~  Globe 

o.  11s. 


CUNNINGHAM  (Sir  H.  S.).— The  Cceru- 
leans  :  A  Vacation  Idyll.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  The  Heriots.  Cr.  8vo.  3$.  6d. 

-  Wheat  and  Tares.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

DAGONET  THE  JESTER.  Cr.  8vo.  As.6d 

DAHN  (Felix). — Felicitas.  Translated  by 
M.  A.  C.  E.  Cr.  8vo.  4.?.  6 d. 

DAY  (Rev.  Lai  Behari). — Bengal  Peasant 
Life.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Folk  Tales  of  Bengal.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.6d. 

DEFOE  (D.).  {See  Globe  Library,  p.  21  : 
Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 

DEMOCRACY  :  An  American  Novel.  Cr. 
8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

DICKENS  (Charles).  —  Uniform  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

The  Pickwick  Papers. 

Oliver  Twist. 

Nicholas  Nickleby. 

Martin  Chuzzlewit. 

The  Old  Curiosity  Shop. 

Barnaby  Rudge. 

Dombey  and  Son. 

Christmas  Books. 

Sketches  by  Boz. 

David  Copperfield. 

American  Notes,  and  Pictures  from 
Italy. 

■ -  The  Posthumous  Papers  of  the  Pick¬ 

wick  Club.  Illust.  Edit,  by  C.  Dickens, 
Tun.  2  vols.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  215-. 

DILLWYN  (E.  A.).— Jill.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Jill  and  Jack.  2  vols.  Globe  8vo.  12J. 

DUNSMUIR  (Amy). — Vida:  Study  of  a 
Girl.  3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6.?. 

EBERS  (Dr.  George). — The  Burgomaster's 
Wife.  Transl.  by  C.  Bell.  Cr.  8vo.  4$.  6 d> 

-  Only  a  Word.  Translated  by  Clara 

Bell.  Cr.  8vo.  43-.  6 d. 

“ESTELLE  RUSSELL”  (The  Author  of).— 
Harmonia.  3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  31$.  6d. 

FALCONER  (Lanoe). — Cecilia  de  Noel. 
Cr.  8vo.  3^.  6d. 

FLEMING(G.). — A  Nile  Novel.  G1.8vo.  is. 

-  Mirage  :  A  Novel.  Globe  8vo.  is. 

-  The  Head  of  Medusa.  Globe  8vo.  is. 

-  Vestigia.  Globe  8vo.  is. 

FRATERNITY :  A  Romance.  2  vols.  Cr. 
8vo.  11s. 

“FRIENDS  IN  COUNCIL”  (The  Author 
of). — Realmah.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

GRAHAM  (John  W.). — Nejera  :  A  Tale  of 
Ancient  Rome.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HARBOUR  BAR,  THE.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HARDY  (Arthur  Sherburne). — But  yet  a 
Woman  :  A  Novel.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

-  TheWindofDestiny.  2vols.  G1.8vo.  121. 

HARDY  (Thomas).  —  The  Woodlanders. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Wessex  Tales.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

HARTE  (Bret). — Cressy.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  The  Heritage  of  Dedlow  Marsh: 

and  other  Tales.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

- A  First  Family  of  Tasajara.  Cr. 

8vo.  3s.  6 d. 
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HOGAN,  M.P.”  (The  Author  of). — Hogan, 
M.P.  Cr.  8vo.  3 4.  6d.  Globe  8vo.  2 4. 

-  The  Hon.  Miss  Ferrard.  Gl.  8vo.  24. 
Flitters,  Tatters,  and  the  Coun¬ 
sellor,  etc.  Globe  8vo.  2s. 

Christy  Carew.  Globe  8vo.  2s. 

-  Ismay’s  Children.  Globe  8vo.  2s. 


HOPPUS  (Mary). — A  Great  Treason:  A 
Story  of  the  War  of  Independence.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.  9.?. 


KEARY  (Annie).— Janet’s  Home.  Cr.  8vo 
3s.  6d. 

-  Clemency  Franklyn.  Globe  8vo.  2 s. 

-  Oldbury.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

-  A  York  and  a  Lancaster  Rose.  Cr. 

8vo.  3 4.  6 d. 

-  Castle  Daly.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

-  A  Doubting  Heart.  Cr.  8vo.  3 4.  6 d 

KENNEDY  (P). — Legendary  Fictions  of 
the  Irish  Celts.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 


HUGHES  (Thomas). — Tom  Brown’s  School 
Days.  By  An  Old  Boy. — Golden  Treasury 
Edition.  2s.  6d.  net. — Uniform  Edit.  3s.  6d. 
—People’s  Edition.  2s. — People’s  Sixpenny 
Edition.  Illustr.  Med.  4to.  6d.— Uniform 
with  Sixpenny  Kingsley.  Med.  8vo.  6 d. 

-  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

The  Scouring  of  the  White  Horse, 
and  The  Ashen  Faggot.  Cr.  8vo.  3.1.  6 d. 

IRVING  (Washington).  (See  Illustrated 
Books,  p.  12.) 

JACKSON  (Helen). — Ramona.  Gl.  8vo.  2 s. 


KINGSLEY  (Charles).  —  Eversley  Edition. 
13  vols.  Globe  8vo.  54.  each. — Westward 
Ho  !  2  vols. — Two  Years  Ago.  2  vols. — 
Hypatia.  2  vols. — Yeast,  i  vol. — Alton 
Locke.  2  vols. — Hereward  the  Wake. 
2  vols. 

- —  Complete  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d.  each. 

—  Westward  Ho!  With  a  Portrait.— 
Hypatia. — Yeast. — Alton  Locke. — Two 
Years  Ago. — Hereward  the  Wake. 

-  Sixpenny  Edition.  Med.  8vo.  6 d. 

each.  —  Westward  Ho  !  —  Hypatia.  — 
Yeast.— Alton  Locke. — Two  Years  Ago. 

—  Hereward  the  Wake. 


JAMES  (Henry).— The  Europeans  :  A  Novel. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. ;  i8mo,  24. 

-  Daisy  Miller  :  and  other  Stories.  Cr. 

8vo.  6s.  ;  Globe  8vo,  2 s. 

-  The  American.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. — i8mo. 

2  vols.  4 s. 

-  Roderick  Hudson.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. ;  Gl. 

8vo,  2S.  ;  i8mo,  2  vols.  44. 

-  The  Madonna  of  the  Future:  and 

other  Tales.  Cr.  8vo.  64.  ;  Globe  8vo,  2 s. 

-  Washington  Square,  the  Pension 

Beaurepas.  Globe  8vo.  2 s. 

-  The  Portrait  of  a  Lady.  Cr.  8vo. 

64.  i8mo,  3  vols.  6s. 

-  Stories  Revived.  In  Two  Series. 

Cr.  8vo.  6s.  each. 

-  The  Bostonians.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Novels  and  Tales.  Pocket  Edition. 

i8mo.  2S.  each  volume. 

Confidence,  i  vol. 

The  Siege  of  London  ;  Madame  de 
Mauves.  1  vol. 

An  International  Episode  ;  The  Pen¬ 
sion  Beaurepas  ;  The  Point  of  View. 
1  vol. 

Daisy  Miller,  a  Study;  Four  Meet¬ 
ings  ;  Longstaff’s  Marriage  ;  Ben- 

VOLIO.  I  VOl. 

The  Madonna  of  the  Future;  A 
Bundle  of  Letters  ;  The  Diary  of 
a  Man  of  Fifty  ;  Eugene  Pickering. 

1  vol. 

-  Tales  of  Three  Cities.  Cr.  8vo.  44.  6d. 

-  The  Princess  Casamassima.  Cr.  8vo. 

6s.  ;  Globe  8vo,  24. 

-  The  Reverberator.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Aspern  Papers  ;  Louisa  Pallant  ; 

The  Modern  Warning.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

-  A  London  Life.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

-  The  Tragic  Muse.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

-  The  Lesson  of  the  Master,  and 

other  Stories.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 


KIPLING  (Rudyard). — Plain  Tales  from 
the  Hills.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

-  The  Light  that  Failed.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

-  Life’s  Handicap  :  Being  Stories  of  mine 

own  People.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

LAFARGUE  (Philip). — The  New  Judgment 
of  Paris.  2  vols.  Globe  8vo.  124. 

LEE  (Margaret). — Faithful  and  Unfaith¬ 
ful.  Cr.  8vo  34.  6d. 

LEVY  (A.). — Reuben  Sachs.  Cr.  8vo.  zs.6d. 

LITTLE  PILGRIM  IN  THE  UNSEEN,  A. 
24th  Thousand.  Cr.  8vo.  24.  6 d. 

“LITTLE  PILGRIM  IN  THE  UNSEEN, 
A  ”  (Author  of).— The  Land  of  Darkness. 
Cr.  8vo.  54. 

LYTTON  (Earl  of). — The  Ring  of  Amasis  : 
A  Romance.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

McLENNAN  (Malcolm). — Muckle  Jock; 
and  other  Stories  of  Peasant  Life  in  the  North. 
Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

MACQUOID  (K.  S.). — Patty.  Gl.  8vo.  24. 

MADOC  (Fayr). — The  Story  of  Melicent. 
Cr.  8vo.  44.  6d. 

MALET  (Lucas). — Mrs.  Lorimer  :  A  Sketch 
in  Black  and  White.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

MALORY  (Sir  Thos.).  (See  Globe  Library, 
p.  21.) 

MINTO  (W.). — The  Mediation  of  Ralph 
Hardelot.  3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  314.  6 d. 

MITFORD(A.  B.). — Tales  of  Old  Japan. 
With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

MIZ  MAZE  (THE);  or,  The  Winkworth 
Puzzle.  A  Story  in  Letters  by  Nine 
Authors.  Cr.  8vo.  44. 6 d. 

MURRAY  (D.  Christie).  —  Aunt  Rachel. 
Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

-  Schwartz.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

-  The  Weaker  Vessel.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

-  John  Vale’s  Guardian.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 
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LITERATURE. 

Prose  Fiction — continued. 

MURRAY  (D.  Christie)  and  HERMAN  (H.). 
— He  Fell  among  Thieves.  Cr.8vo.  3 s.6d . 

NEW  ANTIGONE,  THE:  A  Romance. 
Cr.  8vo.  35'.  6 d. 

NOEL  (Lady  Augusta). — Hithersea  Mere. 
3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  315-.  6d. 

NORRIS  (W.  E.).— My  Friend  Jim.  Globe 

8vO.  2S. 

-  Chris.  Globe  8vo.  29. 

NORTON  (Hon.  Mrs.).— Old  Sir  Doug¬ 
las.  Cr.  8vo.  69. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— A  Son  of 
the  Soil.  Globe  8vo.  29. 

-  The  Curate  in  Charge.  Globe  8vo.  2 9. 

-  Young  Musgrave.  Globe  8vo.  2s. 

-  He  that  will  not  when  He  may. 

Cr.  8vo.  3 9.  6d. — Globe  8vo.  2s. 

-  Sir  Tom.  Globe  8vo.  2 9. 

-  Hester.  Cr.  8vo.  39.  6 d. 

-  The  Wizard’s  Son.  Globe  8vo.  2 9. 

-  The  Country  Gentleman  and  his 

Family.  Globe  8vo.  25-. 

-  The  Second  Son.  Globe  8vo.  29. 

-  Neighbours  on  the  Green.  Cr.  8vo. 

3 9.  6 d. 

-  Joyce.  Cr.  8vo.  39.  6 d. 

-  A  Beleaguered  City.  Cr.  8vo.  3.9.  6 d. 

-  Kirsteen.  Cr.  8vo.  39.  6d. 

-  The  Railway  Man  and  his  Children. 

Cr.  8 vo.  39.  6d. 

- TheMarriageofElinor  Cr.8vo.  39.6^/. 

- The  Heir-Presumptive  and  the  Heir- 

Apparent.  3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  315-.  6 d 

PALMER  (Lady  Sophia).— Mrs.  Penicott’s 
Lodger  :  and  other  Stories.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

PARRY  (Gambier).  -The  Story  of  Dick. 
Cr.  8vo.  65-. 

PATER  (Walter). — Marius  the  Epicurean  : 
His  Sensations  and  Ideas.  3rd  Edit.  2 
Vols.  8vO.  12.9. 

ROSS  (Percy). — A  Misguidit  Lassie.  Cr. 
8vo.  4.9. 6d. 

ROY  (J.). — Helen  Treveryan  :  or,  the 
Ruling  Race  3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  31.9.  6 d. 

RUSSELL  (W.  Clark).— Marooned.  Cr. 
8vo.  35-.  6 d. 

- A  Strange  Elopement.  Cr.  8vo.  39.6^. 

ST.  JOHNSTON  (A.).  —  A  South  Sea 
Lover  :  A  Romance.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

SHORTHOUSE  (J.  Henry).—  Uniform  Edi¬ 
tion.  Cr.  8 vo.  35-.  6 d.  each. 
ohn  Ingles  ant:  A  Romance. 
ir  Percival  :  A  Story  of  the  Past  and  of 
the  Present. 

The  Little  Schoolmaster  Mark  :  A 
Spiritual  Romance. 

The  Countess  Eve. 

A  Teacher  of  the  Violin  :  and  other  Tales. 
-  Blanche,  Lady  Falaise.  Cr.  8vo.  69. 

SLIP  IN  THE  FENS,  A.  Globe  8vo.  2*. 

THEODOLI  (Marchesa) — Under  Pressure. 
2  vols.  Globe  8vo.  125-. 

TIM.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 


TOURG^NIEF.— Virgin  Soil.  Translated 
by  Ashton  W.  Dilke.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

VELEY  (Margaret). — A  Garden  of  Memo¬ 
ries  ;  Mrs.  Austin  ;  Lizzie’s  Bargain. 
Three  Stories.  2  vols.  Globe  8vo.  12.9. 

VICTOR  (H.). — Mariam  :  or  Twenty  One 
Days.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

VOICES  CRYING  IN  THE  WILDER¬ 
NESS  :  A  Novel.  Cr.  8vo.  79.  6d. 

WARD  (Mrs.  T.  Humphry).— Miss  Brether- 
ton.  Cr.  8vo.  3.9.  6d. 

WORTHEY  (Mrs.).— The  New  Continent  : 
A  Novel.  2  vols.  Globe  8vo.  12s. 

YONGE  (C.  M.).  (See  p.  23.) 

Collected  Works ;  Essays  ;  Lectures ; 
Letters;  Miscellaneous  Works. 

ADDISON.— Selections  from  the  “Spec¬ 
tator.”  With  Introouction  and  Notes  by 
K.  Deighton.  Globe  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

AN  AUTHOR’S  LOVE.  Being  the  Unpub¬ 
lished  Letters  of  Prosper  Merim£e’s 
“  Inconnue.”  2  vols.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  125-. 

ARNOLD  (Matthew). — Essays  in  Criticism. 
6th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  99. 

-  Essays  in  Criticism.  Second  Series. 

Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

-  Discourses  in  America.  Cr.  8vo.  4 s.  6d. 

BACON.  With  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
F.  G.  Selby,  M.A.  Gl.  8vo.  3.9.  ;  swd.  2s.6d. 
(See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  21.) 

BLACKIE(J.  S.). — LaySermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6,9. 

BRIDGES  (John  A.). — Idylls  of  a  Lost 
Village.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

BRIMLEY  (George). — Essays.  Globe  8vo.  5 s. 

BUNYAN  (John). — The  Pilgrim’s  Progress 
from  this  World  to  that  which  is  to 
Come.  i8mo.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

BUTCHER  (Prof.  S.  H.) — Some  Aspects  of 
the  Greek  Genius.  Cr.  8vo.  75-.  6 d.  net. 

CARLYLE  (Thomas).  (See  Biography.) 

CHURCH  (Dean). —  Miscellaneous  Wri¬ 
tings.  Collected  Edition.  6  vols.  Globe 
8vo.  55-.  each. — Vol.  I.  Miscellaneous 
Essays. — II.  Dante  :  and  other  Essays. 
— III.  St.  Anselm. — IV.  Spenser. — V. 
Bacon. — VI.  The  Oxford  Movement, 

1833— 45' 

CLIFFORD  (Prof.  W.  K.).  Lectures  and 
Essays.  Edited  by  Leslie  Stephen  and 
Sir  F.  Pollock.  Cr.  8vo.  85-.  6 d. 

CLOUGH  (A.  H.).— Prose  Remains.  With 
a  Selection  from  his  Letters,  and  a  Memoir 
by  His  Wife.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

COLLINS  (J.  Churton). — The  Study  of 
English  Literature.  Cr.  8vo.  45.  6 d. 

CRAIK  (Mrs.).  —  Concerning  Men:  and 
other  Papers.  Cr.  8vo.  49.  6d. 

-  About  Money  :  and  other  Things.  Cr. 

8vo.  65-. 

- Sermons  out  of  Church.  Cr.  8vo.  3.9. 6d. 

DE  VERE  (Aubrey). — Essays  Chiefly  on 
Poetry.  2  vols.  Globe  8vo.  125'. 

-  Essays,  Chiefly  Literary  and  Ethi¬ 
cal.  Globe  8vo.  6.9. 
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DICKENS. — Letters  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Ed.  by  Georgina  Hogarth  and  Mary 
Dickens.  Cr.  8vo. 

DRYDEN,  Essays  of.  Edited  by  Prof. 
C.  D.  Yonge.  Fcp.  8vo.  2^.  6 d.  ( See  also 
Globe  Library,  below. ) 

DUFF  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  M.  E.  Grant). — Miscel¬ 
lanies,  Political  and  Literary.  8vo.  10 s.6d. 

EM E RS O N (RalphWaldo). — T he  Collected 
Works.  6  vols.  Globe  8vo.  5s.  each. — 
I.  Miscellanies.  With  an  Introductory 
Essay  by  John  Morley. — II.  Essays. — 
III.  Poems. — IV.  English  Traits;  Re¬ 
presentative  Men. — V.  Conduct  of  Life  ; 
Society  and  Solitude. — VI.  Letters; 
Social  Aims,  etc. 

FITZGERALD  (Edward) :  Letters  and 
Literary  Remains  of.  Ed.  by  W.  Aldis 
Wright,  M. A.  3  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  ^is.6d. 

GLOBE  LIBRARY.  Gl.  8vo.  3^.  6 d.  each  : 
Burns. — Complete  Poetical  Works  and 
Letters.  Edited,  with  Life  and  Glossarial 
Index,  by  Alexander  Smith. 

Cowper. — Poetical  Works.  Edited  by 
the  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D. 

Defoe. — The  Adventures  of  Robinson 
Crusoe.  Introduction  by  H.  Kingsley. 
Dryden. — Poetical  Works.  A  Revised 
Text  and  Notes.  By  W.  D.  Christie,  M.  A. 
Goldsmith.  —  Miscellaneous  Works. 

Edited  by  Prof.  Masson. 

Horace. — Works.  Rendered  into  English 
Prose  by  James  Lonsdale  and  S.  Lee. 
Malory. — Le  Morte  d’ Arthur.  Sir  Thos. 
Malory’s  Book  of  King  Arthur  and  of  his 
Noble  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.  The 
Edition  of  Caxton,  revised  for  modern  use. 
By  Sir  E.  Strachey,  Bart. 

Milton. — Poetical  Works.  Edited,  with 
Introductions,  by  Prof.  Masson. 

Pope. — Poetical  Works.  Edited,  with 
Memoir  and  Notes,  by  Prof.  Ward. 
Scott. — Poetical  Works.  With  Essay 
by  Prof.  Palgrave. 

Shakespeare. — Complete  Works.  Edit, 
by  W.  G.  Clark  and  W.  Alois  Wright. 
India  Paper  Edition.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  edges.  10^.  6 d.  net. 

Spenser. — Complete  Works  Edited  by 
R.  Morris.  Memoir  by  J.  W.  Hales,  M.  A. 
Virgil. — Works.  Rendered  into  English 
Prose  by  James  Lonsdale  and  S.  Lee. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES.— Uni¬ 
formly  printed  in  i8mo,  with  Vignette  Titles 
by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  Sir  Noel  Paton, 
T.  Woolner,  W.  Holman  Hunt,  Arthur 
Hughes,  etc.  4s.  6 d.  each. — Also  a  re-issue 
in  fortnightly  vols.  2s. 6d.  net,  from  June,  1891. 
The  Golden  Treasury  of  the  Best  Songs 
and  Lyrical  Poems  in  the  English 
Language.  Selected  and  arranged,  with 
Notes,  by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. — Large 
Paper  Edition.  8vo.  10s.  6 d.  net. 

The  Children’s  Garland  from  the  Best 
Poets.  Selected  by  Coventry  Patmore. 


GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES — contd. 

Bunyan. — The  Pilgrim’s  Progress  from 
this  World  to  that  which  is  to  Come. 
— Large  Paper  Edition.  8vo.  ios.  6 d.  net. 

Bacon. — Essays,  and  Colours  of  Good 
and  Evil.  With  Notes  and  Glossarial 
Index  by  W.  Aldis  Wright,  M.A. — Large 
Paper  Edition.  8vo.  ios.  6 d  net. 

The  Book  of  Praise.  From  the  Best  Eng¬ 
lish  Hymn  Writers.  Selected  by  Roun- 
dell,  Earl  of  Selborne. 

Shelley. — Poems.  Edited  by  Stopford 
A.  Brooke. — Large  Paper  Edit.  12.?.  6 d. 

The  Fairy  Book  :  the  Best  Popular 
Fairy  Stories.  Selected  by  Mrs.  Craik, 
Author  of  “  John  Halifax,  Gentleman.” 

Wordsworth. — Poems.  Chosen  and  Edited 
by  M.  Arnold. — Large  Paper  Edition. 
10s.  6 d  net. 

Plato. — The  Trial  and  Death  of  Socra¬ 
tes.  Being  the  Euthyphron,  Apology ,  Crito 
and  Phaedo  of  Plato.  Trans.  F.  J.  Church. 

The  Jest  Book.  The  Choicest  Anecdotes 
and  Sayings.  Arranged  by  Mark  Lemon. 

Herrick. — Chrysomela.  Edited  by  Prof. 
F.  T.  Palgrave. 

The  Ballad  Book.  A  Selection  of  the 
Choicest  British  Ballads.  Edited  by 
William  Allingham. 

The  Sunday  Book  of  Poetry  for  the 
Young.  Selected  by  C.  F.  Alexander. 

A  Book  of  Golden  Deeds.  By  C.  M. 
Yonge. 

A  Book  of  Worthies.  By  C  M.  Yonge. 

Keats. — The  Poetical  Works.  Edited 
by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. 

Plato. — The  Republic.  Translated  by 
J.  Ll.  Davies,  M.A.,  and  D.  J.  Vaughan. 
— Large  Paper  Edition.  8vo  10s.  6d.  net. 

Addison. — Essays.  Chosen  and  Edited  by 
John  Richard  Green. 

Deutsche  Lyrik.  The  Golden  Treasury 
of  the  best  German  Lyrical  Poems.  Se¬ 
lected  by  Dr.  Buchheim. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne. — Religio  Medici, 
Letter  to  a  Friend,  &c.,  and  Christ¬ 
ian  Morals.  Ed.  W.  A.  Greenhill. 

Lamb. — Tales  from  Shakspeare.  Edited 
by  Rev.  Alfred  Ainger,  M.A. 

The  Song  Book.  Words  and  Tunes  se¬ 
lected  and  arranged  by  John  Hullah. 

Scottish  Song.  Compiled  by  Mary  Car¬ 
lyle  Aitken. 

La  Lyre  F ran^aise.  Selected  and  arranged, 
with  Notes,  by  G.  Masson. 

Balladen  und  Romanzen.  Being  a  Se¬ 
lection  of  the  best  German  Ballads  and 
Romances.  Edited,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  Dr.  Buchheim. 

A  Book  of  Golden  Thoughts.  By  Henry 
Attwell. 

Matthew  Arnold. — Selected  Poems. 

Byron. — Poetry.  Chosen  and  arranged 
by  M  Arnold. — Large  Paper  Edit.  gs. 

Cowper. — Selections  from  Poems.  With 
•  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
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Collected  Works ;  Essays ;  Lectures ; 

Letters;  Miscellaneous  Works— contd. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES — contd. 

Cowper. — Letters.  Edited,  with  Intro¬ 
duction,  by  Rev.  W.  Benham. 

Defoe. — The  Adventures  of  Robinson 
Crusoe.  Edited  by  J.  W.  Clark,  M.A. 
Balthasar  Gracian’s  Art  of  Worldly 
Wisdom.  Translated  by  J.  Jacobs. 
Hare. — Guesses  at  Truth.  By  Two 
Brothers. 

Hughes. — Tom  Brown’s  School  Days. 
Landor. — Selections.  Ed.  by  S.  Colvin. 
Longfellow. — Poems  of  Places  :  Eng¬ 
land  and  Wales.  Edited  by  H.  W. 
Longfellow.  2  vols. 

—  Ballads,  Lyrics,  and  Sonnets. 
Mohammad. — Speeches  and  Table-Talk. 

Translated  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole. 
Newcastle. — The  Cavalier  and  his 
Lady.  Selections  from  the  Works  of  the 
First  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Newcastle. 
With  an  Introductory  Essay  by  E.  Jenkins. 
Palgrave. — Children’s  Treasury  of 
Lyrical  Poetry. 

Plato. — The  Phaedrus,  Lysis,  and  Pro¬ 
tagoras.  Translated  by  J.  Wright. 
Shakespeare. — Songs  and  Sonnets.  Ed. 

with  Notes,  by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. 
Tennyson. — Lyrical  Poems.  Selected  and 
Annotated  by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. — 
Large  Paper  Edition.  9s. 

—  In  Memoriam.  Large  Paper  Edit.  9.?. 
Theocritus. — Bion,  and  Moschus.  Ren¬ 
dered  into  English  Prose  by  Andrew 
Lang. — Large  Paper  Edition.  9s. 

Watson.— Lyric  Love:  An  Anthology. 
Charlotte  M.  Yonge. — The  Story  of 
the  Christians  and  Moors  in  Spain. 

GOLDSMITH,  Essays  of.  Edited  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  M.A.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6 d.  ( See  also 
Globe  Library,  p.  21  ;  Illustrated 
Books,  p.  12.) 

GRAY  (Thomas). — Works.  Edited  by  Ed¬ 
mund  Gosse.  In  4  vols.  Globe  8vo.  20 j. — 
Vol.  I.  Poems,  Journals,  and  Essays. — 
II.  Letters. — III.  Letters. — IV.  Notes 
on  Aristophanes  and  Plato. 

GREEN  (J.  R.).  —  Stray  Studies  from 
England  and  Italy.  Globe  8vo.  5s. 

HAMERTON  (P.  G.). — The  Intellectual 
Life.  Cr.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

-  Human  Intercourse.  Cr.  8vo.  8s.  6 d. 

-  French  and  English:  A  Comparison. 

Cr.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

HARRISON  (Frederic). — The  Choice  of 
Books.  Gl.  8vo.  6s. — Large  Paper  Ed.  15s. 

HARWOOD  (George). — From  Within.  Cr. 
8vo.  6s. 

HELPS  (Sir  Arthur). — Essays  Written  in 
the .  Intervals  of  Business.  With  Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes,  by  F.  J.  Rowe,  M.A., 
and  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A.  is.  9 d. ;  swd.  is..6d. 


HOBART  (Lord). — Essays  and  Miscella¬ 
neous  Writings.  With  Biographical 
Sketch.  Ed.  Lady  Hobart.  2  vols.  8vo.  25s. 

HUTTON  (R.  H.). — Essays  on  some  of  the 
Modern  Guides  of  English  Thought  in 
Matters  of  Faith.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

-  Essays.  2  vols.  Gl.  8vo.  6s.  each.  Vol. 

I.  Literary;  II.  Theological. 

HUXLEY  (Prof.  T.  H.).— Lay  Sermons,  Ad¬ 
dresses,  and  Reviews.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

-  Critiques  and  Addresses.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

-  American  Addresses,  with  a  Lecture 

on  the  Study  of  Biology.  8vo.  6s.  6 d. 

-  Science  and  Culture,  and  other 

Essays.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

- Introductory  Science  Primer.  i8mo.  is. 

-  Essays  upon  some  Controverted 

Questions.  8vo.  14s. 

JAMES  (Henry). — French  Poets  and  No¬ 
velists.  New  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

-  Portraits  of  Places.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

-  Partial  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

KEATS. — Letters.  Edited  by  Sidney 
Colvin.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — Complete  Edition 
of  the  Works  of  Charles  Kingsley. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d.  each. 

Westward  Ho  1  With  a  Portrait. 
Hypatia. 

Yeast. 

Alton  Locke. 

Two  Years  Ago. 

Hereward  the  Wake. 

Poems. 

The  Heroes  ;  or,  Greek  Fairy  Tales  for 
my  Children. 

The  Water  Babies  :  A  Fairy  Tale  for  a 
Land  Baby. 

Madam  How  and  Lady  Why;  or,  First 
Lesson  in  Earth-Lore  for  Children. 

At  Last  :  A  Christmas  in  the  West  Indies. 
Prose  Idylls. 

Plays  and  Puritans. 

The  Roman  and  the  Teuton.  With  Pre¬ 
face  by  Professor  Max  Muller. 
Sanitary  and  Social  Lectures. 
Historical  Lectures  and  Essays. 
Scientific  Lectures  and  Essays. 
Literary  and  General  Lectures. 

The  Hermits. 

Glaucus  ;  or,  The  Wonders  of  the  Sea- 
Shore.  With  Coloured  Illustrations. 
Village  and  town  and  Country  Sermons. 
The  Water  of  Life,  and  other  Sermons. 
Sermons  on  National  Subjects  :  and  the 
King  of  the  Earth. 

Sermons  for  the  Times. 

Good  News  of  God. 

The  Gospel  of  the  Pentateuch  :  and 
David. 

Discipline,  and  other  Sermons. 
Westminster  Sermons. 

All  Saints’  Day,  and  other  Sermons. 
LAMB  (Charles). — Collected  Works.  Ed., 
with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
Alfred  Ainger,  M.A.  Globe  8vo.  5s.  each 
volume. — I.  Essays  of  Elia. — II.  Plays, 
Poems,  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. — III. 
Mrs.  Leicester’s  School  ;  The  Adven¬ 
tures  of  Ulysses  ;  and  other  Essays. — 
IV.  Tales  from  Shakespeare. — V.  and  VI. 
Letters.  Newly  arranged,  with  additions. 
-  Tales  from  Shakespeare.  i8mo.  4s. 6d. 
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LANKESTER(Prof.E.Ray).— The  Advance¬ 
ment  of  Science.  Occasional  Essays  and 
Addresses.  8vo.  103-.  6d. 

LIGHTFOOT  (Bishop). — Essays.  2  vols.  8vo. 
I.  Dissertations  on  the  Apostolic  Age 
14^- — II.  Miscellaneous. 

LODGE  (Prof.  Oliver). — The  Pioneers  of 
Science.  Illustrated.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  73-.  6d. 

LOWELL  (Jas.  Russell). — Complete  Works. 
10  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  each. — Vols.  I. — IV. 
Literary  Essays. — V.  Political  Essays. 
— VI.  Literary  and  Political  Addresses. 
VII. — X.  Poetical  Works. 

-  Political  Essays.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  7.?.  6 d. 

-  Latest  Literary  Essays.  Cr.  8vo.  6$. 

LUBBOCK  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  John,  Bart.). — Sci¬ 
entific  Lectures.  Illustrated.  2nd  Edit, 
revised.  8vo.  8^.  6 d. 

-  Political  and  Educational  Ad¬ 
dresses.  8vo.  83-.  6d. 

-  Fifty  Years  of  Science:  Address  to 

the  British  Association,  1881.  5th  Edit. 
Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

- The  Pleasures  of  Life.  New  Edit.  60th 

Thousand.  G1.8vo.  Parti.  is.6d. ;  swd.  is. — 
Library  Edition.  33-.  6 d. — Part  II.  is.  6 d.  ; 
sewed,  I3-. — Library  Edition.  3 s.6d. — Com¬ 
plete  in  1  vol.  23*.  6 d. 

-  The  Beauties  of  Nature.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

LYTTELTON  (E.). — Mothers  and  Sons. 
Cr.  8vo.  2s- 

MACMILLAN  (Rev.  Hugh).— Roman  Mo¬ 
saics,  or,  Studies  in  Rome  and  its  Neigh¬ 
bourhood.  Globe  8vo.  63-. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— The  Principles 
of  the  Art  of  Conversation.  Cr.Svo^x^^. 

MASSON  (David). — Wordsworth,  Shelley, 
Keats  :  and  other  Essays.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.). — The  Friendship  of 
Books  :  and  other  Lectures.  Cr.  8vo.  4 s.  6d. 

MORLEY  (John). — Works.  Collected  Edit. 
In  11  vols.  Globe  8vo.  53'.  each. — Voltaire. 
1  vol. — Rousseau.  2  vols. — Diderot  and 
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MYERS  (F.  W.  H.).— Essays.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo. 
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• -  Imaginary  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
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“  Style.”  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  83-.  6 d. 
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8VO.  123’. 

PICTON  (J.  A.).— The  Mystery  of  Matter  : 
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POLLOCK  (Sir  F.,  Bart.). — Oxford  Lec¬ 
tures  :  and  other  Discourses.  8vo.  93'. 

POOLE  (M.  E.). — Pictures  of  Cottage 
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Cr.  8vo.  3$.  6 d. 

POTTER  (Louisa). — Lancashire  Memories. 
Cr.  8vo.  63'. 

PRICKARD  (A.  O.). — Aristotle  on  the 
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each. 
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Science.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  73*.  6d. 
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WILSON  (Dr.  George). — Religio  Chemici. 
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— II.  Poems  of  Nature;  Poems  Subjec¬ 
tive  and  Reminiscent  ;  Religious  Poemc. 
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garet  Smith’s  Journal;  Tales  and 
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Conflict  with  Slavery,  Politics,  and 
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VONGE  (Charlotte  M.).  —  Uniform  Edition. 
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The  Heir  of  Redclyffe. 
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Hopes  and  Fears. 

Dynevor  Terrace. 

The  Daisy  Chain. 
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Pillars  of  the  House.  Vol.  I. 

Pillars  of  the  House.  Vol.  II. 

The  Young  Stepmother. 

Clever  Woman  of  the  Family. 

The  Three  Brides. 

My  Young  Alcides. 
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A  Modern  Telemachus. 
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That  Stick. 

An  Old  Woman’s  Outlook. 
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MAGAZINES.  (See  Periodicals,  p.  26). 
MAGNETISM.  (See  under  Physics,  p.  28.) 

MATHEMATICS,  History  of. 

BALL  (W.  W.  R.). — A  Short  Account  of 
the  History  of  Mathematics.  Cr.  8vo. 

ioj.  6d. 

-  Mathematical  Recreations  and 

Problems.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  net. 

MEDICINE. 

(See  also  Domestic  Economy  ;  Nursing  ; 
Hygiene;  Physiology.) 

ACLAND  (Sir  H.  W.). — The  Army  Medical 
School  :  Address  at  Netley  Hospital,  is. 

ALLBUTT  (Dr.  T.  Clifford). — On  the  Use 
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ANDERSON  (Dr.  McCall). — Lectures  on 
Clinical  Medicine.  Illustr.  8vo.  ioj.  6d. 

BALLANCE(C.A.)and  EDMUNDS  (Dr.  W.). 
Ligation  in  Continuity.  Illustr.  Roy.8vo. 
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BARWELL  (Richard,  F.R.C.S.).  —  The 
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BAST1AN  (H.  Charlton). — On  Paralysis 
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Forms.  Cr.  8vo.  10 s.6d. 

BICKERTON  (T.  H.). — On  Colour  Blind 
ness.  Cr.  8vo. 
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A.  De  Watteville,  Quarterly.  8vo.  3^.6^. 
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BRUNTON  (Dr.  T.  Lauder).  —  A  Text- 
Book  of  Pharmacology,  Therapeutics, 
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BRUNTON  (Dr.  T.  Lauder). —  Disorders 
of  Digestion  :  their  Consequences  and 
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-  Pharmacology  and  Therapeutics  ;  or, 

Medicine  Past  and  Present.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
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titioner’s  Handbook  of  Treatment  ; 
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-  The  Antagonism  of  Therapeutic 

Agents,  and  what  it  Teaches.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Food  for  the  Invalid,  the  Convales¬ 
cent,  the  Dyspeptic,  and  the  Gouty. 
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FOX  (Dr.  Wilson).  —  On  the  Artificial 
Production  of  Tubercle  in  the  Lower 
Animals.  With  Plates.  4to.  51-.  6 d. 

-  On  the  Treatment  of  Hyperpyrexia, 

as  Illustrated  in  Acute  Articular 
Rheumatism  by  means  of  the  External 
Application  of  Cold.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 


GRIFFITHS  (W.  H.). — Lessons  on  Pre¬ 
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HAMILTON  (Prof.  D.  J.). — On  the  Patho¬ 
logy  of  Bronchitis,  Catarrhal  Pneu¬ 
monia,  Tubercle,  and  Allied  Lesions  of 
the  Human  Lung.  8vo.  8r.  6 d. 

-  A  Text-Book  of  Pathology,  Syste¬ 
matic  and  Practical.  Illustrated  Vol. 
I.  8vo.  25  s. 
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chiefly  Pharmacological  and  Botani¬ 
cal.  Med.  8vo.  145. 


KLEIN  (Dr.  E.). — Micro-Organisms  and 
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-  The  Bacteria  in  Asiatic  Cholera. 

Cr.  8vo.  s-l 

LEPROSY  INVESTIGATION  COMMIT¬ 
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M.D.,  and  J.  Mitchell  Bruce,  M.D 
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yearly  vols.  10s.  6d.  each.  [Cloth  covers  for 
binding,  is.  each.] 

REYNOLDS  (J.  R.). — A  System  of  Med  - 
cine.  Edited  by  J.  Russell  Reynolls, 
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RICHARDSON  (Dr.  B.  W.).—  Diseases  of 
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-  The  Field  of  Disease.  A  Book  of 
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SEATON  (Dr  Edward  C.). — A  Handbook 
of  Vaccination.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  8 s.  6 d. 
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SIBSON  (Dr.  Francis). — Collected  Works 
Edited  by  W.  M.  Ord,  M.D.  Illustrated 
4  vols.  8vo.  3/.  3 s. 

SPENDER  (J.  Kent). — Therapeutic  Means 
for  the  Relief  of  Pain.  8vo.  8*.  6 d. 

SURGERY  (THE  INTERNATIONA! 
ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF).  A  Systematic 
Treatise  on  the  Theory  and  Practice  of  Sur¬ 
gery  by  Authors  of  various  Nations.  Edited 
by  John  Ashhurst,  jun.,  M.D.  6  vols. 
Roy.  8vo.  31^.  6d.  each. 

THORNE  (Dr.  Thorne). — Diphtheria.  Cr. 
8  vo.  8ff.  6 d. 

WHITE  (Dr.  W.  Hale). — A  Text-Book  op 
General  Therapeutics.  Cr.  8vo.  Ss.  6d. 

ZIEGLER  (Ernst).— A  Text-Book  of  Pa 

THOLOGICAL  ANATOMY  AND  PATHOGENESIS- 
Translated  and  Edited  by  Donald  Mac 
Alister,  M.A.,  M.D.  Illustrated.  8vo. — 
Part  I.  General  Pathological  Anatomy 
i2ff.  6d. — Part  II.  Special  Pathological 
Anatomy.  Sections  I. — VIII.  and  IX. — 
XII.  8vo.  12 s.  6 d.  each. 

METALLURGY. 

(See  also  Chemistry.) 

HIORNS  (Arthur  H.).— A  Text-Book  ok 
Elementary  Metallurgy.  Gl.  8vo.  4J 

- -  Practical  M  etallurgy  and  Assaying. 

Illustrated.  2nd  Edit.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 


HIORNS  (Arthur  H.). — Iron  and  Steel 
M  anufactukb.  Ilia.  trated.  Globe  8vo. 
3-r.  6d. 

-  Mixed  Metals  or  Metallic  Alloys 

Globe  8vo.  6s. 

-  Metal  Colouring  aid  Bronzing. 

Globe  8vo.  5.9. 

PHILLIPS  (J.  A.). — A  Treatise  on  Or® 
Deposits.  Illustrated.  Med.  8vo.  251. 
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(Yff  under  Philosophy,  p.  27.) 

MILITARY  ART  AND  HISTORY. 
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AITKEN  (Sir  W.). — The  Growth  of  thj 
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CUNYNGHAME  (Gen.  Sir  A.  T.).  — Mv 
Command  in  South  Africa,  1874 — 78. 
8vo.  124.  6 d. 

QILKE  (Sir  C  )  and  WILKINSON  (S.).— Im¬ 
perial  Defence.  Cr.  8vo.  34. 6 d. 
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- The  Invasions  of  England.  2  vols. 
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MARTEL  (Chas.). — Military  Italy.  With 
Map.  8vo.  124.  6d. 

MAURICE  (Lt. -Col.). —War.  8vo.  54.  net. 

-  The  National  Defences.  Cr.  8vo. 

MERCUR  (Prof.  J.). — Elements  of  the 
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SCRATCHLEY  —  KINLOCH  COOKE.  — 
Australian  Defences  and  New  Guinea. 
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C.  Kinloch  Cooke.  8vo.  144. 

THROUGH  THE  RANKS  TO  A  COM¬ 
MISSION.  New  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  is.6d. 

WILKINSON  (S.).  —  The  Brain  of  an 
Armv.  A  Popular  Account  of  the  German 
General  Staff.  Cr.  8vo.  24.  6d. 

WINGATE  (Major  F.  R.). — Mahdiism  and 
the  Egyptian  Sudan.  An  Account  of  the 
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-  Field  Pocket-Book  for  the  Auxiliary 
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MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS. 
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FAY  (Amy).— Music-Study  in  Germany 
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26 


MUSIC— PERIODICALS. 


MUSIC — continued. 

GROVE  (Sir  George). — A  Dictionary  of 
Music  and_  Musicians,  a.d.  1450 — 1889. 
Edited  by  Sir  George  Grove,  D.C.L.  In 
4  vols.  8vo.  21s.  each.  With  Illustrations  in 
Music  Type  and  Woodcut. — Also  published 
in  Parts.  Parts  I.— XIV.,  XIX.— XXII. 
3-f-  6 d.  each  ;  XV.  XVI.  7s.  ;  XVII.  XVIII. 
js.  ;  XXIII. — XXV.,  Appendix.  Edited  by 
J.  A.  Fuller  Maitland,  M. A.  9s.  [Cloth 
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-  A  Complete  Index  to  the  Above.  By 
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4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 
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Edit.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  8s.  6d. 
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5s.  net. 

- - Record  of  the  Cambridge  Centenary 
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ATKINSON  (J.  C.).  (See  Antiquities,  p.  1.) 

BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).  (See  Sport,  p.  32.) 

BLANFORD  (W.  T.). — Geology  and 

Zoology  of  Abyssinia.  8vo.  21s. 

FOWLER  (W.  W.). — Tales  of  the  Birds. 
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Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — Madam  How  and 
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Glaucus  ;  or,  The  Wonders  of  the  Sea- 
Shore.  With  Coloured  Illustrations.  Cr 
8vo.  3s.  6d. — Presentation  Edition.  Cr. 
8vo,  extra  cloth.  7s.  6d. 

KLEIN  (E.).— Etiology  and  Pathology 
of  Grouse  Disease.  8vo.  7 s.  net. 

WALLACE  (Alfred  Russel). — The  Malay 
Archipelago  :  The  Land  of  the  Orang 
Utang  and  the  Bird  of  Paradise.  Maps' and 
Illustrations.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  6s.  (See  also 
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WATERTON  (Charles). —  Wanderings  in 
South  America,  the  North-West  of 
the  United  States,  and  the  Antilles. 
Edited  by  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. — People’s  Edition.  4to.  6 d. 

WHITE  (Gilbert). — Natural  History  and 
Antiquities  of  Selborne.  Ed.  by  Frank 
Buckland.  With  a  Chapter  on  Antiquities 
by  the  Earl  of  Selborne.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY.  (See  Physics.) 

NAVAL  SCIENCE. 

KPLWIN  (Lord). — Popular  Lectures  and 
Addresses. — Vol.  III.  Navigation.  Cr. 

8  vo.  7s.  6  d. 


ROBINSON  (Rev.  J.  L.). — Marine  Survey¬ 
ing,  An  Elementary  Treatise  on.  For 
Younger  Naval  Officers.  Illust.  Cr.8vo.  7s.6d. 

SHORTLAND  (Admiral). — Nautical  Sur¬ 
veying.  8vo.  21s. 

NOVELS.  (See  Prose  Fiction,  p.  18.) 

NURSING. 

(See  under  Domestic  Economy,  p.  8.) 

OPTICS  (or  LIGHT).  (See  Physics,  p.  28.) 
PAINTING.  (See  Art,  p.  2.) 
PATHOLOGY.  (See  Medicine,  p.  24.) 

PERIODICALS. 

AMERICAN  JOURNAL  OF  PHILOLOGY, 
THE.  (See  Philology.) 

BRAIN.  (See  Medicine.) 

ECONOMIC  JOURNAL,  THE.  (See  Po¬ 
litical  Economy.) 

ECONOMICS,  THE  QUARTERLY  JOUR¬ 
NAL  OF.  (See  Political  Economy.) 

ENGLISH  ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINE, 
THE.  —  Profusely  Illustrated.  Published 
Monthly.  No.  I.  October,  1883.  6d.— 

Vol.  I.  1884.  7s.6d.— Vols.  II.-VIII.  Super 
royal  8vo,  extra  cloth,  coloured  edges.  8$. 
each.  [Cloth  Covers  for  binding  Volumes, 
is.  each.  Reading  Case,  is.  net.J 

NATURAL  SCIENCE:  A  Monthly  Re¬ 
view  of  Scientific  Progress.  8vo.  is.  net. 
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Current  Half-yearly  vols.,  15s.  each.  Vols. 

L — XLIII.  [Cases  for  binding  vols.  is.  6 d. 
each.] 


HELLENIC  STUDIES,  THE  JOURNAL 
OF.  Pub.  Half-Yearly  from  1880.  8vo.  30s.; 
or  each  Part,  15s.  Vol.  XII.  Parti.  15s.net. 

The  Journal  will  be  sold  at  a  reduced  price 
to  Libraries  wishing  to  subscribe,  but  official 
application  must  in  each  case  be  made  to  the 
Council.  Information  on  this  point,  and  upon 
the  conditions  of  Membership, may  be  obtained 
on  application  to  the  Hon.  Sec.,  Mr.  George 
Macmillan, 29,  Bedford  Street, Covent  Garden. 

LEPROSY  INVESTIGATION  COMMIT¬ 
TEE,  JOURNAL  OF.  (See  Medicine.) 

MACMILLAN  S  MAGAZINE.  Published 
Monthly,  is.  Vols.  I.— LXV.  7 s.  6d.  each. 
[Cloth  covers  for  binding,  is.  each.] 

PHILOLOGY,  THE  JOURNAL  OF.  (See 
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PHILOLOGY. 

AMERICAN  JOURNALOFPHILOLOGY, 
THE.  Edited  by  Prof.  Basil  L.  Gilder- 
sleeve.  4s.  (id.  each  No.  (quarterly). 

AMERICAN  PHILOLOGICAL  ASSOCIA¬ 
TION,  TRANSACTIONS  OF.  Vols.  I.— 
XX.  8j.  6 d.  per  vol.  net,  except  Vols.  XV. 
and  XX.,  which  are  ioj.  6 d.  n«t. 

CORNELL  UNIVERSITY  STUDIES  IN 
CLASSICAL  PHILOLOGY.  Edited  by 
I.  Flagg,  W.  G.  Hale,  and  B.  I.  Wheeler. 
I.  The  C  U AT-Constructions  :  their  His¬ 
tory  and  Functions.  Part  I.  Critical,  u.  id. 
net.  Part  II.  Constructive.  By  W.  G. 
Hale.  3 s.  4 d.  net. — II.  Analogy  and  the 
Scope  of  its  Application  in  Language. 
By  B.  I.  Wheeler,  is. 3d.  net. 

GILES  (P.). — A  Short  Manual  of  Philo¬ 
logy  for  Classical  Students.  Cr.  8vo. 

JOURNAL  OF  SACRED  AND  CLASSI¬ 
CAL  PHILOLOGY.  4 vols.  8vo.  r2j.61f.each. 

JOURNAL  OF  PHILOLOGY.  New  Series. 
Edited  by  W.  A.  Wright,  M.A.,  I.  By¬ 
water,  M.A.,  and  H.  Tackson,  M.A. 
4J.  6 d.  each  No.  (half-yearly). 

KELLNER  (Dr.  L.).  -  Historical  Out¬ 
lines  in  English  Syntax.  Globe  8vo.  6j. 

MORRIS  (Rev.  Richard,  LL.D.).—  Primer 
of  English  Grammar,  i8mo.  is. 

-  Elementary  Lessons  in  Historical 

English  Grammar.  r8mo.  2j.  6d. 

-  Historical  Outlines  of  English  Ac¬ 
cidence.  Extra  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

MORRIS  (R.)  and  BOWEN  (H.  C.).— Eng¬ 
lish  Grammar  Exercises.  i8mo.  is. 

OLIPHANT  (T.  L.  Kington).  —  The  Old 
and  Middle  English.  Globe  8vo.  9J. 

-  The  New  English.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  2tj. 

PEILE  (John).  —  A  Primer  of  Philology. 
i8mo.  ij. 

PELLISSIER  (E.). — French  Roots  and 
their  Families.  Globe  8vo.  6j. 

TAYLOR  (Isaac). — Words  and  Places. 
9th  Edit.  Maps.  Globe  8vo.  6j. 

-  Etruscan  Researches.  8vo.  14J. 

-  Greeks  and  Goths  :  A  Study  of  the 

Runes.  8vo.  qj. 

WETHERELL  (J.). — Exercises  on  Mor¬ 
ris’s  Primer  of  English  Grammar. 
i8mo.  is. 

YONGE  (C.  M.). — History  of  Christian 
Names.  New  Edit.,  revised.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  (d. 

PHILOSOPHY. 

Ethics  and  Metaphysics — Logic — Psychology. 

Ethics  and  Metaphysics. 

BIRKS  (Thomas  Rawson).— F  irst  Principles 
of  Moral  Science.  Cr.  8vo.  8j.  6 d. 

-  Modern  Utilitarianism  ;  or,  The  Sys¬ 
tems  of  Paley,  Bentham,  and  Mill  Examined 
and  Compared.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  (id. 

-  Modern  Physical  Fatalism,  and  the 

Doctrine  of  Evolution.  Including  an 
Examination  of  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer's 
“First  Principles.”  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 


CALDERWOOD  (Prof.  H.).— A  Handbook 
of  Moral  Philosophy.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

FISKE  (John). — Outlines  of  Cosmic  Philo¬ 
sophy,  based  on  the  Doctrine  of  Evolu¬ 
tion.  2  vols.  8vo.  25s. 

FOWLER  (Rev.  Thomas).  —  Progressive 
Morality  :  An  Essay  in  Ethics.  Cr.  8vo.  54. 

HARPER  (Father  Thomas).— The  Meta¬ 
physics  of  the  School.  In  5  vols. — Vols.  I. 
and  II.  8vo.  i8j.  each. — Vol.  III.  Part  I.  12J. 

KANT. — Kant’s  Critical  Philosophy  for 
English  Readers.  By  J.  P.  Mahaffy, 
D.D.,  and  J.  H.  Bernard,  B.D.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo. — Vol.  I.  The  Kritik  of  Pure 
Reason  Explained  and  Defended.  ■js.6d. 
— Vol.  II.  The  Prolegomena.  Translated, 
with  Notes  and  Appendices.  6j. 

-  Kritik  of  Judgment.  Translated  by 

J.  H.  Bernard,  D.D.  8vo.  ioj.  net. 

KANT— MAX  MtjLLER.  —  Critique  of 
Pure  Reason  by  Immanuel  Kant.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  F.  Max  Muller.  With  Intro¬ 
duction  by  Ludwig  Noir£.  2  vols.  8vo. 
16s.  each  (sold  separately). — Vol.  I.  His¬ 
torical  Introduction,  by  Ludwig  NoirA, 
etc. — Vol.  II.  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.). — Moral  and  Meta¬ 
physical  Philosophy.  2  vols.  8vo.  i6j. 

McCOSH  (Rev.  Dr.  James).— The  Method 
of  the  Divine  Government,  Physical 
and  Moral.  8vo.  ioj.  (id. 

-  The  Supernatural  in  Relation  to 

the  Natural.  Cr.  8vo.  -js.6d. 

-  Intuitions  of  the  Mind.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

-  An  Examination  of  Mr.  J.  S.  Mill’s 

Philos&phy.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

-  Christianity  and  Positivism.  Lec¬ 
tures  on  Natural  Theology  and  Apologetics. 
Cr.  8vo.  7J.  6 d. 

-  The  Scottish  Philosophy  from  Hut¬ 
cheson  to  Hamilton,  Biographical,  Ex¬ 
pository,  Critical.  Roy.  8vo.  i6j. 

-  Realistic  Philosophy  Defended  in  a 

Philosophic  Series.  2  vols. — Vol.  I.  Ex¬ 
pository.  Vol.  II.  Historical  and  Criti¬ 
cal.  Cr.  8vo.  14J. 

-  First  and  Fundamental  Truths. 

Being  a  Treatise  on  Metaphysics.  8vo.  9J. 

-  The  Prevailing  Types  of  Philosophy  : 

Can  they  Logically  reach  Reality? 
8vo.  3J.  6d. 

-  Our  Moral  Nature.  Cr.  8vo.  2j.  6 d. 

MASSON  (Prof.  David).— Recent  British 
Philosophy.  3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

SIDGWICK  (Prof.  Henry).— The  Methods 
of  Ethics.  4th  Edit.,  revised.  8vo.  14J. 

-  A  Supplement  to  the  Second  Edition. 

Containing  all  the  important  Additions  and 
Alterations  in  the  Fourth  Edition.  8vo.  6j. 

-  Outlines  of  the  History  of  Ethics 

for  English  Readers.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

THORNTON  (W.  T.).  —  Old-Fashioned 
Ethics  and  Common-Sense  Metaphysics. 
8vo.  ioj.  (id. 
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PHILOSOPHY. 

Logic. 

BOOLE  (George).  —  The  Mathematical 
Analysis  of  Logic.  8vo.  sewed.  5 4. 

CARROLL  (Lewis). — The  Game  of  Logic. 
Cr.  8vo.  3.1.  net. 

JEVONS(W.  Stanley). — A  Primer  of  Logic. 
i8mo.  is. 

-  Elementary  Lessons  in  Logic,  De¬ 
ductive  and  Inductive.  i8mo.  34.  6 d. 

-  Studies  in  Deductive  Logic.  2nd 

Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  64, 

- - The  Principles  of  Science  :  Treatise  on 

Logic  and  Scientific  Method.  Cr.  8vo.  12s.  6d. 

'  Pure  Logic  1  and  other  Minor  Works. 
Edited  by  R.  Adamson,  M.A.,  and  Har¬ 
riet  A.  Jevons.  8vo.  104.  6d. 

KEYNES  (J.  N.).— Studies  and  Exercises 
in  Formal  Logic.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

McCOSH  (Rev.  Dr.). — The  Laws  of  Dis¬ 
cursive  Thought.  A  Text-Book  of  Formal 
Logic.  Cr.  8vo.  55-. 

RAY  (Prof.  P.  K.).— A  Text-Book  of  De¬ 
ductive  Logic.  4th  Edit.  Globe  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

VENN  (Rev.  John).— The  Logic  of  Chance. 
2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  104.  6d. 

-  Symbolic  Logic.  Cr.  8vo.  104.  6 d. 

-  The  Principles  of  Empirical  or  In¬ 
ductive  Logic.  8vo.  184. 


Psychology. 

BALDWIN  (Prof.  J.  M.). — Handbook  of 
Psychology  :  Senses  and  Intellect.  8vo.  12s. 6d. 

- -  Feeling  and  Will.  8vo.  124.  6<f. 

CALDERWOOD  (Prof.  IT.).  -The  Rela¬ 
tions  of  Mind  and  Brain.  3rd  Ed.  8vo.  8s. 

CLIFFORD  (W.  K.). — Seeing  and  Think¬ 
ing.  Cr.  8 vo.  34.  6 d. 

HCFFDING  (Prof.  H.). — Outlines  of  Psy¬ 
chology.  Translated  by  FI.  E.  Lowndes. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

JAMES  (Prof.  William). — The  Principles  of 
Psychology.  2  vols.  Demy  8vo.  254.  net. 

-  Text  Book  of  Psychology.  Cr.  8vo. 

7 s.  net. 

JARDINE  (Rev.  Robert). — The  Elements 
of  the  Psychology  of  Cognition.  3rd 
Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6*.  6d. 

McCOSH  (Rev.  Dr.).— Psychology.  Cr.  8vo. 
I.  The  Cognitive  Powers.  6s.  6d.— II 
The  Motive  Powers.  64.  6 d. 

-  The  Emotions.  8vo.  94. 

MAUDSLEY  (Dr.  Henry). — The  Physiology 
of  Mind.  Cr.  8vo.  104.  6 d. 

■ -  The  Pathology  of  Mind.  8vo.  184. 

-  Body  and  Mind.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  6 d. 

MURPHY  (J.  J.). — Habit  and  Intelli¬ 
gence.  2nd  Edit.  Illustrated.  8vo.  16$. 

PHOTOGRAPHY'. 

MELDOLA  (Prof.  R.). — The  Chemistry  of 
Photography.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 


PHYSICS  OR  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY. 

General — Electricity  and  Magnetism — 
Heat ,  Light ,  and  Sound. 

General. 

ANDREWS  (Dr.  Thomas) :  The  Scientific 
Papers  of  the  late.  With  a  Memoir  by 
Profs.  Tait  and  Crum  Brown.  8vo.  184. 

DANIELL  (A.) — A  Text-Book  of  the 
Principles  of  Physics.  Illustrated.  2nd' 

,  Edit.  Med.  8vo  21s. 

EVERETT  (Prof.  J.  D.).— The  C.  G.  S.  Sys¬ 
tem  of  Units,  with  Tables  of  Physical 
Constants.  New  Edit.  Globe  8vo.  54. 

FESSENDEN  (C.). — Elements  of  Physics. 
Fcp.  8vo.  34. 

FISHER  (Rev.  Osmond). — Physics  of  the 
Earth’s  Crust.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  124. 

GUILLEMIN  (A mbdf:e). — The  Forces  of 
Nature.  A  Popular  Introduction  to  the 
Study  of  Physical  Phenomena.  455  Wood- 
cuts.  Roy.  8vo.  21  s. 

KELVIN  (Lord). — Popular  Lectures  and 
Addresses. — Vol.  I.  Constitution  of 
Matter.  Cr.  8vo.  74.  6 d. 

KEMPE  (A.  B.). — How  to  draw  a  Straight 
Line.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

LODGE  (O.  J.). — Pioneers  of  Science- 
Ext.  cr.  8vo.  74  6 d. 

LOEWY  (B.). — Questions  and  Examples 
in  Experimental  Physics,  Sound,  Light* 
Heat,  Electricity,  and  Magnetism. 
Fcp.  8vo.  2s. 

-  A  Graduated  Course  of  Natural 

Science.  Parti.  Gl.  8vo.  24.— Partll.  2s  6d. 

MOLLOY  (Rev.  G.). — Gleanings  in  Sci¬ 
ence  :  A  Series  of  Popular  Lectures  on- 
Scientific  Subjects.  8vo.  ys.  6d. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour). — A  Primer  of 
Physics.  Illustrated.  i8mo.  14. 

Lessons  in  Elementary  Physics.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Fcp.  8 vo.  44.  6 d. 

-  Questions.  By  T.  H.  Core.  i8mo.  24- 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  GEE  (W.  W, 
Haldane). — Lessons  in  Elementary  Prac- 
ticalPhysics.  Illustrated.— General  Phy¬ 
sical  Processes.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

TAIT  (Prof.  P.  G.). — Lectures  on  some 
Recent  Advances  in  Physical  Science. 
3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  94. 

Electricity  and  Magnetism. 

CUMMING  (Linnaeus). — An  Introduction- 
to  Electricity.  Cr.  8vo.  84.  6 d. 

DAY  (R.  E.).— Electric  Light  Arithmetic. 
i8mo.  2  s. 

GRAY  (Prof.  Andrew).— The  Theory  and 
Practice  of  Absolute  Measurements- 
in  Electricity  and  Magnetism.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.  Vol.  1.  124.  6 d. 

-  Absolute  Measurements  in  Elec¬ 
tricity  and  Magnetism.  Fcp.  8vo.  54-  6d. 

GUILLEMIN  (A.).— Electricity  and  Mag¬ 
netism.^  A  Popular  Treatise.  Translated! 
and  Edited  by  Prof.  Sii.vanus  P.  Thomp¬ 
son.  Super  Roy.  8vo.  314.  6 d. 
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HEAVISIDE  (O.)  —  Electrical  Papers. 

2  vols.  8vo.  30.9.  net. 

KELVIN  (Lord).  —  Papers  on  Electro¬ 
statics  and  Magnetism.  8vo.  18.9. 

LODGE  (Prof.  Oliver). — Modern  Views  of 
Electricity.  Illust  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  6d. 

MENDENHALL  (T.  C.). — A  Century  of 
Electricity.  Cr.  8vo.  4.9.  6d. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  GEE  (W.  W. 
Haldane). — Lessons  in  Elementary  Prac¬ 
tical  Physics.  Cr.  8vo.  Illustrated. — Elec¬ 
tricity  and  Magnetism.  7.9.  6d. 

-  Practical  Physics  for  Schools.  Gl. 

8vo. — Electricity  and  Magnetism.  2s. 6d. 

THOMPSON  (Prof.  Silvanus  P.).  —  Ele¬ 
mentary  Lessons  in  Electricity  and 
Magnetism.  Illustrated.  Fcp.  8vo.  4.9.  6d. 

TURNER  (H.  H.). — Examples  on  Heat 
and  Electricity.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

Heat,  Light,  and  Sound. 

AIRY  (Sir  G.  B.). — On  Sound  and  Atmo¬ 
spheric  Vibrations.  Cr.  8vo.  gs. 

CARNOT— THURSTON. --Reflections  on 
the  Motive  Power  of  Heat,  and  on 
Machines  fitted  to  Develop  that 
Power.  From  the  French  of  N.  L.  S.  Car¬ 
not.  Edited  by  R.  H.  Thurston,  LL.D. 
Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

JOHNSON  (Amy). — Sunshine.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 

JONES  (Prof.  D.  E.). — Heat,  Light,  and 
Sound.  Globe  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

-  Lessons  in  Heat  and  Light.  Globe 

8vo  3.9.  6 d. 

MAYER  (Prof.  A.  M.). — Sound.  A  Series  of 
Simple  Experiments.  Illustr.  Cr.  8vo.  3s. 6d. 

MAYER  (Prof.  A.  M.)  and  BARNARD  (C.)— 
Light.  A  Series  of  Simple  Experiments. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

PARKINSON  (S.). — A  Treatise  on  Optics. 
4th  Edit.,  revised.  Cr.  8vo.  iol  6d. 

PEABODY  (Prof.  C.  H.). — Thermodynamics 
of  the  Steam  Engine  and  other  Heat- 
Engines.  8vo.  21  s. 

PERRY  (Prof.  J.). — Steam  :  An  Elementary 
Treatise.  i8mo.  4.9.  6 d. 

PRESTON  (T.).— The  Theory  of  Light. 
Illustrated.  8vo.  15.9.  net. 

-  The  Theory  of  Heat.  8vo. 

RAYLEIGH  (Lord).— Theory  of  Sound. 
8vo.  Vol.  I.  12.9.  6d. — Vol.  II.  12 s.  6d. 

SHANN  (G.).— An  Elementary  Treatise 
on  Heat  in  Relation  to  Steam  and  the 
Steam-Engine.  Illustr.  Cr.  8vo.  4 s.  6 d. 

SPOTTISWOODE  (W.).— Polarisation  of 
Light.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  GEE  (W.  W. 
Haldane). — Lessons  in  Elementary  Prac¬ 
tical  Physics.  Cr.  8vo.  Illustrated. — 
Optics,  Heat,  and  Sound. 

-  Practical  Physics  for  Schools.  Gl. 

8vo.— Heat,  Light,  and  Sound. 

STOKES  (Sir  George  G.).— On  Light.  The 
Burnett  Lectures.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 


STONE  (W.  H.). — Elementary  Lessons  on 
Sound.  Illustrated.  Fcp.  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

TAIT  (Prof.  P.  G.).— Heat.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

TAYLOR  (Sedley). — Sound  and  Music.  2nd 
Edit.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  8 s.  6d. 

TURNER  (H.  H.).  ( See  Electricity.) 

WRIGHT  (Lewis). — Light.  A  Course  of 
Experimental  Optics.  Illust.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

PHYSIOGRAPHY  and  METEOROLOGY. 

ARATUS. — The  Skies  and  Weather  Fore¬ 
casts  of  Aratus.  Translated  by  E.  Poste, 
M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  3.9.  6d. 

BLANFORD  (H.  F.). — The  Rudiments  of 
Physical  Geography  for  the  Use  of 
Indian  Schools.  Illustr.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s,  6 d. 

-  A  Practical  Guide  to  the  Climates 

and  Weather  of  India,  Ceylon  and 
Burmah,  and  the  Storms  of  Indian 
Seas.  8vo.  12.9  6d. 

FERREL  (Prof.  W.). — A  Popular  Treatise 
on  the  Winds.  8vo.  18,9. 

FISHER  (Rev.  Osmond). — Physics  of  the 
Earth’s  Crust.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  12.9. 

GALTON (Francis). — Meteorographica  ;  or, 
Methods  of  Mapping  the  Weather.  4to.  q$. 

GEIKIE  (Sir  Archibald). — A  Primer  of  Phy¬ 
sical  Geography.  Illustrated.  i8mo.  is. 

-  Elementary  Lessons  in  Physical 

Geography.  Illustrated.  Fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

-  Questions  on  the  same.  is.  6d. 

HUXLEY  (Prof.  T.  H.).— Physiography. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6.9. 

LOCKYER(J.  Norman). — Outlines  of  Phy¬ 
siography  :  the  Movements  of  the 
Earth.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo,  swd.  is.  6d. 

MELDOLA  (Prof.  R.)  and  WHITE  (Wm.).— 
Report  on  the  East  Anglian  Earth¬ 
quake  of  April  22ND,  1884.  8vo.  3.9.  6 d. 

PHYSIOLOGY. 

FEARNLEY  (W.). — A  Manual  of  Elemen¬ 
tary  Practical  Histology.  Cr.  8vo.  7s. 6d. 

FOSTER  (Prof.  Michael). — A  Text-Book  of 
Physiology.  Illustrated.  5th  Edit.  8vo. — 
Part  I.  Book  I.  Blood:  the  Tissues  of 
Movement,  the  Vascular  Mechanism. 
10,9.  6d. — Part  II.  Book  II.  The  Tissues  of 
Chemical  Action,  with  their  Respective 
Mechanisms:  Nutrition.  10 s.  6d. — Part 
III.  Book  III.  The  Central  Nervous 
System.  7s.  6 d. — Part  IV.  Book  III.  The 
Senses,  and  some  Special  Muscular 
Mechanisms.— Book  IV.  The  Tissues  and 
Mechanisms  of  Reproduction.  109.  6 d. 
— Appendix,  by  A  S.  Lea.  7 s.  6 d. 

-  A  Primer  of  Physiology.  i8mo.  is. 

FOSTER  (Prof.  M.)  and  LANGLEY  (J.  N.). 
— A  Course  of  Elementary  Practical 
Physiology  and  Histology.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

GAMGEE  (Arthur). — A  Text-Book  of  the 
Physiological  Chemistry  of  the  Animal 
Body.  Vol.  I.  8vo.  18.9.  Vol.  II. 
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PHYSIOLOGY — continued. 

HUMPHRY  (Prof.  Sir  G.  M.). — The  Human 
Foot  and  the  Human  Hand.  Illustrated. 
Fcp.  8vo.  4-s-.  6 d. 

HUXLEY  (Prof.  Thos.  H.).  —  Lessons  in 
Elementary  Physiology.  Fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 
- —  Questions.  ByT.  Alcock.  i8mo.  is.6d. 

MIVART  (St.  George). — Lessons  in  Ele¬ 
mentary  Anatomy.  Fcp.  8vo.  6s.  6d. 

PETTIGREW  (J.  Bell). — The  Physiology 
of  the  Circulation  in  Plants  in  the 
Lower  Animals  and  in  Man.  8vo.  12 s. 

SEILER  (Dr.  Carl). — Micro-Photographs 
in  Histology,  Normal  and  Pathologi¬ 
cal.  4to.  31J.  6d. 

POETRY.  {See  unde r  Literature,  p.  14.) 

POLITICAL  ECONOMY. 

BASTABLE  (Prof.  C.  F.). — Public  Finance. 
12 s.  6 d.  net. 

B$HM-BAWERK  (Prof.). — Capital  and  In¬ 
terest.  Trans,  by  W.  Smart.  8vo.  12j-.net. 

-  The  Positive  Theory  of  Capital.  By 

the  same  Translator.  12s.  net. 

BOISSEVAIN  (G.  M.). — The  Monetary 
Question.  8vo,  sewed.  3s.  net. 

BONAR  (James). — Malthus  and  his  Work. 
8vo.  12 s.  6rf. 

CAIRNES  (J.  E.). — Some  Leading  Princi¬ 
ples  of  Political  Economy  newly  Ex¬ 
pounded.  8vo.  14J. 

- The  Character  and  Logical  Method 

of  Political  Economy.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

CANTILLON.  — Essai  sur  le  Commerce. 
i2mo.  ys.  net. 

CLARKE  (C.  B.).  —  Speculations  from 
Political  Economy.  Cr.  8vo.  3.?.  6 rf. 

DICTIONARY  OF  POLITICAL  ECON¬ 
OMY,  A.  By  various  Writers.  Ed.  R.  H.  I. 
Palgrave.  3s. 6d.  net.  (Part  I.  July,  1891.) 

ECONOMIC  JOURNAL,  THE.  —  The 
Journal  of  the  British  Economic  Asso¬ 
ciation.  Edit,  by  Prof.  F.  Y.  Edgeworth. 
Published  Quarterly.  8vo.  5s-.  (Part  I. 
April,  1891.)  Vol.  I.  2ij.  [Cloth  Covers  for 
binding  Volumes,  is.  6 d.  each.) 

ECONOMICS:  The  Quarterly  Journal 
of.  Vol.  II.  Parts  II.  III.  IV.  2 s.6d.  each. 
—Vol.  III.  4  parts.  2s.  6d.  each. — Vol.  IV. 

4  parts.  2s.6d.  each,  Vol.  V.  4  parts.  2s.6d. 
each. — Vol.  VI.  4  parts.  2s.  6rf.  each. 

FAWCETT  (Henry).— Manual  of  Politi¬ 
cal  Economy.  7th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  12 s. 

- An  Explanatory  Digest  of  the  above. 

By  C.  A.  Waters.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

- Free  Trade  and  Protection.  6th 

Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  3 j.  6d. 

FAWCETT  (Mrs.  H.). — Political  Econ¬ 
omy  for  Beginners,  with  Questions. 
7th  Edit.  i8mo.  2 s.  6 d. 

FIRST  LESSONS  IN  BUSINESS  MAT¬ 
TERS.  By  A  Banker’s  Daughter.  2nd 
Edit.  i8mo.  is. 


GILMAN  (N.  P.).  —  Profit-Sharing  be¬ 
tween  Employer  and  Employee.  Cr. 
8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

GOSCHEN  (Rt.  Hon.  George  J.). — Reports 
and  Speeches  on  Local  Taxation.  8vo.  5J. 

GUIDE  TO  THE  UNPROTECTED:  In 
Every-day  Matters  relating  to  Pro¬ 
perty  and  Income.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3$.  6 d. 

GUNTON  (George).  —  Wealth  and  Pro¬ 
gress.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

'HORTON  (Hon.  S.  Dana). — The  Silver 
Pound  and  England’s  Monetary  Policy 
since  the  Restoration.  8vo.  14J. 

HOWELL  (George). — The  Conflicts  of 
Capital  and  Labour.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6d. 

JEVONS  (W.  Stanley). — A  Primer  of  Politi¬ 
cal  Economy.  i8mo.  ij. 

-  The  Theory  of  Political  Economy. 

3rd  Ed.  8vo.  ioj.  6d. 

-  Investigations  in  Currency  and  Fi¬ 
nance.  Edit,  by  H.  S.  Foxwell.  8vo.  21$ 

KEYNES  (J.  N.). — The  Scope  and  Method 
of  Political  Economy.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  net. 

MACDONELL  (John). — The  Land  Ques¬ 
tion.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

MARSHALL  (Prof.  Alfred). — Principles  of 
Economics.  2vols.  8vo.  Vol.  I.  12^. 6d.  net. 

- Elements  of  Economics  of  Industry. 

Crown  8vo.  3-r.  6 d. 

MARTIN  (Frederick). — The  History  of 
Lloyd’s,  and  of  Marine  Insurance  in 
Great  Britain.  8vo.  14J. 

PRICE  (L.  L.  F.  R.). — Industrial  Peace: 
its  Advantages,  Methods,  and  Diffi¬ 
culties.  Med.  8vo.  6s. 

SIDGWICK  (Prof.  Henry). — The  Principles 
of  Political  Economy.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  16s. 

SMART  (W.). — An  Introduction  to  the 
Theory  ok  Value.  Cr.  8vo.  3J.  net. 

THOMPSON  (H.  M.). — The  Theory  of 
Wages  and  its  application  to  the  Eight 
Hours  Question.  Cr.  8vo.  3 j.  6d. 

WALKER  (Francis  A.). — First  Lessons  in 
Political  Economy.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

■  A  Brief  Text-Book  of  Political 
Economy.  Cr.  8vo.  6j.  6 d. 

-  Political  Economy.  8vo.  12J.  6 d. 

The  Wages  Question.  Ext.  cr.  8vo. 
8j.  6 d.  net. 

-  Money.  New  Edit.  Ext.cr.8vo.8j.6rf.net. 

-  Money  in  its  Relation  to  Trade  and 

Industry.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

-  Land  and  its  Rent.  Fcp.  8vo.  3 j.  6rf. 

WALLACE  (A.  R.). — Bad  Times  :  An  Essav. 
Cr.  8vo.  2j.  6 rf. 

WICKSTEED  (Ph.  H.). — The  Alphabet  of 
Economic  Science. — I.  Elements  of  the 
Theory  of  Value  or  Worth.  G1.8vo.  2s.6d. 

POLITICS. 

(See  also  History,  p.  10.) 

(Sir  F.  O.)  and  CUNNINGHAM 
(C.) — The  Swiss  Confederation.  8vo.  14 j. 
BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).— The  Egyptian 
Question.  8vo,  sewed,  is. 


POLITICS. 


BATH  (Marquis  of).  —  Observations  on 
Bulgarian  Affairs.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

BRIGHT  (John).—! Speeches  on  Questions 
of  Public  Policy.  Edit,  by  J.  E.  Thorold 
Rogers.  With  Portrait.  2  vols.  8vo.  25 s. 
— Popular  Edition.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  Public  Addresses.  Edited  by  J.  E.  T. 

Rogers.  8vo.  14s. 

BRYCE  (Jas.,  M.P.). — The  American  Com¬ 
monwealth.  2  vols.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  25.?. 

BUCKLAND  (Anna).— Our  National  In¬ 
stitutions.  i8mo.  ij. 

BURKE  (Edmund). — Letters,  Tracts,  and 
Speeches  on  Irish  Affairs.  Edited  by 
Matthew  Arnold, with  Preface.  Cr.8vo.  6j. 
-  Reflections  on  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion.  Ed.  by  F.  G.  Selby.  Globe  8vo.  55. 

CAIRNES  (J.  E.). — Political  Essays.  8vo. 
10 s.  6d. 

-  The  Slave  Power.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

COBDEN  (Richard). — Speeches  on  Ques¬ 
tions  of  Public  Policy.  Ed.  by  J.  Bright 
and  J.  E.  Thorold  Rogers.  Gl.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

DICEY  (Prof.  A.  V.).— Letters  on  Unionist 
Delusions.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.6d. 

DILKE  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  Charles  W.).—  Greater 
Britain.  9th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6^. 

-  Problems  of  Greater  Britain.  Maps. 

3rd  Edit.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  12s.  6d. 

DONISTHORPE  (Wordsworth).  —  I  ndivi 
dualism  :  A  System  of  Politics.  8vo.  14 s. 

DUFF(Rt.  Hon.  Sir  M.  E. Grant).— Miscella 
nies.  Political  and  Literary.  8vo.  ios.6d. 

ENGLISH  CITIZEN,  THE.— His  Rights 
and  Responsibilities.  Ed.  by  Henry  Craik, 
C.B.  New  Edit.  Monthly  Volumes  from 
Oct.  1892.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6 d.  each. 

Central  Government.  By  H.  D.  Traill. 
The  Electorate  and  the  Legislature. 

By  Spencer  Walpole. 

The  Land  Laws.  By  Sir  F.  Pollock, 
Bart.  2nd  Edit. 

The  Punishment  and  Prevention  of 
Crime.  By  Col.  Sir  Edmund  du  Cane. 
Local  Government.  By  M.  D.  Chalmers. 
Colonies  and  Dependencies:  Part  I.  In¬ 
dia.  By  J.  S.  Cotton,  M.A.— II.  The 
Colonies.  By  E.  J.  Payne. 

The  State  in  Its  Relation  to  Educa¬ 
tion.  By  Henry  Craik,  C.B. 

The  State  and  the  Church.  By  Hon. 

Arthur  Elliott,  M.P. 

The  State  in  its  Relation  to  Trade. 

By  Sir  T.  H.  Farrer,  Bart. 

The  Poor  Law.  By  the  Rev.  T.  W.  Fowle. 
The  State  in  Relation  to  Labour.  By 
W.  Stanley  Jevons. 

J ustice  and  Police.  By  F.  W.  Maitland. 
The  National  Defences.  By  Colonel 
Maurice,  R. A.  [/«  the  Press. 

Foreign  Relations.  By  S.  Walpole. 
The  National  Budget;  National  Debt  ; 
Taxes  and  Rates.  By  A.  J.  Wilson. 


FAWCETT  (Henry).  —  Speeches  on  some 
Current  Political  Questions.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

-  Free  Trade  and  Protection.  6th 

Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

FAWCETT  (Henry  and  Mrs.  H.).—  Essays 
and  Lectures  on  Political  and  Social 
Subjects.  8vo.  ioj.  6d. 

FISKE  (John). — American  Political  Ideas 
Viewed  from  the  Stand-point  of  Uni¬ 
versal  FIistory.  Cr.  8vo.  4s. 

-  Civil  Government  in  the  United 

States  considered  with  some  Reference 
to  its  Origin.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  6d. 

FREEMAN  (Prof.  E.  A.). — Disestablish¬ 
ment  AND  DlSENDOWMENT.  WHAT  ARE 
They?  4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

-  Comparative  Politics  and  The  Unity 

of  History.  8vo.  14s. 

-  The  Growth  of  the  English  Consti¬ 
tution.  5th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

HARWOOD  (George). — Disestablishment  ; 
or,  a  Defence  of  the  Principle  of  a  National 
Church.  8vo.  12s. 

-  The  Coming  Democracy.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HILL  (Florence  D.). — Children  of  the 
State.  Ed.  by  Fanny  Fowke.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

HILL  (Octavia). — Our  Common  Land,  and 
other  Essays.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

HOLLAND  (Prof.  T.  E.). — The  Treaty  Re¬ 
lations  of  Russia  and  Turkey,  from 
1774  to  1853.  Cr.  8vo.  2s . 

JENKS  (Prof.  Edward). — The  Government 
of  Victoria  (Australia).  8vo.  14s. 

JEPHSON  (H.). — The  Platform  :  its  Rise 
and  Progress.  2  vols.  8vo.  21s. 

LOWELL  (J.  R.).  (See  Collected  Works.) 

LUBBOCK  (Sir  J.).  (See  Collected  Works.) 

MACDONELL  (John).— The  Land  Ques 
tion.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

PALGRAVE  (Reginald  F.  D.). — The  House 
of  Commons  :  Illustrations  of  its  History 
and  Practice.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

PALGRAVE  (W.  Gifford).  —  Essays  on 
Eastern  Questions.  8vo.  10 s.  6d. 

PARKIN  (G.  R.). — Imperial  Federation. 
Cr.  8vo.  4.?.  6 d. 

POLLOCK  (Sir  F.,  Bart.). — Introduction 
to  the  History  of  the  Science  of 
Politics.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

-  Leading  Cases  done  into  English. 

Crown  8vo  3s.  6 d. 

PRACTICAL  POLITICS.  8vo.  6s. 

ROGERS  (Prof.  J.  E.  T.).— Cobden  and 
Political  Opinion.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

ROUTLEDGE  (Jas.).— Popular  Progress 
in  England.  8vo.  i6.y. 

RUSSELL  (Sir  Charles).— New  Views  on 
Ireland.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

-  The  Parnell  Commission  :  The  Open¬ 
ing  Speech  for  the  Defence.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 
— Popular  Edition.  Sewed.  2 s. 

SIDGWICK  (Prof.  Henry). — The  Elements 
of  Politics.  8vo.  14s.  net. 
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POLITICS. 

SMITH  (Gold win).  — Canada and  the  Can  a 
dian  Question.  8vo.  84.  net. 

STATESMAN'S  YEAR-BOOK,  THE.  (A«. 

below  under  Statistics.) 

STATHAM  (R.).  —  Blacks,  Boers,  and 
British.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THORNTON  (W.  T.).— A  Plea  for  Peasant 
Proprietors.  New  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  74.  6 d. 

-  Indian  Public  Works,  and  Cognats 

Indian  Topics.  Cr.  8vo.  84.  6 d. 

TRENCH  (Capt.  F.). — The  Russo-Indian 
Question.  Cr.  8vo.  ns.  6 d. 

WALLACE  (Sir  Donald  M.). — Egypt  and 
the  Egyptian  Question.  8vo.  14s. 

PSYCHOLOGY. 

(See  under  Philosophy,  p.  28.) 

SCULPTURE.  (See  Art.) 

SOCIAL  ECONOMY. 

■BOOTH  (C.).— A  Picture  of  Pauperism, 
Cr.  8vo.  54. — Cheap  Edit.  8vo.  Swd.,  6 d. 

Life  and  Labour  of  the  People  of 
London^  4  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s.  6 d.  each. — 
Maps  to  illustrate  the  above.  54. 

FAWCETT  (H.  and  Mrs.  H.).  (See  Politics.) 

HILL  (Octavia). — Homes  of  the  London 
Poor.  Cr.  8vo,  sewed,  is. 

HUXLEY  (Prof.  T.  H.). — Social  Diseases 
and  Worse  Remedies  :  Letters  to  the 
“Times."  Cr.  8vo.  sewed,  is-,  net. 

JEVONS(W.  Stanley). — Methods  of  Social 
Reform.  8vo.  104.  6 d. 

STANLEY  (Hon.  Maude).  —  Clubs  for 
Working  Girls.  Cr.  8vo.  31.  6 d. 

SOUND.  (See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

SPORT. 

BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.). — Wild  Beasts 
and  their  Ways  :  Reminiscences  of 
Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  America,  from 
184s — 88.  Illustrated.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  12s-.  6d. 

CHASSERESSE  (D.).  — Sporting  Sketches. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  3 4.  6 d. 

EDWARDS-MOSS  (Sir  J.  E.,  Bart). — A 
Season  in  Sutherland.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

STATISTICS. 

STATESMAN’S  YEAR-BOOK,  THE.  Sta¬ 
tistical  and  Historical  Annual  of  the  States 
of  the  W  orld  for  the  Year  1 892.  Revised  after 
Official  Returns.  Ed.  by  J.  Scott  Keltie. 
Cr.  8vo.  1 os.  6 d. 

SURGERY.  (See  Medicine.) 

SWIMMING. 

LEAHY  (Sergeant).— The  Art  of  Swimming 
in  the  Eton  Style.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s. 


THEOLOGY. 

The  Bible — History  of  the  Christian  Church — 
The  Church  of  England— Devotional  Books 
—  T he  Fathers — Hymnology — Sermons ,  Lec¬ 
tures ,  Addresses,  and  Theological  Essays. 

Tbe  Bible. 

History  of  the  Bible — 

The  English  Bible  ;  An  External  and 
Critical  History  of  the  various  English 
Translations  of  Scripture.  By  Prof.  John 
Eadie.  2  vols.  8vo.  284. 

The  Bible  in  the  Church.  By  Right  Rev. 
Bp.  Westcott.  10th  edit.  i8mo.  44.  6d. 
Biblical  History — 

Bible  Lessons.  By  Rev.  E.  A.  Abbott. 
Cr.  8vo.  44.  6d. 

Side  Lights  upon  Bible  History.  By 
Mrs.  Sydney  Buxton.  Cr.  8vo  54. 
Stories  from  the  Bible.  By  Rev.  A.  J. 

Church.  Illust.  Cr.Svo.  2parts.  34.6rf.each. 
Bible  Readings  selected  from  the  Pen¬ 
tateuch  and  the  Book  of  Joshua. 
By  Rev.  J.  A.  Cross.  Gl.  8vo.  24.  6 d. 
The  Children’s  Treasury  of  Bible 
Stories.  By  Mrs.  H.  Gaskoin.  i8mo. 
14.  each.— Part  I.  Old  Testament;  II. 
New  Testament ;  III.  The  Apostles. 

A  Class-Book  of  Old  Testament  His¬ 
tory.  By  Rev.  Dr.  Maclear.  i8mo.  44.61/. 
A  Class-Book  of  New  Testament  His¬ 
tory.  By  the  same.  i8mo.  54.  6 d. 

A  Shilling  Book  of  Old  Testament 
History.  By  the  same.  i8mo.  14. 

A  Shilling  Book  of  New  Testament 
History.  By  the  same.  i8mo.  14. 

The  Old  Testament — 

Scripture  Readings  for  Schools  and 
Families.  By  C.  M.  Yonge.  Globe  8vo. 
14.  6 d.  each  ;  also  with  comments,  34.  6 d. 
each.  —  Genesis  to  Deuteronomy.  — 
Joshua  to  Solomon. — Kings  and  the 
Prophets.— The  GospelTimes.— Apos¬ 
tolic  Times. 

The  Patriarchs  and  Lawgivers  of  the 
Old  Testament.  By  F.  D.  Maurice. 
Cr.  8vo.  34.  6d. 

The  Prophets  and  Kings  of  the  Old 
Testament.  By  same.  Cr.  8vo.  34.  6 d. 

The  Canon  of  the  Old  Testament.  Bv 
Prof  H.  E.  Ryle.  Cr.  8vo.  64. 

The  Pentateuch — 

An  Historico-Critical  Inquiry  into  the 
Origin  and  Composition  of  the  Hexa- 
Teuch  (Pentateuch  and  Book  of 
Joshua).  By  Prof.  A.  Kuenen.  Trans, 
by  P.  H.  Wicksteed,  M.A.  8vo.  144. 

The  Psalms — 

The  Psalms  Chronologically  Arranged. 

By  Four  Friends.  Cr.  8vo.  54.  net. 
Golden  Treasury  Psalter.  Student’s 
Edition  of  the  above.  r8mo.  34.  6 d. 

The  Psalms.  With  Introduction  and  Notes. 
By  A.  C.  Jennings,  M.A.,  and  W.  H. 
Lowe,  M.A.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  104.  6d.  each. 
Introduction  to  the  Study  and  Use  of 
the  Psalms.  By  Rev.  J.  F.  Thrupp. 
2nd  Edit.  2  vols.  8vo.  214. 

Isaiah — 

Isaiah  xl.— lxvi.  With  the  Shorter  Pro¬ 
phecies  allied  to  it.  Edited  by  Matthew 
Arnold.  Cr.  8vo.  54. 
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I saiah — 

Isaiah  of  Jerusalem.  In  the  Authorised 
English  Version,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes.  By  Matthew  Arnold.  Cr.  8vo. 
4s.  6 d. 

A  Bible-Reading  for  Schools.  The  Great 
Prophecy  of  Israel’s  Restoration  (Isaiah 
xl. — lxvi.).  Arranged  and  Edited  for  Young 
Learners.  By  the  same.  i8mo.  is. 

Commentary  on  the  Book  of  Isaiah  : 
Critical,  Historical,  and  Prophetical ;  in¬ 
cluding  a  Revised  English  Translation. 
By  T.  R.  Birks.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

The  Book  of  Isaiah  Chronologically 
Arranged.  By  T.  K.  Cheyne.  Cr. 
8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

Zechariah — 

The  Hebrew  Student’s  Commentary  on 
Zechariah,  Hebrew  and  LXX.  By  W.  H. 
Lowe,  M.A.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

The  New  Testament — 

The  New  Testament.  Essay  on  the  Right 
Estimation  of  MS.  Evidence  in  the  Text 
of  the  New  Testament.  By  T.  R.  Birks. 
Cr.  8 vo.  3-y.  6d. 

The  Messages  of  the  Books.  Discourses 
and  Notes  on  the  Books  of  the  New  Testa¬ 
ment.  By  Archd.  Farrar.  8vo.  145-. 

The  Classical  Element  in  the  New 
Testament.  Considered  as  a  Proof  of  its 
Genuineness,  with  an  Appendix  on  the 
Oldest  Authorities  used  in  the  Formation 
of  the  Canon.  ByC-H.HooLE.  8vo.  ios.6d. 

On  a  Fresh  Revision  of  the  English 
New  Testament.  With  an  Appendix  on 
the  last  Petition  of  the  Lord’s  Prayer.  By 
Bishop  Lightfoot.  Cr.  8vo.  75-.  6 d. 

The  Unity  of  the  New  Testament.  By 
F.  D.  Maurice.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  12 s. 

A  Companion  to  the  Greek  Testament 
and  the  English  Version.  By  Philip 
Schaff,  D.D.  Cr.  8vo.  12s. 

A  General  Survey  of  the  Htstory  of 
the  Canon  of  the  New  Testament 
during  the  First  Four  Centuries.  By 
Bishop  Westcott.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

The  New  Testament  in  the  Original 
Greek.  The  Text  revised  by  Bishop 
Westcott,  D.D.,  and  Prof.  F.  J.  A. 
Hort,  D.D.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  ro s.  6d. 
each. — Vol.  I.  Text. — Vol.  II.  Introduc¬ 
tion  and  Appendix. 

School  Edition  of  the  above.  i8m_o, 
4s.  6 d.  ;  i8mo,  roan,  5.9.  6d.  ;  morocco,  gilt 
edges,  6d. 

The  Gospels — 

The  Common  Tradition  of  the  Synoptic 
Gospels.  In  the  Text  of  the  Revised 
Version.  By  Rev.  E.  A.  Abbott  and 
W.  G.  Rushbrooke.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s .  6d. 

Synopticon  :  An  Exposition  of  the  Common 
Matter  of  the  Synoptic  Gospels.  By  W.  G. 
Rushbrooke.  Printed  in  Colours.  In  Six 
Parts,  and  Appendix.  4to. — Part  I.  3.9.  6d. 
— Parts  II.  and  III.  ys. — Parts  IV.  V.  and 
VI.,  with  Indices,  10 s.  6d. — Appendices, 
ios.  6d. — Complete  in  1  vol.  35.9. 

Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Four 
Gospels.  ByBp. Westcott. Cr.8vo.  ios.6d. 

The  Composition  of  the  Four  Gospels. 
By  Rev.  Arthur  Wright.  Cr.  8vo.  5 s. 
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Gospel  of  St.  Matthew — 

The  Greek  Text,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes  by  Rev.  A.  Sloman.  Fcp.8vo.  2s.6d. 
Choice  Notes  on  St.  Matthew.  Drawn 
from  Old  and  New  Sources.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 
(St.  Matthew  and  St.  Mark  in  1  vol.  gs.) 

Gospel  of  St.  Mark — 

School  Readings  in  the  Greek  Testa¬ 
ment.  Being  the  Outlines  of  the  Life  of 
our  Lord  as  given  by  St.  Mark,  with  addi¬ 
tions  from  the  Text  of  the  other  Evange¬ 
lists.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Vocabulary, 
by  Rev.  A.  Calvert,  M.A.  Fcp.  8vo.  2sJ6d. 
Choice  Notes  on  St.  Mark.  Drawn  from 
Old  and  New  Sources.  Cr.  8vo.  4.9.  6 d. 
(St.  Matthew  and  St.  Mark  in  1  vol.  9$.) 

Gospel  0/ St.  Luke — 

Greek  Text,  with  Introduction,  id  Notes 
by  Rev.  J.  Bond,  M.A.  Fcp.  Svo.  zs.'&d. 
Choice  Notes  on  St.  Luke.  Drawn  from 
Old  and  New  Sources.  Cr.  Svo.  4.9.  6d. 
The  Gospel  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
A  Course  of  Lectures  on  the  Gospel  of  St. 
Luke.  By  F.  D.  Maurice.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Gospel  of  St.  John — 

The  Gospel  of  St.  John.  By  F.  D. 

Maurice.  8th  Ed.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Choice  Notes  on  St.  John.  Drawn  from 
Old  and  New  Sources.  Cr.  Svo.  4-9.  6d. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles — 

Greek  Text,  with  Notes  by  T.  E.  Page, 
M.A.  Fcp.  8vo.  3.9.  6d. 

The  Church  of  the  First  Days:  The 
Church  of  Jerusalem,  The  Church  of 
the  Gentiles,  The  Church  of  the 
World.  Lectures  on  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles.  By  Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan. 
Cr.  8vo.  109.  6 d. 

The  Epistles  of  St.  Paul — 

The  Epistle  to  the  Romans.  The 
Greek  Text,  with  English  Notes.  By  the 
Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan.  7th  Edit. 
Cr.  Svo.  ys.  6d. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Corinthians.  Greek 
Text,  with  Commentary.  By  Rev.  W. 
Kay.  8vo.  gs. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Galatians.  A 

Revised  Text,  with  Introduction,  Notes, 
and  Dissertations.  By  Bishop  Lightfoot. 
10th  Edit.  8vo.  12.9. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Philippians.  A 
Revised  Text,  with  Introduction,  Notes, 
and  Dissertations.  By  the  same.  8vo.  12s. 
The  Epistle  to  the  Philippians.  With 
Translation,  Paraphrase,  and  Notes  for 
English  Readers.  By  the  Very  Rev.  C.  1. 
Vaughan.  Cr.  8vo.  5,9. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Colossians  and 
to  Philemon.  A  Revised  Text,  with  In¬ 
troductions,  etc.  By  Bishop  Lightfoot. 
9th  Edit.  8vo.  i25‘. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Ephesians,  the 
Colossians,  and  Philemon.  With  In¬ 
troduction  and  Notes.  By  Rev.  J.  LI. 
Davies.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

The  First  Epistle  to  the  Thessalo* 
nians.  By  Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaug,HAN. 
8vo,  sewed,  is.  6d. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Thessalonians. 
Commentary  on  the  Greek  Text.  By  Prof. 
John  Eadie.  8vo.  125-. 
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The  Bible — continued. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  James — 

The  Greek  Text,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes.  By  Rev.  Joseph  Mayor.  8vo.  14s. 

The  Epistles  of  St.  John — 

The  Epistles  of  St.  John.  By  F.  D. 

Maurice.  4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

—  The  Greek  Text,  with  Notes,  by  Bishop 
Westcott.  3rd  Edit.  8vo.  12s.  6 d. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews — 

Greek  and  English.  Edited  by  Rev. 

Frederic  Rendall.  Cr.  8vo.  6s-. 
English  Text,  with  Commentary.  By  the 
same.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  Id. 

The  Greek  Text,  with  Notes,  by  Very 
Rev  C.  J.  Vaughan.  Cr.  8vo.  7,?.  6 d. 
The  Greek  Text,  with  Notes  and  Essays, 
by  Bishop  Westcott.  8vo.  141-. 

Revelation — 

Lectures  on  the  Apocalypse.  By  F.  D. 

Maurice.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

The  Revelation  of  St.  John.  By  Rev. 

Prof.  W.  Milligan.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 
Lectures  on  the  Apocalypse.  By  the 
same.  Crown  8vo.  5 s. 

Lectures  on  the  Revelation  of  St. 
John.  By  Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan. 
5th  Edit.  Cr.  Svo.  10s.  6 d. 


The  Bible  Word-Book.  By  W.  Aldis 
Wright.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  ys.  6 d. 

History  of  the  Christian  Church. 

CHURCH  (Dean). — The  Oxford  Move- 
ment,  1833—45.  Gl.  8vo.  5^. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Rev.  John). — The  Growth 
of  the  Church  in  its  Organisation  and 
Institutions.  8vo.  9 s. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Rev.  William).  —  The 
Churches  of  Asia  :  A  Methodical  Sketch 
of  the  Second  Century.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

DALE  (A.  W.  W.). — The  Synod  of  Elvira, 
and  Christian  Life  in  the  Fourth  Cen¬ 
tury.  Cr.  8vo.  1  os.  6 d. 

HARDWICK  (Archdeacon). — A  History  of 
the  Christian  Church  :  Middle  Age 
Edited  by  Bp.  Stubbs.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

-  A  History  of  the  Christian  Church 

during  THE  Reformation.  9th  Edit.,  re¬ 
vised  by  Bishop  Stubbs.  Cr.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

H0RT(Dr.  F.  J.  A.). — Two  Dissertations. 
I.  On  MONOrENHS  0EO2  in  Scripture 
and  Tradition.  II.  On  the  “  Constan- 
tinopolitan  ”  Creed  and  other  Eastern 
Creeds  of  the  Fourth  Century.  8vo. 
ys.  6d 

K.ILLEN  (W.  D.). — Ecclesiastical  His¬ 
tory  of  Ireland,  from  the  Earliest 
Date  to  the  Present  Time.  2  vols. 
8vo.  25s. 

SIMPSON  (Rev.  W.). — An  Epitome  OF  THE 
History  of  the  Christian  Church.  7th 
Edit.  Fcp.  8 vo  3 v.  6 d. 


VAUGHAN  (Very  Rev.  C.  J.). — The  Church 
of  the  First  Days:  The  Church  of 
Jerusalem,  The  Church  of  the  Gen¬ 
tiles,  The  Church  of  the  World.  Cr. 
8vo.  10s.  6d. 

WARD  (W.). — William  George  Ward  and 
the  Oxford  Movement.  8vo.  14 s. 

The  Church  of  England. 

Catechism  of— 

A  Class-Book  of  the  Catechism  of 
the  Church  of  England.  By  Rev.  Canon 
Maclear.  i8mo.  is.  6 d. 

A  First  Class-Book  of  the  Catechism 
of  the  Church  of  England.  By  the 
same.  i8mo.  6d. 

The  Order  of  Confirmation.  With 
Prayers  and  Devotions.  By  the  same. 
32mo.  6  d. 

Collects — - 

Collects  of  the  Church  of  England. 
With  a  Coloured  Floral  Design  to  each 
Collect.  Cr.  8vo.  12 s. 

Disestablishmen  t — 

Disestablishment  and  Disendowment. 
What  are  they?  By  Prof.  E.  A.  Free¬ 
man.  4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 
Disestablishment  ;  or,  A  Defence  of  the 
Principle  of  a  National  Church.  By  Geo. 
Harwood.  8vo.  12$. 

A  Defence  of  the  Church  of  England 
against  Disestablishment.  By  Roun- 
dell,  Earl  of  Selborne.  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 
Ancient  Facts  and  Fictions  concerning 
Churches  and  Tithes.  By  the  same. 
2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

Dissent  in  its  Relation  to — 

Dissent  in  its  Relation  to  the  Church 
of  England.  By  Rev.  G.  H.  Curteis. 
Bampton  Lectures  for  1871.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

Holy  Communion — 

The  Communion  Service  from  the  Book 
of  Common  Prayer.  With  Select  Read¬ 
ings  from  the  Writings  of  the  Rev.  F.  D. 
Maurice.  Edited  by  Bishop  Colenso. 
6th  Edit.  i6mo.  2s.  6 d. 

Before  the  Table  :  An  Inquiry,  Historical 
and  Theological,  into  the  Meaning  of  the 
Consecration  Rubric  in  the  Communion 
Service  of  the  Church  of  England.  By 
Very  Rev.  J.  S.  Howson.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 
First  Communion.  With  Prayers  and  De¬ 
votions  for  the  newly  Confirmed.  By  Rev. 
Canon  Maclear.  32mo.  6d. 

A  Manual  of  Instruction  for  Confir¬ 
mation  and  First  Communion.  With 
Prayers  and  Devotions.  By  the  same. 
32mo.  2s. 

Liturgy — 

An  Introduction  to  the  Creeds.  By 
Rev.  Canon  Maclear.  i8mo.  3s.  6 d. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Thirty-Nine 
Articles.  By  same.  i8mo.  [In  the  Press. 
A  History  of  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer.  By  Rev  F.  Procter.  18th 
Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

An  Elementay  Introduction  to  the 
Book  of  Common  Prayer.  By  Rev.  F. 
Procter  and  Rev.  Canon  Maclear. 
i8mo.  2 s.  6 d. 


DEVOTIONAL  BOOKS— SERMONS,  LECTURES,  Etc. 


35 


Liturgy — 

Twelve  Discourses  on  Subjects  con¬ 
nected  with  the  Liturgy  and  Wor¬ 
ship  of  the  Church  of  England.  By 
Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan.  Fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

A  Companion  to  the  Lectionary.  By 
Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 


Judgment  in  the  Case  of  Read  and 
Others  zl  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Lincoln. 
Nov.  21,  1890.  By  his  Grace  the  Arch¬ 
bishop  of  Canterbury.  8vo.  is.  6d.  net. 

Devotional  Books. 

EASTLAKE  (Lady).  —  Fellowship:  Let¬ 
ters  ADDRESSED  TO  MY  SlSTER-MoURNERS. 
Cr.  8 vo.  2s.  6 d. 

IMITATIO  CHRISTI.  Libn  IV.  Printed 
in  Borders  after  Holbein,  Dtirer,  and  other 
old  Masters,  containing  Dances  of  Death, 
Acts  of  Mercy,  Emblems,  etc.  Cr.8vo.  7S.6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — Out  of  the  Deep  : 
Words  for  the  Sorrowful.  From  the 
Writings  of  Charles  Kingsley.  Ext.  fcp. 
8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Daily  Thoughts.  Selected  from  the 

Writings  of  Charles  Kingsley.  By  His 
Wife.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  From  Death  to  Life.  Fragments  o  1 

Teaching  to  a  Village  Congregation.  Edit, 
by  His  Wife.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

MACLEAR  (Rev.  Canon). — A  Manual  of 
Instruction  for  Confirmation  and 
First  Communion,  with  Prayers  and 
Devotions.  321110.  2 s. 

- The  Hour  of  Sorrow;  or,  The  Office 

for  the  Burial  of  the  Dead.  32mo.  2s. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.).  —  Lessons  of  Hope 
Readings  from  the  Works  of  F.  D.  Maurice. 
Selected  by  Rev.  J.  Ll.  Davies,  M.A.  Cr. 
8vo.  5  s. 

RAYS  OF  SUNLIGHT  FOR  DARK  DAYS. 
With  a  Preface  by  Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan. 
D.D.  New  Edition.  i8mo.  3s.  6d. 

SERVICE  (Rev.  J.). — Prayers  for  Public 
Worship.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

THE  WORSHIP  OF  GOD,  AND  FEL¬ 
LOWSHIP  AMONG  MEN.  By  Prof. 
Maurice  and  others.  Fcp.  8vo.  3 s.6d. 

WELBY-GREGORY  (Hon.  Lady).— Links 
and  Clues.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WESTCOTT  (Rt.  Rev.  Bishop).— Thoughts 
on  Revelation  and  Life.  Selections  from 
the  Writings  of  Bishop  Westcott.  Edited 
by  Rev.  S.  Phillips.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WILBRAHAM  (Francis  M.). — In  the  Sere 
and  Yellow  Leaf  :  Thoughts  and  Re¬ 
collections  for  Old  and  Young.  Globe 
8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

The  Fathers. 

DONALDSON  (Prof.  James). — The  Apos¬ 
tolic  Fathers.  A  Critical  Account  of  their 
Genuine  Writings,  and  of  their  Doctrines. 
2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 


Works  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  Fathers : 

The  Apostolic  Fathers.  Revised  Texts, 
with  Introductions,  Notes,  Dissertations, 
and  Translations.  By  Bishop  Lightfoot. 
— Part  I.  St.  Clement  of  Rome.  2  vols. 
8vo.  32s. — Part  II.  St.  Ignatius  to  St. 
Polycarp.  3  vols.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  48s. 
The  Apostolic  Fathers.  Abridged  Edit. 
With  Short  Introductions,  Greek  Text,  and 
English  Translation.  By  same.  8vo.  16s. 
The  Epistle  of  St.  Barnabas.  Its  Date 
and  Authorship.  With  Greek  Text,  Latin 
Version,  Translation  and  Commentary.  By 
Rev.  W.  Cunningham.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

Hymnology. 

BROOKE  (S.  A.). — Christian  Hymns.  Gl. 
8vo.  -2s.6d .  net.  -Christian  Hymns  and  Ser¬ 
vice  Book  of  Bedford  Chapel,  Blooms¬ 
bury.  Gl.  8vo.  3s.  6d.  net. — Service  Book. 
Gl.  8vo.  is.  net. 

PALGRAVE  (Prof.  F.  T.).  —  Original 
Hymns.  3rd  Edit.  i8mo.  is.  6 d. 

SELBORNE  (Roundell,  Earl  of). — The  Book 
of  Praise.  i8mo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

-  A  Hymnal.  Chiefly  from  “  The  Book  of 

Praise.” — A.  Royal  32mo,  limp.  6d. — B. 
1 8m o,  larger  type.  is. — C.  Fine  paper.  is.6d. 
— With  Music,  Selected,  Harmonised,  and 
Composed  by  John  Hu llah.  i8mo.  3 s.6d . 

WOODS  (Miss  M.  A.).— Hymns  for  School 
Worship.  i8mo.  is.  6 d. 

Sermons,  Lectures,  Addresses,  and 
Theological  Essays. 

ABBOT  (F.  E.). — Scientific  Theism.  Cr. 
8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

-  The  Way  out  of  Agnosticism  ;  or,  The 

Philosophy  of  Free  Religion.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

ABBOTT  (Rev.  E.  A.). — Cambridge  Ser¬ 
mons.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Oxford  Sermons.  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

-  Philomythus.  A  discussion  of  Cardinal 

Newman’s  Essay  on  Ecclesiastical  Miracles. 
Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

-  Newmanianism.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  net. 

AINGER  (Canon). — Sermons  Preached  in 
the  Temple  Church.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

ALEXANDER  (W.,  Bishop  of  Derry  and 
Raphoe). — The  Leading  Ideas  of  the 
Gospels.  New  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

BAINES  (Rev.  Edward). — Sermons.  Preface 
and  Memoir  by  Bishop  Barry.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 

BATHER  (Archdeacon). — On  Some  Minis¬ 
terial  Duties,  Catechising,  Preaching, 
Etc.  Edited,  with  a  Preface,  by  Very  Rev. 
C.  J.  Vaughan,  D.D.  Fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

BERNARD  (Canon).  — TheCentral  Teach¬ 
ing  of  Christ.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

BETHUNE-BAKER  (J.  F.).— The  Influ¬ 
ence  of  Christianity  on  War.  8vo.  5s. 

-  The  Sternness  of  Christ’s  Teaching, 

and  its  Relation  to  the  Law  of  For¬ 
giveness.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

BINNIE  (Rev.  W.). — Sermons.  Cr.'8vo.  6s. 
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Sermons,  Lectures,  Addresses,  and 
Theological  Essays— continued. 

B1RKS  (Thomas  Rawson). — The  Difficul¬ 
ties  of  Belief  in  Connection  with  the 
Creation  and  the  Fall,  Redemption, 
and  Judgment.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  5 s. 

-  Justification  and  Imputed  Right¬ 
eousness.  A  Review.  Cr.  8vo.  6^. 

-  Supernatural  Revelation;  or,  Firs» 

Principles  of  Moral  Theology.  8vo.  8$. 

BROOKE  S.  A.). — Short  Sermons.  Crown  • 
8vo.  6.r. 

BROOKS  (Bishop  Phillips). — The  Candle  of 
the  Lord  :  and  other  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6$ 

-  Sermons  Preached  in  English 

Churches.  Cr.  8vo.  6.?. 

-  Twenty  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6.?. 

-  Tolerance.  Cr.  8vo.  2^.  6 d. 

-  The  Light  of  the  World.  Cr.8vo.  3^.6^. 

BRUNTON  (T.  Lauder). — The  Bible  and 
Science.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  10^.  6d. 

BUTLER  (Archer). — Sermons,  Doctrinal 
and  Practical,  nth  Edit.  8vo.  8s. 

-  Second  Series  of  Sermons.  8vo.  7 s. 

-  Letters  on  Romanism.  8vo.  ios.  6 d. 

BUTLER  (Rev.  Geo.). — Sermons  Preached 
in  Cheltenham  Coll.  Chapel.  8vo.  7 s.6d. 

CAMPBELL  (Dr.  John  M’Leod). — The  Na* 
ture  of  the  Atonement.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Reminiscences  and  Reflections. 

Edited  by  his  Son,  Donald  Campbell, 
M.A.  Cr.  8 vo.  7s.  6 d. 

-  Thoughts  on  Revelation.  Cr.8vo.  5s. 

-  Responsibility  for  the  Gift  of 

Eternal  Life.  Compiled  from  Sermons 
preached  1829 — 31.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

CANTERBURY  (Edward  White,  Archbishop 
of). — Boy-Life:  its  Trial,  its  Strength, 
its  Fulness.  Sundays  in  Wellington  Col¬ 
lege,  1859 — 73-  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Seven  Gifts.  Primary  Visitation 

Address.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Christ  and  His  Times.  Second  Visi¬ 
tation  Address.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  A  Pastoral  Letter  to  the  Diocese 

of  Canterbury,  1890.  8vo,  sewed,  id. 

CARPENTER  (W.  Boyd,  Bishop  of  Ripon). — 
Truth  in  Tale.  Addresses,  chiefly  to 
Children.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

-  The  Permanent  Elements  of  Re¬ 
ligion.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

CAZENOVE  (J.  Gibson). — Concerning  the 
Being  and  Attributes  of  God.  8vo.  5 s. 

CHURCH  (Dean). — Human  Life  and  its 
Conditions.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Gifts  of  Civilisation  :  and  other 

Sermons  and  Letters.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

-  Discipline  of  the  Christian  Char¬ 
acter  ;  and  other  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

-  Advent  Sermons,  1885.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

-  Village  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Cathedral  and  University  Sermons. 

Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

CLERGYMAN’S  SELF-EXAMINATION 
CONCERNING  THE  APOSTLES’ 
CREED.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 


CONGREVE  (Rev.  John).— High  Hopes 
and  Pleadings  for  a  Reasonable  Faith, 
Nobler  Thoughts,  and  Larger  Charity. 
Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

COOKE  (Josiah  P.,  jun.).— Religion  and 
Chemistry.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

COTTON  (Bishop). — Sermons  preached  to 
English  Congregations  in  India.  Cr. 
8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Rev.  W.).  —  Christian 
Civilisation,  with  Special  Reference 
to  India.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

CURTEIS  (Rev.  G.  H.). — The  Scientific 
Obstacles  to  Christian  Belief.  The 
Boyle  Lectures,  1884.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

DAVIES  (Rev.  J.  Llewelyn). — The  Gospel 
and  Modern  Life.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Social  Questions  from  the  Point  of 

View  of  Christian  Theology.  Cr.8vo.  6s. 

-  Warnings  against  Superstition.  Ext. 

fcp.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

-  The  Christian  Calling.  Ext.fp.8vo.  6s. 

-  Order  and  Growth  as  Involved  in 

the  Spiritual  Constitution  of  Human 
Society.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Baptism,  Confirmation,  and  the 

Lord’s  Supper.  Addresses.  i8mo.  is. 

DIGGLE  (Rev.  J.  W.). — Godliness  and 
Manliness.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

DRUMMOND  (Prof.  Jas.). — Introduction 
to  the  Study  of  Theology.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

DU  BOSE  (W.  P.).— The  Soteriology  of 
the  New  Testament.  By  W.  P.  Du  Bose. 
Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

ECCE  HOMO  :  A  Survey  of  the  Life  and 
Work  of  Jesus  Christ.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

ELLERTON  (Rev.  John). — The  Holiest 
Manhood,  and  its  Lessons  for  Busy 
Lives.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

FAITH  AND  CONDUCT:  An  Essay  on 
Verifiable  Religion.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

FARRAR  (Ven.  Archdeacon). — Works.  Uni¬ 
form  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d.  each. 
Monthly  from  December,  1891. 

Seekers  after  God. 

Eternal  Hope.  Westminster  Abbey 
Sermons. 

The  Fall  of  Man  :  and  other  Sermons. 
The  Witness  of  History  to  Christ. 

Hulsean  Lectures,  1870. 

The  Silence  and  Voices  of  God.  Sermons. 
In  the  Days  of  Thy  Youth.  Marlborough 
College  Sermons. 

Saintly  Workers.  Five  Lenten  Lectures. 
Ephphatha  ;  or,  The  Amelioration  of  the 
Mercy  and  Judgment.  [World. 

Sermons  and  Addresses  delivered  in 
America. 

-  The  History  of  Interpretation. 

Bampton  Lectures,  1885.  8vo.  16$. 

FISKE  (John). — Man’s  Destiny  Viewed  in 
the  Light  of  his  Origin.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s. 

FORBES  (Rev.  Granville). — The  Voice  of 
God  in  the  Psalms.  Cr.  8vo.  6j.  6 d. 

FOWLE  (Rev.  T.  W.). — A  New  Analogy 
between  Revealed  Religion  and  the 
Course  and  Constitution  of  Nature. 
Cr.  8vo.  6^. 
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FRASER  (Bishop). — Sermons.  Edited  by 
John  W.  Diggle.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  each. 

HAMILTON  (John).  —On  T ruth  and  Error. 
Cr.  8vo.  53. 

— —  Arthur's  Seat  ;  or,  The  Church  of  the 
Banned.  Cr.  8vo.  63. 

-  Above  and  Around  :  Thoughts  on  God 

and  Man.  lamo.  23.  6 d. 

HARDWICK  (Archdeacon). —  Christ  and 
other  Masters.  6th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  10s. 6d. 

HARE  (Julius  Charles). — The  Mission  of 
the  Comforter.  New  Edition.  Edited 
by  Dean  Plumptre.  Cr.  8vn.  7 3.  6 d. 

-  The  Victory  of  Faith.  Edited  by 

Dean  Plumptre.  With  Notices  by  Prof. 
MAURiCEand  Dean  Stanley.  Cr.8vo.  6s.6d. 

HARPER  (Father  Thomas).— The  Meta- 
physics  of  the  School.  Vols.  I.  and  II. 
8vo.  18 s.  each. — Vol.  III.  Part  I.  123. 

HARRIS  (Rev.  G.  C.). — Sermons.  With  a 
Memoir  bv  C.  M.  Yongk.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

HUTTON  (R.  H.).  (See  p.  22.) 

ILLINGWORTH  (Rev.  J.  R.).— Sermons 

PREACHED  IN  A  COLLEGE  CHAPEL.  Cr.8vO.  S3. 

JACOB  (Rev.  J.  A.). — Building  in  Silence: 
and  other  Sermons.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

JAMES  (Rev.  Herbert).  —  The  Country 
Clergyman  and  his  Work.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

JEANS  (Rev.  G.  E.). — Haileybury  Chapel  : 
and  other  Sermons.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

JET  .LETT  (Rev.  Dr.).— The  Elder  Son: 
and  other  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Efficacy  of  Prayer.  Ci  8vo.  53. 

KELLOGG  (Rev.  S.  H.).— The  Light  of 
Asia  and  the  Light  of  the  World.  Cr. 
3vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

-  Genesis  and  Growth  of  Religion. 

Cr.  8vo.  6s 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).  (See  Collected 
Works,  p.  22.) 

KIRKPATRICK  (Prof.).— The  Divine  Li¬ 
brary  of  the  Old  Testament.  Cr.  8vo. 
3 s.  net. 

- Doctrine  of  the  Prophets.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

KYN ASTON  (Rev.  Herbert,  D.D.).— Chel¬ 
tenham  College  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

LEGGE  (A.  O.).— The  Growth  of  the  Tem¬ 
poral  Power  of  the  Papacy.  Cr.  8vo.  Ss.6d. 

LIGHTFOOT  (Bishop).— Leaders  in  the 
Northern  Church  :  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Ordination  Addresses  and  Counsels 

to  Clergy.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Cambridge  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  * 

-  Sermons  preached  in  St.  Paul’s 

Cathedral.  Cr.  8vo.  63. 

-  Sermons  on  Special  Occasions.  8vo.  63. 

-  A  Charge  delivered  to  the  Clergy 

of  the  Diocese  of  Durham,  1886.  8vo.  2 s. 

-  Essays  on  the  Work  entitled  “  Su¬ 
pernatural  Religion."  8vo.  ror.  6d. 

-  On  a  Fresh  Revision  of  the  English 

New  Testament.  Cr.  8vo.  7 3.  6 d. 

- Dissertations  on  the  Apostolic  Age. 

8vo.  143. 


MACLAREN  (Rev.  A.). — Sermons  preached 
at  Manchester,  nth  Ed.  Fcp.  8vo.  43.  6d. 

- -  Second  Series.  7th  Ed.  Fcp.  8vo  43.  6 d. 

-  Third  Series.  6thEd.  Fcp.  8vo.  43.6a'. 

- -  Week-Day  Evening  Addresses.  4th 

Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

-  The  Secret  of  Power  :  and  other  Ser¬ 
mons.  Fcp.  8vo.  43.  6d. 

MACMILLAN  (Rev.  Hugh).— Bible  Teach¬ 
ings  in  Nature.  15th  Edit.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  True  Vine;  or,  The  Analogies  of 

our  Lord's  Allegory.  5th  Edit.  Gl.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Ministry  of  Nature.  8th  Edit. 

Globe  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Sabbath  of  the  Fields.  6th 

Edit.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Marriage  in  Cana.  Globe  8vo.  63. 

-  Two  Worlds  are  Ours.  Gl.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Olive  Leaf.  Globe  8vo.  63. 

-  The  Gate  Beautiful  :  and  other  Bible 

Teachings  for  the  Young.  Cr.  8vo.  3.1.  6d. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— The  Decay  of 
Modern  Preaching.  Cr.  8vo.  33.  6 d. 

MATURIN  (Rev.  W.).— The  Blessedness 
of  the  Dead  in  Christ.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

MAURICE  (Frederick  Denison). — The  King¬ 
dom  of  Christ.  3rd  Ed.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  12s. 

-  Expository  Sermons  on  the  Prayer- 

Book,  and  the  Lord’s  Prayer.  Cr.8vo.  63. 

-  Sermons  Preached  in  Country 

Churches.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Conscience  :  Lectures  on  Casuistry. 

3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  4.1.  6 d. 

-  Dialogues  on  Family  Worship.  Cr. 

8vo.  43.  6d. 

-  The  Doctrine  of  Sacrifice  Deduced 

from  the  Scriptures.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  63. 

-  The  Religions  of  the  World.  6th 

Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  43. 6 d. 

-  On  the  Sabbath  Day  ;  T he  Character 

of  the  Warrior  ;  and  on  the  Interpre¬ 
tation  of  History.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 3.  6 d. 

- Learning  and  Working  Cr.8vo.  t,s.bd. 

-  The  Lord’s  Prayer,  the  Creed,  and 

the  Commandments.  181110.  is. 

-  Sermons  Preached  in  Lincoln’s  Inn 

Chapel.  6  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  33.  6a.  each. 

- -  Collected  Works.  Monthly  Volumes 

from  Oct.  1892.  Cr.  8vo.  33.  bd.  each. 
Christmas  Day  and  other  Sermons. 
Theological  Essays. 

Prophets  and  Kings. 

Patriarchs  and  Lawgivers. 

The  Gospel  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
Gospel  of  St.  John. 

Epistle  of  St.  John 
Lectures  on  the  \pocalypse. 

Friendship  of  Books. 

Social  Morality. 

Prayer  Book  and  Lord’s  Prayer. 

The  Doctrine  of  Sacrifice. 

MILLIGAN  (Rev.  Prof.  W.).— The  Resur¬ 
rection  of  our  Lord.  2ndEdit.  Cr.8vo.  53. 
- - The  Ascension  and  Heavenly  Priest¬ 
hood  of  our  Lord.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 
MOORHOUSE  (J.,  Bishop  of  Manchester).— 
Jacob:  Three  Sermons.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  33.6^. 
-  The  Teaching  of  Christ  :  its  Condi¬ 
tions,  Secret,  and  Results.  Cr.  8vo.  33.  net. 

MYLNE  (L.  G.,  Bishop  of  Bombay).— 
Sermons  Preached  in  St.  Thomas’s 
Cathedral,  Bombay.  Cr.  8vo.  63. 
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THEOLOGY. 

Sermons,  Lectures,  Addresses,  and 
Theological  Essays — continued. 

NATURAL  RELIGION.  By  the  Author  of 
“  Ecce  Homo.”  3rd  Edit.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

PATTISON  (Mark). — Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6i. 
PAUL  OF  TARSUS.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

PHILOCHRISTUS :  Memoirs  of  a  Dis¬ 
ciple  of  the  Lord.  3rd.  Edit.  8vo.  i2f. 

PLUMPTRE  (Dean). — Movements  in  Re¬ 
ligious  Thought.  Fcp.  8vo.  3.?.  6 d. 

POTTER  (R.). — The  Relation  of  Ethics 
to  Religion.  Cr.  8vo.  ■zs.  6 d. 

REASONABLE  FAITH :  A  Short  Essay 
By  “  Three  Friends.”  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

REICHEL  (C.  P. ,  Bishop  of  Meath). — The 
Lord’s  Prayer.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

-  Cathedral  and  University  Sermons. 

Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

RENDALL  (Rev.  F.). — The  Theology  of 
the  Hebrew  Christians.  Cr.  8vo.  5 j. 

REYNOLDS  (H.  R.). — Notes  of  the  Chris¬ 
tian  Life.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  6 d. 

ROBINSON  (Prebendary  H.  G.). — Man  in 
the  Image  of  God  :  and  other  Sermons. 
Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

RUSSELL  (Dean). — The  Light  that  Light- 
kth  every  Man  :  Sermons.  With  an  Intro 
ductionbyDeanPi.UMPTRE,D.D.  Cr.8vo.  6s. 

RYLE  (Rev.  Prof.  H.). — The  Early  Narra¬ 
tives  of  Genesis.  Cr.  8vo.  3J.  net. 

SALMON  (Rev.  George,  D.D.). — Non-Mir- 
aculous  Christianity  '.  and  other  Sermons. 
2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6-r. 

-  Gnosticism  and  Agnosticism  :  and 

other  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  6 d. 

SANDFORD  (Rt.  Rev.  C.  W.,  Bishop  of  Gib¬ 
raltar).—  Counsel  to  English  Churchmen 
Abroad.  Cr.  8vo.  6.?. 

SCO  I CH  SERMONS,  1880.  By  Principal 
Caird  and  others.  3rd  Edit.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

SERVICE  (Rev.  J.). — Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s 

SHIRLEY  (W.  N.). — Elijah  :  Four  Univer 
sity  Sermons.  Fcp.  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

SMITH  (Rev.  Travers). — Man’s  Knowledge 
of  Man  and  of  God.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

SMITH  (W.  Saumarez). — The  Blood  OF  THE 
New  Covenant:  An  Essay.  Cr.  8vo.  is.6d. 

STANLEY  (Dean). --The  National!  hanks- 
giving.  Sermons  Preached  in  Westminster 
Abbey.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  2^.  6 d. 

-  Addresses  and  Sermons  delivered  iD 

America,  1878.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

STEWART  (Trof.  Balfour)  and  TAIT  (Prof. 
P.  G.). — The  Unseen  Universe,  or  Phy¬ 
sical  Speculations  on  a  Future  State. 
15th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6^. 

-  Paradoxical  Philosophy  :  A  Sequel  to 

the  above.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  6 d. 

STUBBS  (Rev.  C.  W.). — For  Christ  and 
City.  Sermons  and  Addresses.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 


TAIT  (Archbp.). — The  Present  Condition 
of  the  Church  of  England.  Primary 
Visitation  Charge.  3rd  Edit.  8vo.  31.  6 d. 

-  Duties  of  the  Church  of  England. 

Second  Visitation  Addresses.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 
-  The  Church  of  the  Future.  Quad¬ 
rennial  Visitation  Charges.  Cr.  8vo.  ^s.  6 d. 

TAYLOR  (Isaac). — The  Restoration  of 
Belief.  Cr.  8vo.  8s.  6d. 

TEMPLE  (Frederick,  Bishop  of  London). — 
Sermons  Preached  in  the  Chapki  of 
Rugby  School.  Second  Series.  Ext. 
fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Third  Series.  4th  Edit.  Ext.fcp.8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Relations  Between  Religion 

and  Science.  Bampton  Lectures,  1884. 
7th  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

TRENCH  (Archbishop). — The  Hulsean 
Lectures  for  1845 — 6.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

TULLOCH  (Principal). — The  Christ  of  the 
Gospels  and  the  Christ  of  Modern 
Criticism.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  4 s.  6d. 

VAUGHAN  (C.  J.,  Dean  of  Landaff).—  Me¬ 
morials  of  Harrow  Sundays.  8vo.  ios.6cL 

- Epiphany, Lent, and  Easter.  8vo.  ics.6d. 

-  Heroes  of  Faith,  and  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s 

-  Life’s  Work  and  God’s  Discipline. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  a s.  6d. 

-  The  Wholesome  Words  of  Jesus 

Christ.  2nd  Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  3*.  6d. 

-  Foes  of  Faith,  and  Edit.  Fcp.8vo.  j,s.6d. 

-  Christ  Satisfying  the  Instincts  of 

Humanity.  2nd  Edit.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3 s.6d. 

-  Counsels  for  Young  Students.  Fcp. 

8vo.  2.S.  6 d. 

-  The  Two  Great  Temptations.  2Dd 

Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  3$.  6d. 

-  Addresses  for  Young  Clergymen. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

-  “My  Son,  Give  Me  Thine  Heart." 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  5s. 

Rest  Awhile.  Addresses  to  Toilers  in 

the  Ministry.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  53-. 

-  Temple  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6 d. 

-  Authorised  or  Revised?  Sermons. 

Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

-  Lessons  of  the  Cross  and  Passion; 

Words  from  the  Cross;  The  Reign  of 
Sin  ;  The  Lord’s  Prayer.  Four  Courses 
of  Lent  Lectures.  Cr.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

-  University  Sermons,  New  and  Old. 

Cr.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

-  The  Prayers  of  Jesus  Christ.  Globe 

8vo.  3J.  6 d. 

Doncaster  Sermons  ;  Lessons  of  Life 
and  Godliness  ;  Words  from  the  Gos¬ 
pels.  Cr.  8vo.  io.y.  6 d. 

-  N  otes  for  Lectures  on  Confirmation. 

14th  Edit.  Fcp.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

VAUGHAN  (Rev.  D.  J.). — The  Present 
Trial  of  Faith.  Cr.  8vo.  gs. 

VAUGHAN  (Rev.  E.  T.) — Some  Reasons  of 
our  Christian  Hope.  Hulsean  Lectures 
for  1875.  Cr.  8vo.  6^.  6 d. 

VAUGHAN  (Rev.  Robert). — Stones  from 
the  Quarry.  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  5^. 
VENN  (Rev.  John).— On  some  Character¬ 
istics  of  Belief,  Scientific,  and  Re¬ 
ligious.  Hulsean  Lectures,  1 86q.  8vo.  6 s.6d. 
WARINGTON  (G.). — The  Week  of  Crea¬ 
tion.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 
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WELLDON  (Rev.  J.  E.  C.). — The  Spiritual 
Life  :  and  other  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WESTCOTT  (Rt.  Rev.  B.  F.,  Bishop  of  Dur¬ 
ham). — On  the  Religious  Office  of  the 
Universities.  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 
- -  Gifts  for  Ministry.  Addresses  to  Can¬ 
didates  for  Ordination.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

-  The  Victory  of  the  Cross.  Sermons 

Preached  in  1888.  Cr.  8vo.  3J.  6d. 

-  From  Strength  to  Strength.  Three 

Sermons  (In  Memoriam  J.  B.  D.).  Cr.  8vo.  2s. 

-  The  Revelation  of  the  Risen  Lord. 

4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Historic  Faith.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Gospel  of  the  Resurrection. 

6th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Revelation  of  the  Father.  Cr. 

8 vo.  6s. 

-  Christus  Consummator.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

- Some  Thoughts  from  the  Ordinal. 

Cr.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

- Social  Aspects  of  Christianity.  Cr. 

8vo.  6j. 

- The  Gospel  of  Life.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  Essays  in  the  History  of  Religious 

Thought  in  the  West.  Globe  8vo.  6s. 

WICKHAM  (Rev.  E.  C.).— Wellington 
College  Sermons.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

WILKINS  (Prof.  A.  S.).— The  Light  of  the 
World  :  An  Essay.  2nd  Ed.  Cr.  8vo.  3^-  6 d. 

WILSON  (J.  M.,  Archdeacon  of  Manchester). 
— Sermons  Preached  in  Clifton  College 
Chapel.  2nd  Series,  1888 — go.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

-  Essays  and  Addresses.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

-  Some  Contributions  to  the  Religious 

Thought  of  our  Time.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

WOOD  (Rev.  E.  G.). — The  Regal  Power 
of  the  Church.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

THERAPEUTICS.  {See  Medicine,  p.  24.) 

TRANSLATIONS. 

From  the  Greek — From  the  Italian — From  the 
Latin — Into  Latin  and  Greek  Verse. 

From  the  Greek. 

AESCHYLUS. — The  Supplices.  With  Trans¬ 
lation,  by  T.  G.  Tucker,  Litt.D.  8vo.  los.td. 

-  The  Seven  against  Thebes.  _  With 

Translation,  by  A.  W.  Verrall,  Litt.  D. 
8vo.  js.  6d. 

-  Eumenides.  With  Verse  Translation, 

by  Bernard  Drake,  M.A.  8vo.  z>s. 

ARATUS.  (See  Physiography,  p.  29.) 

ARISTOPHANES. — The  Birds.  Trans,  into 
English  Verse,  by  B.  H.  Kennedy.  8vo.  6s. 

ARISTOTLE  ON  FALLACIES;  or,  The 
Sophistici  Elenchi.  With  Translation,  by 
E.  Poste  M.A.  8 vo.  8 j.  6 d. 

ARISTOTLE. — The  First  Book  of  the 
Metaphysics  of  Aristotle.  By  a  Cam¬ 
bridge  Graduate.  8vo.  5  s. 

-  The  Politics.  By  J.  E.  C.  Welldon, 

M.A.  10s.  6 d. 

-  The  Rhetoric.  By  same.  Cr.8vo.  js.bd. 

-  The  Nicomachean  Ethics.  By  same. 

Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

-  On  the  Constitution  of  Athens. 

By  E.  Poste.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  3.?.  6d. 


BION.  (See  Theocritus.) 

HERODOTUS. — The  History.  By  G.  C 
Macaulay,  M.A.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  18.S. 

HOMER.— The  Odyssey  done  into  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose,  by  S.  H.  Butcher,  M.A.,  and 
A.  Lang,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

-  The  Odyssey.  Books  I. — XII.  Transl. 

into  English  Verse  by  Earl  of  Carnarvon. 
Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

-  The  Iliad  done  into  English  Prose. 

by  Andrew  Lang,  Walter  Leaf,  and 
Ernest  Myers.  Cr.  8vo.  12J.  6d. 

MELEAGER. — Fifty  Poems.  Translated 
into  English  Verse  by  Walter  Headlam. 
Fcp.  4to.  7 s.  6 d. 

MOSCHUS.  (See  Theocritus). 

PINDAR. — The  Extant  Odes.  By  Ernest 
Myers.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

PLATO. — TiMAtus.  With  Translation,  by 
R.  D.  Archer-Hind,  M.A.  8vo.  ioj. 
(See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  20.) 

POLYBIUS.— The  Histories.  By  E.  S. 
Shuckburgh.  Cr.  8vo.  24s. 

SOPHOCLES. — CEdipus  the  King.  Trans¬ 
lated  into  English  Verse  by  E.  D.  A.  Mors- 
head,  M.A.  Fcp.  8vo.  3J.  6 d. 

THEOCRITUS,  BION,  and  MOSCHUS. 
By  A.  Lang,  M.A.  i8mo.  2j.6if.net. — Larpe 
Paper  Edition.  8vo.  gj. 

XENOPHON.  —  The  Complete  Works. 
By  H.  G.  Dakyns,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo. — Vols.  I. 
and  II.  ioj.  6 d.  each. 

From  the  Italian. 

DANTE. — The  Purgatory.  With  Transl. 
and  Notes,  by  A.  }.  Butler.  Cr.  8vo.  i2j.6^. 

-  The  Paradise.  By  the  same.  2nd  Edit 

Cr.  8vo.  12J.  6d. 

- The  Hell.  By  the  same.  Cr.  8vo.  1  as. 6a. 

-  De  Monarchia.  By  F.  J.  Church. 

8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

-  The  Divine  Comedy.  By  C.  E.  Nor¬ 
ton.  I.  Hell.  II.  Purgatory.  III. 
Paradise.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  each. 

-  New  Life  of  Dante.  Transl.  by  C.  E. 

Norton.  5  s. 

-  The  Purgatory.  Transl.  by  C.  L. 

Shadwell.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  ioj.  net. 

From  the  Latin. 

CICERO.— The  Life  and  Letters  of  Mar¬ 
cus  Tullius  Cicero.  By  the  Rev.  G.  E. 
Jeans,  M.A.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  ioj.  6 d. 
- TheAcademics.  By  J.S.Reid.  3vo.  5J.6<f 

HORACE:  The  Works  of.  By  J.  Lonsdale, 
M.A.,  and  S.  Lee,  M.A.  Gl.  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

- The  Odes  in  a  Metrical  Paraphrase. 

ByR.M.HovENDEN,B.A.  Ext.fcp.8vo.  4s. 6d. 

- Life  and  Character  :  an  Epitome  op 

his  Satires  and  Epistles.  By  R.  M. 
Hovenden,  B.A.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  4 s.  6 d. 

-  Word  for  Word  from  Horace:  The 

Odes  Literally  Versified.  By  W.  T.  Thorn¬ 
ton,  C.B.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  6 d. 

JUVENAL.— Thirteen  Satires.  By  Alex. 
Leeper,  LL.D.  New  Ed.  Cr.  8vo.  3$.  6d. 
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TRANSLATIONS  — continued. 

LIVY. — Books  XXI. — XXV.  The  Second 
Punic  War.  By  A.  J.  Church,  M.A.,  and 
W.  J.  Brodribb,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  js.  6 rf. 

MARCUS  AURELIUS  ANTONINUS.— 
Book  IV.  of  the  Meditations.  With 
Translation  and  Commentary,  by  H.  Cross- 
ley,  M.A.  8vo.  6s. 

SALLUST. — The  Conspiracy  of  Catiline 
AND  THE  JUGURTHINE  WAR.  By  A.  W. 
Pollard.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. — Catiline.  3-r. 

Tacitus,  the  works  of.  By  a.  j. 
Church,  M.A.,  and  W.  J.  Brodribb,  M.A. 
The  History.  4th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

The  Agricola  and  Germania.  With  the 
Dialogue  on  Oratory.  Cr.  8vo.  4.1.  6 d. 
The  Annals.  5th  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

VIRGIL:  The  Works  of.  ByJ.  Lonsdale, 
NLA.,  and  S.  Lee,  M.A.  Globe  8vo.  31-.  6 d. 

- The  /Eneid.  By  J.  W.  Mackail,  M.A. 

Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d. 

Into  Latin  and  Greek  Verse. 

C!  1URCH  (Rev.  A.  J.). — Latin  Version  of 
■elections  from  Tennyson.  By  Prof. 
onington,  Prof.  Seeley,  Dr.  Hessey, 
T.  E.  Kebbel,  &c.  Edited  by  A.  J.  Church, 
M.A.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  6s. 

GEDDES  (Prof.  W.  D.). — Flosculi  Graici 
BOreales.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

ICYNASTON  (Herbert  D.D.). — Exemplaria 
Cheltoniensia.  Ext.  fcp.  Rvo.  55. 

VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 

(See  also  History,  p.  10;  Sport,  p.  32.) 

APPLETON  (T.  G.). — A  Nile  Iournal. 
Illustrated  by  Eugene  Benson.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

“BACCHANTE.”  The  Cruise  of  H.M.S. 
“  Bacchante, ”  1879 — 1882.  Compiled  from 
the  Private  Journals,  Letters  and  Note-books 
of  Prince  Albert  Victor  and  Prince 
George  of  Wales.  By  the  Rev.  Canon 
Dalton.  2  vols.  Med.  8vo.  32*.  6 d. 

BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.). — Ismailia.  A 
Narrative  of  the  Expedition  to  Central 
Africa  for  the  Suppression  of  the  Slave  Trade, 
organised  by  Ismail,  Khedive  of  Egypt. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

- The  Nile  Tributaries  of  Abyssinia, 

and  the  Sword  Hunters  of  the  Hamran 
Arabs.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

- The  Albert  N’yanza  Great  Basin  of 

the  Nile  and  Exploration  of  the  Nile 
Sources.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Cyprus  as  I  saw  it  in  1879.  8vo.  12s.  6d. 

BARKER(Lady). — A  Year’s  Housekeeping 
in  South  Africa.  Illustr.  Cr.  8vo.  3j.  6 d. 

-  Station  Life  in  New  Zealand.  Cr. 

8vo.  3.1.  6d. 

-  Letters  to  Guy.  Cr.  8vo.  sr. 

BOUGHTON  (G.  H.)  and  ABBEY  (E.  A.).- 
Sketching  Rambles  in  Holland.  With 
Illustrations.  Fcp.  4to.  21  j. 

BRYCE  (James,  M.P.).  —  Transcaucasia 
and  Ararat.  3rd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  qj. 

CAMERON  (V.  L.). — Our  Future  Highway 
to  India.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  21  s. 


CAMPBELL  (J.  F.). — My  Circular  Notes.. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

CARLES(W.  R.). — Life  in  Corea.  8vo.12j.6rf.. 

CAUCASUS:  Notes  on  the.  By  “Wan¬ 
derer.”  8 vo.  qj. 

CRAIK  (Mrs.). — An  Unknown  Country. 
Illustr.  by  F.  Noel  Paton.  Roy.  8vo.  -js.6d. 

-  An  Unsentimental  Journey  through 

Cornwall.  Illustrated.  4to.  12J.  6 rf. 

D1LKE  (Sir  Charles).  (See  pp.  25.  31.) 

DUFF  (Right  Hon.  Sir  M.  E.  Grant). — Notes 
of  an  Indian  Tourney.  8vo.  ioj.  6 rf 

FORBES  (Archibald). — Souvenirs  of  some 
Continents.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

-  Barracks,  Bivouacs,  and  Battles. 

Cr.  8vo.  7J.  6rf 

FULLERTON  (W.  M.).— In  Cairo.  Fcp. 
8vo.  3J.  6 rf. 

GONE  TO  TEXAS  :  Letters  from  Our 
Boys.  Ed.  by  Thos.  Hughes.  Cr.8vo.  4j.6rf. 

GORDON  (Lady  Duff).  —  Last  Letters 
from  Egypt,  to  which  are  added  Letters 
from  THE  Cape.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  qj. 

GREEN  (W.  S.). — Among  the  Selkirk 
Glaciers.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6rf. 

HOOKER  (Sir  Joseph  D.)  and  BALL  (J.). — 
Journal  of  a  Tour  in  Marocco  and  the 
Great  Atlas.  8vo.  21  j. 

hObNER  (Baron  von). — A  Ramble  Round 
the  World.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

HUGHES  (Thos.). — Rugby,  Tennessee.  Cr. 
8vo.  4J.  6 rf. 

KALM. — Account  of  his  Visit  to  England, 
Trans,  by  J.  Lucas,  lllus.  8vo.  12J.  net. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles). — At  Last  :  A  Christ¬ 
mas  in  the  West  Indies.  Cr.  8vo.  3J.  6 rf. 

KINGSLEY  (Henry).  —  Tales  of  Old 
Travel.  Cr.  8vo.  3J.  6 rf. 

KIPLING  (J.  L.). — Beast  and  Man  in 
India.  Illustrated.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 d. 

MACMILLAN  (Rev.  Hugh). — Holidays  on 
High  Lands.  Globe  8vo.  6j. 

MAPIAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.). — Rambles  and 
Studies  in  Greece.  Illust.  Cr.  8vo.  ioj.6rf. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.)  and  ROGERS 
(J.  E.).— Sketches  from  a  Tour  through 
Holland  and  Germany.  Illustrated  by 
J.  E.  Rogers.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  ioj.  6rf. 

MURRAY  (E.  C.  Grenville). — Round  about 
France.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.  6 rf. 

NORDENSKIOLD. — Voyage  of  the 
“’Vega”  round  Asia  and  Europe.  By 
Baron  A.  E.  Von  Norbenskiold.  Trans,  by 
Alex.  Leslie.  400  Illustrations,  Maps,  etc. 
2  vols.  8vo.  ms.— Popular  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.).  (See  PIistoky,  p.  n.) 

OLIVER  (Capt.  S.  P.). — Madagascar  :  An 
Historical  and  Descriptive  Account  of 
the  Island.  2  vols.  Med.  8vo.  52J.  6 rf. 

PALGRAVE  (W.  Gifford). — A  Narrative 
of  a  Year’s  Journey  through  Central 
and  Eastern  Arabia,  1862-63.  Cr.  8vo.  6j. 

-  Dutch  Guiana.  8vo.  9J. 

Ulysses;  or,  Scenes  and  Studies  id 
many  Lands.  8vo.  12J.  6 rf. 
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PERSIA,  EASTERN.  An  Account  of  the 
Journeys  of  the  Persian  Boundary 
Commission,  1870-71-72.  2  vols.  8vo.  42J. 

PIKE(W  ) — The  Barren  Ground  of  North¬ 
ern  Canada.  8vo.  ios.  6d. 

ST.  JOHNSTON  (A.).  — Camping  among 
Cannibals.  Cr.  Svo.  4-r.  6 d. 

SANDYS  (J.  E.). — An  Easter  Vacation  in 
Greece.  Cr.  8vo.  3^.  6 d. 

SMITH(G.)—  ATrip  to  England.  i8mo.  3.?. 

STRAN GFORD  (Viscountess).  —  Egyptian 
Sepulchres  and  Syrian  Shrines.  New 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

TAVERNIER  (Baron) :  Travels  in  India 
of  Jean  Baptiste  Tavernier.  Transl. 
by  V.  Ball,  LL.D.  2  vols.  8vo.  42s. 

TRISTRAM.  {See  Illustrated  Books.) 
TURNER  (Rev.  G.).  ( See  Anthropology.) 
WALLACE  (A.  R.).  {See  Natural  History.) 

WATERTON  (Charles). —  Wanderings  in 
South  America,  the  North-West  of 
the  United  States,  and  the  Antilles. 
Edited  by  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood.  Illustr.  Cr. 

8 vo.  6s. — People's  Edition.  4to.  6d. 
WATSON  (R.  Spence).— A  Visit  to  Wazan, 
the  Sacred  City  of  Morocco.  8vo.  ios.6d. 

YOUNG,  Books  for  the. 

{See  also  Biblical  History,  p.  32.) 

/ESOP— CALDECOTT.— Some  of  jEsop’s 
Fables,  with  Modern  Instances,  shown  in 
Designs  by  Randolph  Caldecott.  4to.  5s. 

ARIOSTO.— Paladin  and  Saracen.  Stories 
from  Ariosto.  By  H.  C.  Hollway-Cal- 
throp.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
ATKINSON  (Rev.  J.  C.).— The  Last  of 
the  Giant  Killers.  Globe  Svo.  3.S.  6 d. 

- Walks,  Talks,  Travels,  and  Exploits 

of  two  Schoolboys.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6 d. 

-  Playhours  and  Half-Holidays,  or 

Further  Experiences  of  two  School¬ 
boys.  Ci.  8vo.  3-r  6 d 

-  Scenes  in  Fairyland.  Cr.  8vo.  4^.  6 d. 

AWDRY  (Frances).— The  Story  of  a  Fel¬ 
low  Soldier.  (A  Life  of  Bishop  Patteson 
for  the  Young.)  Globe  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

BAKER  (Sir  S.  W.).— True  Tales  for  my 
Grandsons.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 
-  Cast  up  by  the  Sea  :  or,  The  Adven¬ 
tures  of  Ned  Gray.  Ulus  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
BUMBLEBEE  BOGO’S  BUDGET.  By  a 
Retired  Judge.  Illust  Cr.  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

CARROLL  (Lewis).— Alice's  Adventures 
in  Wonderland.  With  42  Illustrations  by 
Tenniel.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  net. 

People's  Edition.  With  all  the  original 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  2 f.  6 d.  net. 

A  German  Translation  of  the  same. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s.  net.  -A  French  Transla¬ 
tion  of  the  same.  Cr.  8vo.  6 s.  net. 
An  Italian  Translation  of  the  same. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s.  net. 

- Alice’s  Adventures  Under-ground. 

Being  a  Fascimile  of  the  Original  MS.  Book, 
afterwards  developed  into  “  Alice’s  Adven¬ 
tures  in  Wonderland.  ”  With  27  Illustrations 
by  the  Author.  Cr.  8vo.  41  net. 


CARROLL  (Lewis).— Through  the  Look¬ 
ing-Glass  and  what  Alice  found  there. 
With  50  Illustrations  by  Tenniel.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s.  net. 

Peoples  Edition.  With  all  the  original 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  2s.  6 d.  net. 

People’s  Edition  of  “Alice’s  Adventures  in 
Wonderland,”  and  “  Through  the  Looking- 
Glass.”  1  vol.  Cr.  8vo.  4.S.  6 d.  net. 

-  Rhyme?  and  Reason?  With  65  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Arthur  B.  Frost,  and  9  by 
Henry  Holiday.  Cr.  8vo.  6s.  net. 

- -  A  Tangled  Tale.  With  6  Illustrations 

by  Arthur  B.  Frost.  Cr.  8vo.  4-r.  6 d.  net. 

- -  Sylvie  and  Bruno.  With  46  Illustra- 

tions  by  Harry  Furniss.  Cr.  8vo.  7r.61f.net. 

- The  Nursery  “Alice.”  TwentyColoured 

Enlargements  from  Tenniel’s  Illustrations 
to  “  Alice’s  Adventures  in  Wonderland,” 
with  Text  adapted  to  Nursery  Readers. 
4t0.  4r.net. — People' s  Edition.  4to.  2r.net. 

-  The  Hunting  of  the  Snark,  An  agony 

in  Eight  Fits.  With  9  Illustrations  by 
Henry  Holiday.  Cr.  8vo.  4r.  6d.  net. 

CLIF  F  O  RD  (Mrs.  W.  K. ).  —Anyhow  Stories. 
With  Illustrations  by  Dorothy  Tennant 
Cr.  8vo.  ir.  6 d.  ;  paper  covers,  ir. 

CORBETT  (Julian).— For  God  and  Gold. 
Cr.  8vo.  6r. 

CRAIK  (Mrs.). — Alice  Learmont  :  A  Fairy 
Tale.  Illustrated.  Globe  8vo.  4r.  6 d. 

■ -  The  Adventures  of  a  Brownie.  Ulus 

trated  by  Mrs.  Allingham.  Gl.  8vo.  4r.  6d. 

-  The  Little  Lame  Prince  and  his 

Travelling  Cloak.  Illustrated  by  J.  McL. 
Ralston.  Cr.  8vo.  4r.  6 d. 

- —  Our  Year  :  A  Child’s  Book  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  Illustrated.  Gl.  8vo.  2 r.  6d. 

-  Little  Sunshine’s  Holiday.  Globe 

8vo.  2 r.  Id. 

- -  The  Fairy  Book  :  The  Best  Popular 

Fairy  Stories.  i8mo.  2 r.  6d.  net. 

- -  Children  s  Poetry.  Ex.  fcp.  8vo.  t,s.6d. 

- Songs  of  our  Youth.  Small  4to.  6r. 

s 

DE  MORGAN  (Mary).— The  Necklace  of 
Princess  F 10 ri monde,  and  other  Stories. 
Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.  Ext.  fcp. 
8vo.  3r.  6 d. — Large  Paper  Ed.,  with  Illus¬ 
trations  on  India  Paper.  100  copies  printed. 

FOWLER  (W.  W.).  {See  Natural  History.) 

GREENWOOD  (Jessy  E.).  —  The  Moon 
Maiden:  and  other  Stories.  Cr.8vo.  ^s.6d. 

GRIMM’S  FAIRY  TALES.  Translated  by 
Lucy  Crane,  and  Illustrated  by  Walter 
Crane.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

KEARY  (A.  and  E.).  —  The  Heroes  of 
Asgard.  Tales  from  Scandinavian  My¬ 
thology.  Globe  8vo.  2r.  6 d 

KEARY  (E.).— The  Magic  Valley.  Illustr. 
by  “  E.V.B.”  Globe  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— The  Heroes;  or, 
Greek  Fairy  Tales  for  my  Children.  Cr.  8vo. 
os.  6d.— Presentation  Ed .,  gilt  edges.  7s. 6d. 
Madam  How  and  Ladv  Why;  or,  First 
Lessons  in  Earth-Lore.  Cr.  8vo.  3 s.  6 d. 
The  Water-Babies:  A  Fairy  Tale  for  a 
Land  Baby.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d.— New  Edit. 
Ulus,  by  L.  Sambourne.  Fcp.  4to.  12s.  6d. 
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BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG -continued. 

MACLAREN  (Arch.).— The  Fairy  Family 
A  Series  of  Ballads  and  Metrical  Tales 
Cr.  8vo.  5 s. 

MACMILLAN  (Hugh).  ( See  p.  37.) 

MADAME  TABBY’S  ESTABLISHMENT. 
ByKARi.  Illust.byL.  Wain.  Cr.  8vo.  4s.  6d. 

MAGUIRE  (J.  F.). — Young  Prince  Mari¬ 
gold.  Illustrated.  Globe  8vo.  ar.  6 d. 

MARTIN  (Frances).— The  Poet's  Hour. 

Poetry  selected  for  Children.  i8mo.  2j.  6aT. 
- SpRiNG-TiMEwiTHTHEP0ETS.18mo.3r.6al. 

(Linda)-— In  the  Golden  Shell. 
With  Illustrations.  Globe  8vo.  4s.  6 d. 

MOL E  S  W  O  RT  H  (Mrs.). — Works.  Illust.  by 
Walter  Crane.  Globe  8vo.  2r.  6 d.  each. 

Carrots,”  Just  a  Little  Boy. 

A  Christmas  Child. 

Christmas-Tree  Land. 

The  Cuckoo  Clock. 

Four  Winds  Farm. 

Grandmother  Dear. 

Herr  Baby. 

Little  Miss  Peggy. 

The  Rectory  Children. 

Rosy. 

The  Tapestry  Room. 

Tell  Me  a  Story. 

Two  Little  Waifs. 

“  Us”  :  An  Old-Fashioned  Story. 

Children  of  the  Castle. 

— —  A  Christmas  Posy.  Illustrated  by 
Walter  Crane.  Cr.  8vo.  4r.  6d. 

-  Summer  Stories.  Cr.  8vo.  4r.  6d. 

-  Four  Ghost  Stories.  Cr.  8vo.  6r. 

— —  Nurse  Heatherdale’s  Story.  Illust. 

by  Leslie  Brooke.  Cr.  8vo.  4r.  6d. 

‘  ~  The  Girls  and  I.  Illust.  by  L.  Brooke. 
Cr.  8vo.  4s1.  6 d. 

“MRS-  JERNINGHAM'S  JOURNAL” 
(Author  of).— ' The  Runaway.  G1.8vo.  2s. 6d. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.).  —  Agnes  Hopetoun’s 
Schools  and  Holidays.  Illust.  G1.8vo.  2s.6d. 

pALGRAVE  (Francis  Turner). — The  Five 
Days  Entertainments  at  Wentworth 
Grange.  Small  4to.  6r. 

— —  The  Children’s  Treasury  of  Lyrical 
Poetry.  r8mo.  ar.  6d.~ Or  in  2  parts,  xr 
each. 

PATMORE  (C.). — The  Children’s  Gar¬ 
land  FROM  THE  BEST  POETS.  l8mo. 

2 r.  6d.  net. 

ROSSETTI  (Christina).  —  Speaking  Like 
nesses.  Illust.  by  A.  Hughes.  Cr.8vo.  4s. 6d 

RUTH  AND  HER  FRIENDS:  A  Story 
for  Girls.  Illustrated.  Globe  8vo.  2r.  6 d. 
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